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      In,  ‘I’ll Never Give My Heart’, glamour meets danger in a reality dating show where the “eligible lead” is trained to perform and never feel—Malcolm “Mack” Reardon vows: he’ll never give his heart.

      But Elena Hart, the good girl risk coordinator with sharp sarcasm and a strict no-dating rule, can’t ignore the way production is rigging danger behind the scenes.

      When betrayal, rivalry, and off-camera longing collide, bad boy romance, second-chance trust, and high-heat tension explode into a love story that changes the rules forever.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            Love’s Gambit

          

        

      

    

    
      Elana

      

      The season of Love’s Gambit hit me like a storm—slow at first, the hum of the crowd a distant rumble, then all at once, the lights blazing overhead like lightning, the air thick with the scent of sweat and expensive perfume. The stage gleamed under the glare, polished to a mirror finish, reflecting the twisted shadows of the crew scurrying like ants behind the scenes. And there he was. Mack. Standing centre stage, the new bad boy, millionaire, hero game show prize for some lucky beautiful contestant if she could win his heart. He’d played the villain, requiring no stunt double, in more than a dozen top grossing movies. And I’d scored him for Love Gambit, this villain they’d all been trained to love and hate in equal measure, his grin sharp enough to cut glass.

      I dug my fingers into the arms of my chair backstage, the upholstery groaning under my grip. The producers had made their play, sliding a contract across the table like a poisoned chalice: Stay the villain, Mack. Keep the fame, the money, the intoxicating rush of being the man everyone wants to destroy. But there was a catch, wasn’t there? A little clause tucked into the fine print—Elena goes. No more late-night strategy sessions, no more whispered warnings, no more of that electric pull between you two that even the cameras couldn’t ignore. Just like that, I was supposed to vanish at the end of this season’s filming for getting too close to the leading man, distracting his eye from the contestants. Some of those bitches had complained about me. And then there as Owen, my second in command. He had his eye on my job.

      A slow, dangerous heat curled in my gut. Oh, they thought they could erase me that easily?

      I’d spent weeks combing through every contract, every rider, every damn Post-it note stuck to the production board. And I’d found it—a single, glittering thread, half-buried in legal jargon. I wasn’t going to storm out there in a blaze of drama. No, I was going to let the truth do the talking, let it slither into the room like a blade in the dark.

      Malcolm’s gaze found mine in the wings. For half a second, the mask slipped. There was something raw in his expression—something that wasn’t part of the act.

      Then it was gone.

      The game was on.
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      The live feed light came on. Malcolm swung in, leaping to the ground from an overhead vine, a modern day Tarzan wearing Giorgio Armani. The audience murmured in delight, the sound vibrating through the floorboards. I didn’t wait. I moved to direct the contestants toward him.

      Simone pounced first. She sauntered forward, hips swaying, her red lips curved into a smile that promised trouble. “Well, that’s one way to make an entrance.”

      Malcolm laughed, the sound rich and rehearsed. “Gotta keep things interesting, don’t I?”

      Lila hesitated, then stepped up beside Simone, her voice barely above a whisper. “You could’ve been hurt.”

      Malcolm’s smirk softened, just a fraction. “Where’s the fun in playing it safe?”

      I watched from the shadows, arms crossed. Good. Let them eat it up. Simone was already touching his arm, her fingers lingering. Lila was biting her lip, torn between worry and fascination. The others were jockeying for position, each one trying to outshine the rest.

      But I knew the truth. None of this was real. Not the stunts, not the smiles, not the way his hand had brushed Simone’s just a second too long.

      Malcolm caught my eye again. A silent question hung between us: How’s it looking?

      I gave him the slightest nod. Perfect.

      He turned back to the contestants, his voice dropping into that smooth, dangerous purr that made the audience lean in. “Alright, ladies. Who’s ready to play?”

      The camera lights flared. The music swelled.

      And just like that, the hunt began.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            First Challenge

          

        

      

    

    
      Elana

      
      The terrace sprawls beneath me, a gilded battleground where the Mediterranean sun turns every surface into a weapon—marble gleaming like a blade, the infinity pool’s edge sharp enough to draw blood, the air thick with the scent of jasmine and something darker, like the ozone before a storm. I don’t adjust my sunglasses. I don’t need to. The glare is nothing compared to the way Malcolm’s stunt team is rigging the first challenge—a gauntlet of suspended platforms, swinging pendulums, and a zip line that ends in a literal sweep-off-your-feet dismount into the pool below. Because of course it does. This isn’t just a dating show. It’s a damn circus, and Malcolm Kaine is the ringmaster, all smoldering grins and rope-burned hands.

      I watch as the other women cluster near the edge of the terrace, their laughter too bright, their touches too practiced. Lydia—blonde, former gymnast—stretches her hamstrings with the flexibility of a woman who’s spent her life bending over backward for men, her fingers tracing the gold chain around her neck like it’s a lifeline. "This is so his vibe," she purrs, flicking her gaze toward Malcolm, who’s currently dangling from a harness twenty feet above us, his biceps straining against the sleeves of his tailored henley. The fabric clings to him like a second skin, damp with the effort of testing the course himself. Because of course he did. The man doesn’t just kiss you; he free-falls into it from a helicopter.

      I don’t stretch. I don’t sigh. I adjust the cuff of my leather glove—yes, glove, singular—the one I’m wearing because the producer handed me a "safety waiver" with a wink and a pen. As if I’d sign anything without reading it first. The leather creaks as I flex my fingers, the sound lost beneath the whir of the camera drones circling overhead like vultures.

      "Nervous?" The voice comes from my left, smooth as a knife sliding from its sheath. I don’t turn. I don’t need to. I recognize the scent before the words even register—bergamot and something bitter, like the aftertaste of a lie. Owen Mercer, the political strategist, leaning against the balustrade like he owns it. Like he owns me.

      I finally glance at him, just long enough to let him see the lack of interest in my eyes. "I don’t do nervous. I do prepared."

      His smirk falters. Just for a second. "This isn’t a boardroom, Elena. It’s a game."

      I tilt my head toward the obstacle course, where Malcolm has just released a pendulum blade—an actual blade—that swings past him with a whistle. It embeds itself in the wooden beam behind him, quivering. The cameras zoom in. The women gasp. Malcolm grins, all white teeth and wild energy, like a man who’s never met a risk he didn’t want to kiss.
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