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DEDICATED TO:

EVERYONE WHO WATCHES WAY TOO MANY REALITY TV DATING SHOWS.

THIS ONE’S FOR YOU.
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PROLOGUE
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NARRATOR:

ON THIS SEASON OF UNSCRIPTED

BLAINLEY LOW: Welcome to Lover´s Cove — where the sun never sets, the cameras never stop rolling, and love is the ultimate game. Thirty singles have flown halfway across the world, each chasing connection, fame, and maybe even forever. But this isn’t just another dating show — because on this island, every choice has consequences, every kiss is caught on camera, and not everything is as it seems. Secrets will surface, alliances will break, and hearts will shatter under the heat of the spotlight. So get ready — because this season, love isn’t scripted... but it sure is televised.

I´m your hostess, Blainley Low, and this season on Unscripted, we have a lot of fun, laughs and possibly hookups that will get people booted off. Get ready for a season of steam and sizzling hot drama!
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EPISODE 1
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AN ISLAND FULL OF SINGLES

AMARA

CONFESSIONAL #1: AMARA DLAMINI, 28, INFLUENCER

“Hi, I’m Amara. I’m a social media influencer, and I came on this show to find love. My ex didn’t leave me satisfied, but I hope I can get some action on this season of Unscripted.”

Producer interrupts.

“What?”

Producer behind the camera: The whole premise of the show is that there’s no sex or kissing.

The camera pans to Amara’s shocked face.

“Well, that [censored] sucks. Who the [censored] decided that?”
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I arrived on Lover’s Cove on the first day of filming. It was scorching hot, and the mansion I’d be living in with thirty strangers stood before me. It was huge, and I could see a gleaming pool ahead of the long driveway. The cameraman took shots of me walking up to the mansion with my suitcase in hand. The chauffeur drove away, and I shot my first confession. I was the second contestant to arrive, and I had to change into a bikini for my introduction.

By the end of the day, fifteen men and women had joined the show, and we’d filmed an entire episode. The first episode was obviously just the pilot, where everyone got introduced to each other. That night, we got dressed in formal attire. The girls were dressed to the nines in flowing gowns and sparkly dresses, while the men wore suits in every cut and colour.

“Welcome, contestants. My name is Blainley Low. I will be your host this season of Unscripted. You have six weeks to find your match. Twenty-four challenges over thirty episodes. Each week, you’ll be assigned a partner to complete challenges with. If your partner decides to cut ties with you, you’ll be eliminated and must leave Lover’s Cove. No cash prize and no love. So, are you ready to win a million bucks and find the love of your life? Let’s have some fun in this first season of Unscripted!” our host spoke that night as we all sat on lush couches on the patio under a glittering night sky.

We finished filming the first episode and then mingled. In the living room, some of us had now changed and were ready for bed; we drank wine and snacked on the food items from the kitchen pantry.

“So, what’s it like being an accountant?” I asked one of the guys, Michael. We were sitting by the counter while everyone else chatted, and the speaker played Spotify’s top radio hits.

Michael shrugged at my question.

“Boring,” he laughed. He was tan and muscular. He was hot, obviously. We all were; otherwise, we wouldn’t be on this show. He was shirtless, getting ready for a night swim in the pool, and sipping a beer.

“Well, I can’t say the same for myself. Travelling for a living is pretty much a dream come true,” I told him.

The producers were getting more B-roll, so the cameraman zoomed in on my face as Michael said:

“I bet. Must be nice having no direction in life. Just flying everywhere and making videos,” he said.

What the fuck? I thought, and my appal must’ve been evident on my face very distinctly, because my open-mouthed, wide-eyed shock became a meme on Twitter for years after that episode aired.

After Michael and I’s miserable conversation, I was headed to bed when I bumped into someone.

“Watch where you’re going,” a deep voice snapped at me.

“Sorry,” I mumbled, looking into livid brown eyes.

“Aren’t you that Paris girl?” he asked me. He towered over me. I was a tall girl. But he was taller. Probably a meter taller than me.

He was referring to my Paris vlog. It had garnered ten million views on YouTube.

“Yeah,” I told him, feeling warmer that I wasn’t being attacked by a man again.

“Are you always that pretentious?” he asked me.

I gaped at him.

I spoke too soon. I felt my rage bubble under my skin.

“Are you always a prick?” I asked him. We were toe-to-toe. His broad, naked brown chest was wet and gleaming under the overhead lights. He’d gotten out of the pool.

“I was just asking. Don’t you find the level of wealth and privilege insufferable? Casually buying jewellery, the price of someone’s house?” he taunted.

“It’s my money and my job, so no. I don’t care what some idiot with a big ego has to say about it,” I snapped at him.

“You’re a feisty one,” he taunted.

I slapped him. This also went viral on the internet when the episode aired.

“You’re an asshole,” I said finally before going to bed, where I shared a room with two women. One of whom had already broken the show’s rule of no sex and no kissing. Tate and James were going at it like rabid animals the whole night. I didn’t sleep a wink, but we had a short week with the first elimination on Sunday.

When Monday started, Tate and James were booted off the show, and we had our first challenge.

Blainley paired us up with our partners for the show. Unfortunately, the producers loved my rivalry with the man from last night, Leo Hart. Lawyer, 30, and supercilious.

“You, again,” Leo sneered at me.

“I’m just as upset about this pairing as you are,” I told him.

“What’s your name, again? Prissy Bitch?” he rolled his eyes.

“It’s Amara. Cocky Prick,” I snapped.

Blainley started explaining today’s challenge: Truth of Tequila.

“Basically, truth or dare, except you ask each other intimate questions about attraction, love and sex. If you refuse to answer, your partner must down an entire bottle of tequila,” she told us.

CONFESSIONAL #2: AMARA DLAMINI, 28, INFLUENCER

“When Blainley told us what the challenge was, and Leo was my partner, all I could think was ‘This mother[censored] is about to be drunk as a sailor.”
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“Do you have any kinks?” Leo asked me in front of the camera.

“I’m not going to answer that,” I told him. He groaned as he downed a mini bottle of tequila.

“What’s your favourite sexual position?” I asked him.

“None of your concern,” he told me, and I had to down a bottle of tequila.

“What do you look for in a partner?” he asked me.

“Charm, loyalty and attention to detail,” I spoke. He sighed, glad he didn’t have to drink.

I pulled out a card. “What’s your type?” I asked him.

“A nerd. A girl who can just be weird with me,” he said.

“What do you do for fun? Other than wasting your parents’ money?” he asked me.

I glared at him. Pretty sure he’d added that just to spite me.

“I won’t tell you,” I said, and then he drank the bottle.

By the end of it, we’d refused to answer each other’s questions and were drunk on the floor after four bottles of tequila each.

“And the winners of this challenge are Lisa and Cameron!” Blainley announced. Leo and I spent the rest of the day sick.

“Thanks a lot, Dlamini. Now, we’ve lost a trip to the massage therapist at the spa,” he seethed.

“Well, maybe if you weren’t such an asshole, we would’ve won the challenge,” I snapped at him.

I drank jugs of coffee and ate a lot of starch for the rest of the day, trying to sober up. I started chatting with the rest of the show’s contestants.

“Amy. I’m a sales consultant,” Amy told me in the pool that night.

“How are you liking being on the show so far?” I asked her.

“Love it. I want to fuck Michael. I want that million, though. I really need the money. I have a son, and that money would set me up for life,” she said. “What are you here for?” she asked me.

“I want to fall in love. My past relationships have been misses. I want to find true love on Unscripted.” I told her. We continued chatting until she went off to Michael. Only God knows what she sees in that asshole.

My roommates were Tara and Leigh. We started to chat that night, trying to get to know each other after Tate got eliminated at a pre-filmed elimination scene for the first episode.

“I work in marketing. I’m a mom and I’m married. I’m just here for the money. The whole appeal of no kissing and sex made this decision easy. I’ve always wanted to be on TV.” Tara said to Leigh and me.

“I’m here for love,” Leigh told us. She was currently unemployed.

“Me too,” I added.

We spoke more about our lives and our favourite things to do, as well as our hobbies.
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