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NARRATOR:

LAST SEASON... Unscripted set Lover’s Cove on fire — breakups, makeups, secret hookups, and plot twists nobody saw coming. But if you thought that was wild, you’re not ready for what comes next.

BLAINLEY LOW:

Welcome back to Lover’s Cove — where the sun is hotter, the stakes are higher, and the drama? Oh, honey... the drama has only just begun.

Thirty new singles have landed on the island, each hungry for romance, clout, and maybe a second chance at rewriting their story. But this time, they’re not alone...

Because this season, Unscripted is raising the stakes.

New rules. New challenges. New ways to get played.

On this island, loyalty is temporary, alliances are strategic, and one wrong kiss can send shockwaves through the entire Cove.

Cameras are rolling 24/7, secrets don't stay secret for long, and every moment — from the steamy to the scandalous — is fair game for the world to see.

Expect love triangles, shocking betrayals, unexpected reunions... and twists that will make even last year’s drama look tame.

I’m your hostess, Blainley Low — the queen of chaos herself — and trust me, you won’t want to miss a second.

So buckle up, because this season on Unscripted, the sparks are hotter, the hearts are messier, and the drama?

Oh, it’s not scripted... but it’s absolutely explosive.

​EPISODE 1

ARIELLA

DRAMA FIRST

CONFESSIONAL #1: ARIELLA MATT, PERSONAL TRAINER, 31

“Why am I on Unscripted? Mainly for the money. I’m a private trainer for the wealthy elite, and while that pays well, I wouldn’t say no to extra cash—or internet clout.”

The producer’s voice comes from off-camera.

Producer: Any intention of falling in love?

Ariella laughs. The camera zooms in, close enough to catch the edge of her smile.

“Absolutely not. I’m here to play the game. I don’t have time for men.”

“I prefer girls who don’t act like men, actually. I feel like most trainers are men,” some asshole named Keegan told me while we waited for cameras to roll.

“And I prefer men with intelligence and social awareness,” I said calmly. “But unfortunately, life is unfair.”

“You’re a bitch,” Keegan snapped before walking off.

First day on set, and I was already collecting enemies.

People say that about me a lot—that I’m mean, rude, crass. I don’t see it that way. I’m direct. I don’t sugarcoat. Most people hide behind politeness like it’s a shield. I don’t bother.

“Hello, contestants!” Blainley Low announced, standing barefoot on the patio in a linen suit that probably cost more than my car. “Welcome to season two of Unscripted. I’ll be leading you through every challenge this summer. Are you ready for sun, drama, and maybe even love?”

A pause. A smile.

“Remember the rules: no kissing. No sex. No touching. Break them, and you’ll be packing your bags at the end of the week.”

We were already in bikinis and swim shorts, seated in a wide circle—the women facing the men like it was some kind of human auction.

Keegan decided he wasn’t done.

“Careful, Ariella,” he muttered as he passed behind me. “Wouldn’t want to scare off the guys.”

I stood up before I fully decided to.

The punch landed clean. Not dramatic. Efficient.

Gasps. Shouting. Someone yelled my name. Security was on me immediately, hands gripping my arms as Keegan staggered back, stunned.

“Are you insane?” a producer hissed in my ear.

“He insulted me,” I said flatly. “On camera.”

Blainley’s heels clicked toward us. “Ariella,” she said sweetly, eyes sharp. “Violence isn’t part of the game.”

“Neither is harassment,” I replied.

There was a long beat.

“This is your warning,” she said. “One more incident, and you’re gone.”

Worth it.

As things settled, a man approached me—tall, broad-shouldered, calm in a way that felt intentional.

“Damn,” he said, lips twitching. “That looked painful.”

“For him,” I said.

“I’m Xander Ping. You throw a solid punch. Martial arts?”

“Personal trainer,” I said. “I work with rich people who want revenge bodies.”

He laughed. Low. Warm.

When Blainley started pairing us up, she didn’t hesitate.

“Ariella Matt and Xander Ping. You’ll be partners for the next six weeks.”

Our photos flashed on the screen side by side.

Interesting.

By the end of filming, I was drained. I unpacked in my room—empty for now—then went back downstairs to mingle. People kept congratulating me for punching Keegan, like I’d done something heroic instead of impulsive.

“He deserved it,” I told anyone who asked.

Later, Xander and I sat at the kitchen island, sharing a basket of nachos drowned in cheese while cameras hovered nearby.

“So,” he said, “what’s life like outside of punching men on reality TV?”

“I skydive. Bungee jump. Rock climb. Anything with a risk factor,” I said. “I train every day.”

“No wonder you’re so fit,” he said, eyes lingering just long enough to notice.

I hated that I blushed.

“And you?” I asked. “What do you do when you’re not being annoyingly calm?”

“I’m an architect. For fun, I hike, fish, and train in martial arts.”

That surprised me.

“Didn’t expect that,” I said.

“Most people don’t.”

We talked about food—his comfort dishes, my vegetarian staples. He cooked. I ordered in. Somehow it worked.

“This might sound like a trauma dump,” I said eventually, “but I was chronically ill as a kid. That’s why health matters so much to me.”

He didn’t interrupt. Didn’t joke.

“That makes sense,” he said. “You seem like someone who doesn’t waste time.”

Before I could respond, shouting erupted across the patio.

Casey. Nick. Alex.

Someone had broken the rules. Someone had kissed. Security rushed in again.

Xander watched the chaos, then glanced at me. “First episode, and people are already risking elimination.”

I snorted. “For feelings.”

Idiots.

As cameras zoomed in on the drama, I leaned back in my chair, suddenly certain of one thing.

If everyone else was here to fall in love, I was here to win.

And that was going to make me dangerous.
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XANDER

STARGAZING OUR FUTURE

CONFESSIONAL #1: XANDER PING, ARCHITECT, 34

“I came on Unscripted because I’m actually looking for love. Dating apps feel transactional, and blind dates always end with polite smiles and no second meeting. I wanted something... real. Or at least realer.”

The producer pauses.

Producer: How do you feel about your partner, Ariella?

Xander exhales, smiling to himself.

“I like her. She’s intense, but she’s honest. I think she’s misunderstood. I hope it goes well—but I’m not trying to force anything. I’ll see where it goes.”

“Contestants!” Blainley called out later that afternoon. “Today’s challenge is the Future Vision Board. You’ll be creating a vision of your ideal future together. The couple with the strongest compatibility and most creativity wins. Scrapbooking supplies are in front of you. Impress me.”

Tables were stacked with magazines, glue sticks, markers, scissors—domestic chaos in arts-and-crafts form.

I sat beside Ariella, immediately reaching for neutral-toned cutouts: houses, oceans, families. She flipped through magazines with surgical focus, tearing pages cleanly without hesitation.

“You’re aggressive with the scissors,” I commented lightly.

“I know what I want,” she replied, not looking up.

Somehow, it worked.

We didn’t talk much while working—just passed glue, exchanged looks, occasionally paused when we realised we’d chosen the same image. Surfboards. Wedding rings. A modern house by the water.

Then the kids.

Five.

We both stopped at the same time.

“That’s... weird,” Ariella said.

“Yeah,” Xander agreed, amused. “But not bad weird.”

When Blainley reviewed the boards, her eyebrows shot up.
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