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“Like every iconic Hollywood love story, The Reunion sparkles incisive industry detail over the moving and deeply sweet romance of its stars, who learn with each other how to reboot their lives unscripted. Olson’s debut romance is one to obsess over like a new show and cherish like a favorite film.”

—Emily Wibberley & Austin Siegemund-Broka, authors of The Roughest Draft

“A heartfelt, poignant look at the ups and downs of life in the spotlight. Ransom and Liv’s chemistry leaps off the page, and their journey is sweet, emotional, and thoroughly satisfying.”

—Ava Wilder, author of How to Fake It in Hollywood

“The Reunion swept me off my feet. As vivid as it is sweet, I was totally immersed in this behind-the-scenes look at two actors getting their oh-so-satisfying second chance at love. I completely adored it.”

—Bridget Morrissey, author of A Thousand Miles

“With an original twist on a friends-to-lovers romance, The Reunion is a page-turning peek at the life—and love—of a Hollywood starlet and her co-star: the boy of her teenage dreams who might just be the man of her grown-up heart. This fun romance, set in the world of Hollywood glamour and celebrity gossip, is not to be missed.”

—Meredith Schorr, author of As Seen on TV

“The Reunion was utterly charming, the perfect mix of behind-the-scenes Hollywood and heartstring-tugging romance.”

–Kate Spencer, author of In a New York Minute
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For all the Emilys who inspired and encouraged me while writing this book—


	Emily Bain Murphy, my friend through every mountain and valley;

	Emily McClendon, who sharpens me on and off the tennis court;

	Emily Wibberley, whose books made me fall in love with rom-coms; and

	Emily Henry, whose rom-coms made me finally decide to write one of my own



And for everyone who always


	wished for Topanga’s hair;

	cheered/cried when Ross and Rachel finally had their first kiss; and

	had Big Opinions on whether Joey should choose Dawson or Pacey in the end.



This one’s for you.






Girl on the Verge Lands Twentieth-Anniversary Reunion Special at Fanline

By Elijah Jones // Senior Editor, Arts & Entertainment, Sunset Central

Beloved teen drama Girl on the Verge—hailed by critics as “iconic” and “trailblazing”—has officially been picked up by streaming giant Fanline for a long-rumored twentieth-anniversary reunion special.

Shattering record after record over the course of its six seasons, the breakout hit launched its young actors to superstardom, most notably Liv Latimer and Ransom Joel, whose fictional counterparts were on-screen sweethearts. The success of the pop culture juggernaut remains unmatched by any teen drama.

While undeniably a hit, Girl on the Verge was not immune to criticism: with great devotion came great expectation, and the fandom proved tricky to please when the show took its final bow. With its infamously abrupt cut-to-black ending—in the middle of Liv Latimer’s final line, no less—many fans have vocalized their desire for closure (numerous think pieces defended the choice, however, praising it as “brave” and “borderline revolutionary”).

Fans and critics alike have to wonder: Will the world finally get the answers they’ve begged for in this reunion special?

Whatever the case, it will be good to see the original cast together again. In the (nearly) fourteen years since the polarizing series finale, its stars have gone on to varying degrees of success in Hollywood but never on the same silver screen. Ransom Joel has headlined many a box-office smash since his days on Girl, most recently as Hunter Drew, the titular character in a trio of espionage thrillers. Liv Latimer took a decidedly quieter route, pivoting to the world of low-budget indie films, turning out magnificent performances in each. Sasha-Kate Kilpatrick and Ford Brooks, who rounded out Girl’s original core cast, have both appeared in a number of projects but have yet to break out in a significant way beyond the show that made them household names.

Sources close to the project report that scheduling conflicts nearly prevented the entire original cast from returning for the reunion, but at long last, the fully scripted, hour-long episode is a go. Shooting is scheduled for this summer, with plans to air in the fall.

Subscribe to SUNSET CENTRAL breaking news alerts for the latest on all your favorite shows, stars, and more!
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I’d forgotten just how hot it feels under a spotlight.

“All right, Liv, we’re going live in five… four… three…”

A production assistant motions for quiet, and the chorus of chatter fades in the Java with Jade studio. For a split second, it’s just me and Jade Johnson and the hum of the electricity powering her sunny morning-show set. I shift in my seat, a plush armchair upholstered in brightest white. It’s comfortable, even if I’m not entirely so.

My relationship with the press: it’s complicated.

I pick a focal point, anything that will ground me here in this singular moment—the coffee, dark in its bone china cup—and just like that, I’m prime-time TV starlet Liv Latimer again, not just Liv who regularly tosses her hair up in a messy bun and wakes up with morning breath like the rest of the population.

“Liv!” Jade says, her voice a song even with just the one syllable. Her teeth are next-level perfection. “It is my absolute pleasure to have you here on the show—can I admit I’m just a little starstruck right now?”

She laughs, and I laugh, and it all goes down like honey. “Thanks, Jade. Can I admit the feeling’s absolutely mutual?”

“It’s not every day I get to sit down with someone who was such a fixture of my adolescence,” she goes on. “And now I’m dating us both—it cannot possibly be two decades since Girl on the Verge premiered!”

“Unbelievable, right?” I match her energy, careful not to surpass it. “I think it feels like less time has passed because we were on the air for so long.”

“Six seasons.” Jade takes a sip from her coffee and sets the mug back down on the low table between us. “What was that like, growing up with the whole world watching?”

It’s hardly the first time someone has asked—I’ve gotten every question under the sun. People will take as much as you give them, Livvie, my father used to say. Be careful to keep some things for yourself. I need something sharp and quotable, something relatable and true that doesn’t actually require me to part with some private piece of myself I’ll never get back.

“It was exactly how you’d expect,” I say, like even this doesn’t feel like giving too much away. You’d think I’d be used to it at this point, scraping slices of my soul into sound bites, but it has never gotten easier. “It was a lot of pressure but also a lot of fun.”

“Let’s talk about the pressure. Your character on the show—Honor St. Croix—was Miss Americana to the extreme, and honestly, it never looked like a stretch. Honor never crumbled under the pressure she felt, and from what I can tell, neither did you. How did you handle it all?”

Jade wasn’t there for my rather jagged twenties, or any of the behind-the-scenes days that led up to them. There’s a difference between crumbling and cracking. Honor and I absolutely did both.

“It all comes back to being grateful,” I say. It’s a line I’ve practiced many times over in my head, and one I think is true? “Being grateful, even for the hard things, and starting fresh each new day no matter how tough the day before felt.”

“But they did feel tough,” Jade says. A fact: not a question.

I look her straight in the eye. “People go through harder things every day,” I say, choosing my words carefully. I’ve gone through harder. “But yes, the expectations on me back then were unreal.”

The schedule, the interviews, the tours. There was pressure everywhere, so many eyes on me, always.

I loved the acting itself, though—unsurprising, given that it’s practically a family legacy on the Latimer side. The chance to escape into someone else’s skin, to be someone as perfect as Honor St. Croix while my own personal universe was falling apart? Even at a young age, it was never lost on me what a privilege that was. It worked out well that I was good at it. Good enough that no one ever had to know exactly how hard things were on me when my father—three-time Oscar-winning Hollywood heartthrob Patrick Latimer—was killed in a car crash up in the canyons during our second season.

“It certainly seemed like an intense experience for all of you when the show took off overnight. At least you clearly had chemistry with your castmates,” Jade says, eyes glittering under the lights. I know where this is going. “You and Ransom Joel seemed especially close.”

And there it is: I’ve been down this road a thousand times—in interviews, in daydreams, in sleepless nights where I tried to piece together where everything went wrong between us. We were best friends, closer than anyone else on set. The closest.

Slipping into Honor’s life was exactly the escape I needed when my father died. And when the cameras stopped rolling, it was Ransom—and only Ransom—who got the real me.

“You and Ransom were inseparable in those years, and more than a few people speculated you were secretly dating.” She leans in conspiratorially, as if it’s just us having a chat over coffee without millions of viewers hanging on our every word. “I know you both adamantly denied it, but I have to know—was there ever any truth to those rumors?”

It takes every ounce of professional poise to not break character: Liv Latimer, perfectly unruffled talk show guest. Behind my ultra-calm facade, I’m wondering how this question possibly slipped past my publicist.

“They were rumors,” I say evenly, putting on a smile that’s anything but easy. “Never anything more.”

I don’t tell her how we were so close it felt like dating sometimes, how there were days when he mattered more to me than the show itself. I especially don’t tell her about the painful drama between us at the end of our final season, the purposeful step back from our friendship—Ransom’s idea, not mine. How it felt like a breakup.

It’s always been easier to deny the rumors than to admit I once wished they were true.

“Have you and Ransom seen each other since the show ended?” Jade’s question is so casual, so blissfully unaware of all that went down between us.

“I’ve certainly seen him on social media!” I reply, deflection-with-a-smile at its best.

“Oh, haven’t we all!” Jade says, pivoting with me without missing a beat. “I admire how he uses his platform to put good out into the world. Is he really that good of a guy behind the scenes?”

That good and more, I think. So good it hurts.

“He once took in a stray kitten and kept it in his dressing room—it was an entire week before the studio found out and made him take it home!” The memory of him smuggling a bag of kitten food under his hoodie in the middle of a heat wave makes me smile for real, no acting required.

Jade’s eyes light up. “I can only imagine how many pets have been adopted thanks to his activism—did you know he even did a calendar to raise funds for the ASPCA one time? My niece gave me one for my birthday a few years ago!”

Ransom, when the clips from this interview inevitably go viral, will not love this turn of conversation. His photos have taken on a markedly dark filter as of late, veering decidedly away from teen heartthrob into GQ cover–worthy territory.

Not that I’ve been keeping up with his daily posts.

Or the six to ten stories he posts on the regular throughout each day.

Or his Snapaday Lives, which my personal-assistant-slash-best-friend Bre peeks at for me on her account every so often, just so he won’t know exactly how often I tune in to see what he’s up to.

Jade leans in, as if she’s about to tell me something extremely confidential.

“Let’s circle back to the reunion special. For those who haven’t heard, it’s an all-new hour-long episode that’s rumored to pick up where the series finale left off. Fans everywhere are dying to know—without giving away any spoilers here—will we finally get closure on that one big thing the show left hanging in the balance?”

I let out a long exhale, relieved to be back in preapproved-question territory. “I’ve read the script, Jade, and I think it’s safe to say it will have been worth the wait.”

“Were you surprised by anything in the script?” she asks. “Or have you always known what would’ve happened next? I’ve got to admit, I screamed when the series finale cut to black in the middle of your last line!”

“Honestly, I didn’t know for sure.”

People have never believed my answer to this question, but it’s the truth. If I had known how many times people would ask—Did Honor stay with Duke in California or take her dream job in New York?—I would have begged the writers to give a more conclusive ending.

“I obviously had my own theories after playing Honor for so many years,” I go on. “I felt such a strong connection with her and had this gut feeling about the choice she would’ve made. I’m happy to report that my gut feeling was spot-on.”

“I love that,” Jade says, looking absolutely sincere. “Is what I’m hearing true—that we might get even more than just one new episode? Is Girl getting a reboot?”

Calm, Liv, calm, I coach myself. This is extremely confidential news, and it’s not a sure thing yet. If the numbers from streaming and the reunion special are high enough, we’ll almost certainly get the green light, but it would be completely irresponsible—not to mention a breach of my contract—to tell her so.

I’m also still not entirely sure I want to go back to such a sprawling set full-time; it’s not a coincidence I’ve taken only a handful of roles since we wrapped fourteen years ago, all of them on small, intimate indie films. It’s definitely not for lack of opportunities.

“As of this morning, all six seasons are streaming on Fanline for everyone to enjoy,” I say, turning my charm factor up to distract from my nonanswer. “If you love them, let the producers know you want more by spreading the word on social media!”

Jade runs with my lead and closes out the interview by telling them where to find me in various corners of the internet—because a few million followers are only a fraction of what I could have, according to my publicist. I should share more of myself, be more relatable instead of a beautiful, mysterious recluse, as she once referred to me.

To some extent, she’s right. That’s why I hired Attica in the first place, to help me find balance—left to myself, I’d be off the grid entirely (maybe not the electric one, but most certainly the Snapaday one).

“Well, get ready, Liv!” Jade says, eyes bright. “I think it’s safe to say you’re going to have an entirely new generation of fans.”

The very thought of being in the spotlight again fills me with butterflies… and also a few reluctant moths that aren’t sure they’re ready to fly out of the shadows. I want it, and I don’t. I want it more than I don’t, though, so I’m doing the brave thing: putting myself back out there a little at a time—but only what I want to give.



Back in my dressing room, I take a moment just for me—it might be the last of its kind, at least for the next few weeks.

Girl on the Verge was the most-watched teen series for six years straight, beloved by critics and fans and even a few university professors who’ve devoted entire courses to dissecting the things our writers did right. Even though we’ve been off the air for a while, the general consensus is that Girl on the Verge remains a timeless hit and will hold up—which means I should probably prepare myself for a decent amount of attention in the days to come. Months or years if the reboot happens.

I slip my phone out of my handbag. Missed messages fill the screen: there are nearly half a dozen short texts from my mother (who’s still fiercely supportive of me even though she’s traded Hollywood for the Outer Banks of North Carolina), three notifications from Bre, at least ten one-off texts from various people from the fringes of my life, and one from… Ransom? His name on my screen is such a surprise I nearly choke on my coffee.

It’s been a while.

I swipe it open on instinct.

do you have any idea how many kittens are in my mentions this morning? i’m drowning over here!

According to the time stamps on our text history, it’s been over a year since I last heard from him—a brief congrats for the award nominations, then dead silence after I sent an ecstatic GIF back in reply. Before that, we texted sporadically here and there, mostly on birthdays and whenever one of us had a premiere making waves.

It’s hard to believe we were once inseparable, even harder to believe he was my safe place and I was his. Before the end of our last season, anyway, when everything came crashing down.

Despite it all, I feel an undeniable thrill at the sight of his name at the top of my screen; his words are rock candy at the bottom of my stomach, jagged but sparkling, a sweet aftertaste that leaves me feeling a little fizzy inside.

My body is a traitor.

There are worse ways to drown! I write back. You’re welcome.

I tap out of the window and into my thread with Bre. CALL ME ASAP, her most recent message says, on the heels of two others sent just before and just after my interview—You’ll be amazing! one says, and the other simply says, Killed it, Liv!

Once I’m all tucked in to the back seat of the shiny black Mercedes I arrived in, sunglasses firmly in place, I call her back.

“Liv?” Bre’s voice is loud in my ear. “My inbox is blowing up with requests passed along from Mars and Attica—there’s a magazine in Spain that wants you to shoot a cover for them, I think that’s one of the best ones, but point is, I’m going to send you a list in twenty minutes, and I need you to approve at least eight of the opportunities and no more than twelve. That’s a request from Attica.”

Attica, my twenty-six-year-old publicist, has the energy of a rabbit and the instincts of a tiger shark. Bless her. She’s a relatively new addition to my team—I hired her a few years back to help with press when the first indie film I did started to take off. Marsden, on the other hand, has been my agent since the beginning, a tour de force of patience and wisdom and razor-sharp intuition.

“Mars will work with legal to handle the contracts,” Bre goes on, “and I’ll make sure all the scheduling works out. Oh, and Liv, your social is absolutely exploding—between your interview with Jade and the GIFs the new fans are starting to circulate and the kittenpalooza over on Ransom’s account, you’re trending everywhere. If you could work in a post or two before noon and a story or two by three p.m.—where you’re talking to the viewer and where we can clearly see your face, but definitely with a tone that says I’m oh so natural and relatable, everyone!—that would be great. That’s another request from Attica, by the way. Oh, and—”

“Bre?” I cut in. Her energy is necessary, but on a normal day, it’s never as frenetic as this. “I’ll look out for your email, thanks, and I’ll do my best with the social media. Pass my thanks to Mars and Attica, too, okay? Now take a breath. Are you breathing?”

“I am. Yes. Yes, thank you—today’s a bit more hectic than usual and—”

“Bre. You’re amazing. I couldn’t live without you, and I’m beyond grateful,” I say. “But I think you should take an hour and go get some gelato. Tell me you’re going to get some gelato, okay?”

A beat of silence passes. “Okay. Okay, yes, you’re right. Thank you.” The way her energy starts to settle is palpable, even over the phone. “I’ll go right after I send the list your way. We’re still on for quarter to six tonight?”

“Unless you have more interesting plans that come up between now and then,” I deadpan. As we are both very much single these days, Bre has agreed to be my plus-one for the fancy dinner Fanline’s throwing for the cast and crew tonight to kick off the show’s anniversary festivities. She—Bre Livingston, who makes new friends in the snacks aisle at Trader Joe’s—went full-on speechless when I invited her. I’m not sure I’ve ever seen another person so excited.

“I was thinking about finally getting started on knitting an ugly Christmas sweater for Sergeant Moonbeam…”

“Oh, yes, I can see how knitting your cat a Christmas sweater in June might take priority,” I say, smirking into the lid of my flat white.

“When you put it that way, I guess I could put it off for another day or so.”

“Such sacrifices! I know you’re not looking forward to this at all.”

“Only for you, Liv. Only for you.”

“You’re the best,” I say. “See you tonight.”

This barrage of requests pouring in all at once? It’s not normal for either of us. When Girl was still on the air, no one ever asked for my input—I’ve since learned that having a say in things is a blessing and a curse. So is being back in the public spotlight more significantly than I have been in quite some time.

Speaking of, did she say I’m trending? I open my Flitterbird profile and… oh. Four million followers and growing, more than double the number I had when I last checked a couple of days ago. I don’t dare look at my mentions. Before I can stow my phone away in my handbag, though, it vibrates with another new text.

Ransom—again.

Not for the first time this week, my mind trips over the fact that he’ll be at the dinner tonight in the flesh, sharing the same air as me. We haven’t been in the same physical space in fourteen years—it feels like fire to think about, something warm and familiar and captivating that could burn if I let down my guard and get too close.

GQ wants to do my shoot this afternoon with a literal pile of kittens surrounding me, WHAT HAVE YOU GOTTEN ME INTO, LIVVIE

I can’t help myself, I smile.

And then I remember how close we were, and then how close we weren’t, and it fades.

You know you love it, I write back. He’s never been one to say no to attention, has never felt the crushing weight of the spotlight like I have—only its warmth.

I tuck my phone away, look out the window instead to watch the world pass by. I’ve been in a thousand cars just like this one, done a thousand interviews—but today feels different. New. Like a beginning, like the start of something big.

Like a landslide.

Get ready, Liv.






Handsome Ransom Sends “Kittenpalooza” into Tailspin

By Zenia DiLitto // Editor in Chief, Pop Culture, DizzyZine.com

HELLO, Spinners—have I got a treat for YOU! I don’t know about you, but my bedroom walls were absolutely covered in Ransom Joel posters back in the day. (I’m not ashamed. My money’s on the fact that yours were, too.) You’re probably also one of his 4.3 million Snapaday followers—find him at @ransom_notes if you haven’t already to see a glow-up like none other! His transformation since his days playing Duke Beaufort on Girl on the Verge is a wonder to behold—and that’s saying something, because the boy was already *quite* the stunner!

ANYWAY. THE KITTENS.

Let’s start at the beginning.

Earlier this morning, Ransom’s former costar Liv Latimer (talk about another glow-up, amirite? And it’s not like she wasn’t already gorgeous—time has been KIND to this cast, y’all!) gave her first interview in ages to none other than America’s #1 talk show host, Jade Johnson. Liv was so kind as to remind the world of the adorable animal activism phase Ransom went through after GotV wrapped/before he went full-on sexy twentysomething. I think I still have that ASPCA calendar somewhere, not to mention I definitely still have the pair of cats I adopted after seeing a few of his cat-of-the-week posts. (Cantaloupe and Clementine send their regards.) Show of hands, who else saved some cats thanks to Ransom’s activism? Good for all of you!

If you’ve been anywhere online today, you’ve probably been equal parts mystified and entranced by the number of kitten GIFs/photos/videos being flung Ransom-ward… so now you know where it all started. Ransom hasn’t directly responded to any of the thousands of messages that have piled up, but he did post a simple directive that prompted even more of a tailspin (pun intended): “Adopt, don’t shop,” he wrote in his latest tweet, which is now pinned to the top of his feed, along with a simple yellow cat emoji. Rumor has it that adoptions have spiked all over the country today, so let me repeat: Good for all of you!

Now, if we can just get a fresh post of sexy thirtysomething Ransom snuggling a kitten or two, that would be greeeeeeeeaaaaat. Hear that, Ransom? The internet has spoken!

In the meantime, fire up your Fanline accounts and start bingeing Girl on the Verge—their twentieth-anniversary reunion show is coming up soon, and I, for one, will be dropping everything to watch.
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My home is an oasis, afternoon light streaming through the wall of windows that overlooks the ocean. The salt air and the sea calm me on even my hardest days, while the pristine, unbroken sand is reassurance that this little slice of shore delivers the privacy I’ve craved for as long as I can remember.

I fill a tumbler with iced water and head out to the patio. Once upon a time, it wasn’t just me here—I had a boyfriend, Noah, who might have become a fiancé had he not suddenly shown his true colors the moment I picked my career back up. I’d just taken a role in an indie film after a several-years-long hiatus, and at first it was You’ll be gone for how long?, which turned into I’m not comfortable with you kissing him, even if it is part of the job, which blew up into a myriad of shrapnel from the single grenade of Honestly, I just prefer Quiet Liv to Famous Liv. He’d met me at low tide, when I’d pulled as far away from Hollywood and everyone in it as I possibly could. When I realized I wasn’t creatively fulfilled—I missed the art of it all, the challenge, the chance to slip in and inhabit someone else’s skin for just a little while—things that were in my blood every bit as much as my aversion to the press—a riptide swept through, and it destroyed us.

I haven’t been serious with anyone since. Noah was the first person I truly opened up to after Ransom, and yet—at the end of the day—when it was over, our breakup felt inevitable.

It’s possible I haven’t given anyone the chance to get that close again.

From what I can tell, Ransom took the exact opposite approach in the decade that followed our years on the show: a string of spy thrillers and huge, flashy blockbuster hits that have made him typecast for his chiseled, incredibly handsome face. (And, for the record, his body. He has definitely put in some work.) Girl after girl after girl, nothing too serious until last year, when he started dating Gemma Gardner, his literal girl next door from childhood who moved out to Glendale to open an adorable independent bookstore called the Garden. She’s petite and demure, and they’ve looked effortlessly happy together in every photo I’ve seen.

At least there’s that: They’re happy. He’s happy.

I’ve never admitted this to a single soul, but for a long time I secretly wished he wanted that happiness with me. He never thought of me like that, though, like a girlfriend—we were Liv and Ransom, inseparable best friends.

Until suddenly we weren’t.

I’ve done my best not to go down Ransom rabbit holes in the years since the show, especially in the recent months since our reunion special got the green light—a knot forms when I start to think too much about slipping into our former roles after all this time and all that happened between us.

About kissing him again on camera.

About everything else.

My phone vibrates on the glass patio table beside me: a text from Bre asking my preferences for the dinner tonight. It’s an easy choice—oysters and chardonnay, crème brûlée for dessert.

Tonight’s dinner will kick off the celebration of the show’s twentieth anniversary. Even though the reunion special itself will only be an hour-long scripted episode, Fanline is making an entire two-week ordeal out of the whole thing. Some people are traveling in from far corners of the world to make it happen—like Annagrey Siebert, who played my mother and eventually retired off the coast of Greece, or Pierre Alameda, who played my tennis coach (and, unlike me, was chosen for the part because he was a tennis professional in real life—he now coaches full-time at a tennis academy in Spain).

Others, like Sasha-Kate Kilpatrick, still live right here in Los Angeles and make the city feel too small; we’ve run into each other a dozen times since wrapping the show, and it’s been awkward every time. She and I originally auditioned for the same role on the show, so I’ve known her since the very beginning, even longer than Ransom.

We were never close. She was cold to me right from the start, cast as one of my character’s sisters instead of in the starring role, and it only got icier from there. I’ve long suspected Sasha-Kate’s influence lit the fire that led to all the drama in our final season; I’m not exactly looking forward to sharing a set with her again.

It will be a few days before we start filming, though. This first week will be full of media hits—interviews, photo shoots—and costume fittings, along with tonight’s dinner and another more casual get-together this weekend at the home of our writing team, Dan and Xan Jennings. Next week will be all about the show itself, starting with a table read on Monday, our first since the series finale. When we sat around the table that last time, scripts in hand, we never imagined we’d get the chance to do it again. For better or worse, I’m glad it’s happening: the fandom has been begging for closure for as long as we’ve been off the air.

If I’m honest, I’ve needed a bit of it myself.



I’m in my closet, freshly showered and about to change into the perfect dress for tonight—solid black silk, high neckline, plunging V in the back, so glossy and posh it’s like I’ve been dipped in lacquer—when my phone buzzes.

tell me again how there are worse ways to drown, Ransom’s text says, punctuated with a side-eye emoji. A second later, an image comes through: a screenshot of a Snapaday post, someone’s very bare—and extremely tattooed—back filling the entire frame. I can’t help it, I burst out laughing.

Is that supposed to be your face? I mean, clearly, that’s a cat tattoo on the left, but the other tattoo beside it… uhhhh…

The artist (and I use that term loosely) has taken quite the abstract approach to the size and placement of Ransom’s various facial features, and it doesn’t exactly look purposeful.

His reply is immediate.

yes. yes it is.

And now I’m crying, both at the unfortunate tattoo and for the person who now has it permanently affixed to her skin.

The resemblance is uncanny, I text back. All these years of silence and, somehow, out of nowhere, it’s like we never left off. I think my favorite part is how the artist has attempted to make it look like Tattoo Ransom is gazing fondly at Tattoo Cat.

He sends back a skull emoji, followed quickly by can you imagine asking someone to put this on your skin permanently? or… at all?

I’ve never seen anything so perfectly hideous, I write. The more I look at it, the more I kind of want one.

nothing says liv latimer like a botched tattoo of my face gazing longingly at someone else’s cat, he replies.

He still knows exactly what will make me laugh, and for one suspended moment, it feels like nothing’s changed.

We’re not the same people we were all those years ago, I remind myself.

And yet.

Another message bubble appears before I can write back.

on a serious note, i’m looking forward to seeing you tonight, livvie. it’s been too long.

My laughter catches in my throat, and now I’m blinking back tears for a different reason altogether. I don’t know how to respond. It’s not that I’m not looking forward to seeing him—I am, I think, despite all our complicated history. It’s more that I feel myself start to unravel a bit when I try to imagine how it will be to see him. How I’ll feel, being so close again after all the distance that’s been between us. If it will be awkward—if it will hurt.

These texts help, at least.

On a serious note, I eventually write back, I’m looking forward to unveiling the freshly botched tattoo I plan to get on the way to dinner! I’ll be the talk of the red carpet for sure.

Almost as soon as I hit send, a dot bubble pops up but disappears just as quickly.

I really should finish getting ready.

I can’t bring myself to set the phone down.

A moment later, another dot bubble pops up. Instead of disappearing this time, though, it’s replaced by a new message. Three little words, no punctuation, and the effect is like a dizzying shot of pure oxygen straight to my brain:

you always are






#5Facts: Sasha-Kate Kilpatrick—Look at Her Now!

By Octavia Benetton // Staff Writer, Love & Lightning Rounds

What’s up, Lightning Bugs—welcome to a shiny new round of #5Facts! Seems like everyone and their llamas are losing their minds over the upcoming reunion of the Girl on the Verge cast… yours truly included! If you’ve been around here for any amount of time, you know this site stans the *other* It Girl from back in the day: Sasha-Kate Kilpatrick, fictional sibling—and longtime real-life rival—of beloved pop culture icon Liv Latimer. Liv has soaked up enough of the spotlight over the years, yes? Let’s give Sasha-Kate the moment in the sun she deserves! Here are five things you might not know about Sasha-Kate:

1. Sasha-Kate may have played Liv’s younger sister on TV, but she’s actually two months older than Liv!

2. Rumor has it that her feud with Liv began when Sasha-Kate auditioned for the part of Honor St. Croix but was passed over for it due to her height. She’s a full four inches shorter than Liv!

3. Sasha-Kate is the only cast member who sat out on the Australian leg of their world tour. Her brother played on the professional junior tennis circuit for a few years, and she cut out of the tour early to go watch him play in the semifinals at Wimbledon! Psssst: tennis runs in their family, and it’s another reason Sasha-Kate resented Liv’s casting as Honor! Liv had never picked up a racquet prior to her role on the show, sources confirm, while Sasha-Kate was practically born with one in her hand (her mother played competitively for Romania before a wrist injury cut her career short).

4. Ransom Joel isn’t the cast’s only animal activist. Sasha-Kate poured a huge portion of her earnings from the show into the Save the Whales movement, and has cochaired a number of fundraising events to promote general awareness for the protection and preservation of our oceans.

5. And finally, looooook at baby Sasha-Kate from S1:E1 of the show. Remember how they always had her hair in double Dutch braids for those first two seasons? I had almost forgotten, especially since her hair became EVERYTHING in later seasons (surely you remember the Bianca, since every girl on the beach that one summer had those billowy sand-blond ombré waves that looked like the *actual* beach at low tide?? Or is that just me?).

Group watch party starts tonight at six, PST—live chat under hashtag #LBWatchParty! Post a photo of your Sasha-Kate-inspired Dutch braids if you wear them!
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I’m putting on a careful coat of mascara, turning Ransom’s last text over in my head, when my phone buzzes again: it’s Attica, my publicist.

Any chance you’re suddenly interested in adopting a kitten? Or maybe Bre and I could find a fundraiser for you to chair, like maybe for snow leopards?

A kitten? I send back. SNOW LEOPARDS? (??)

Almost immediately, she sends a link over. Something about Sasha-Kate in the headline, from a site I’ve never heard of. I skim the post, grateful Attica’s not here in person to see how dramatically I’ve just rolled my eyes.

We’ve reached the point where texting is inefficient. She picks up on the first ring. “So what if Sasha-Kate wants to save the whales?” I say in lieu of an actual greeting. I glance out the window—Jimmy, my driver, is set to pick me up in ten minutes. “It’s not a competition.”

“You say that now,” Attica says. “But it does matter, Liv. I know that’s just a random blog post, but it’s not the only one that’s popped up lately—you want a reboot green-lit after the reunion special, and not just some mediocre spin-off where you get cut out of it. You need to make sure the audience is firmly Team Liv.”

“I was never under the impression they weren’t.” I’m not even sure I want a reboot green-lit—not that Attica can be blamed for assuming so, since I’m still working through my feelings and haven’t told her otherwise—but it would be beyond insulting to be cut out of it. Girl on the Verge without its original girl? Surely they wouldn’t.

“Oh, they love you, Liv, always have! But we’re talking kittens and whales here—if any of those Sasha-Kate fan sites wanted to make you look cold in comparison, they could.”

I bristle at her words but resist the urge to defend myself.

“How about this,” she goes on. “Think of something that feels right for you. Once you land on your thing, let me know and I’ll work my magic. Forget about the snow leopards?”

“Already forgotten.”

“Okay—rest up, think about it, get back to me when you can. How are you feeling about tonight? The carpet, the press?”

“Eh,” I say. “I’ll survive it.”

“You’ve got this.” She’s made of confidence, and I want so badly to believe her. “Just do your whole mysterious enigma vibe if there’s anything you don’t want to answer, okay?”

“So that would be preferable to, say, biting their heads off in very public fashion?”

“Only slightly. But yes.”

When we end the call, it’s like the air has physically stilled in the room. Attica’s energy is palpable even over the phone, just like Bre’s. If not for Mars—calm, cool, and collected to the extreme, a mostly ideal personality mix for an agent—my team would skew too heavily toward the frenetic. I’m somewhere in the middle: my whole life, people have attached words like magnetic and charismatic to my name, even though I’ve got a relatively calm way of moving through the world. Some of that poise came naturally, and some came through practice; my first publicist back in the day coached me by saying, over and over again, words that could have come straight from my father’s mouth: Starlight is full of energy, but it stays fixed in the night sky. You’re a star, Liv—act like one.

The girl staring back at me in the mirror took that advice to heart a long time ago, for better and for worse. Sparkling eyes, cherry lips, smoky shadow beneath perfectly arched brows: a familiar face to go with a household name, even if she’s fiercely devoted to keeping parts of her life locked away, just for herself. Luminous but distant.

I peek out from my bathroom window and see Jimmy’s Mercedes idling in my circle drive, only a little bit early. I touch up my lipstick one final time and head downstairs.



Bre’s outside and ready when we pull up. Her green dress perfectly complements her red hair and fair complexion; her heels could kill. She slides into the open seat behind Jimmy.

The ride gets off to an uncharacteristically quiet start. Bre fidgets, riffling through her slim handbag for who knows what.

“You good?” I ask, and she meets my gaze with dreamy eyes.

I’ve seen that look before—and never in a million years expected it from Bre. Not once have I ever seen her nervous or intimidated in the presence of another person.

“I’m so excited, Liv,” she breathes. “I thought I’d be chill, but—ahhhh—I’m so mortified right now that I’m like this. Sorry, I’ll try to pull myself together.”

I laugh. “Breathe. In and out. You’ll be fine, just be your normal lovely self.”

I never considered that an event like this would faze her even slightly. I forget the people who’ll be in the room tonight are iconic household names from her childhood—all of us together with the litany of producers, directors, and writers could be more intimidating than I realized. To me, they’ve always just been the people I grew up with.

They weren’t part of Bre’s world until our paths crossed a few years ago, when I’d freshly settled back in LA after my years off the grid. A stranger at the time, Bre came to my rescue when a starstruck group of tourists spotted me jogging on the Strand—I’d craved the view of the Pacific while in Montana and had almost gotten away with being on a public beach when the tourists started flocking to me. Bre was on a run, too, and expertly extracted me from the situation like we’d been best friends for ages. All these years later, we actually are as close as we pretended to be.

We pull up to the venue just as the sunset fills the sky with the most extraordinary explosion of colors, pinks and oranges and purples and rays of gold. The timing couldn’t be better—it will make the most gorgeous, dramatic backdrop for all the photos that are about to be snapped as soon as we step out of the car.

“Ready for this?” I say, turning to Bre. She looks better than before, but I know her well enough to know her calm facade is taking a lot of work.

She gives a subtle nod. “Let’s do it.”

I climb out first. The shock of flashes almost takes my breath away—so many, all at once. Bre follows, and together, we make our way toward the venue’s entrance. Spotlights that match the sunset illuminate the expansive exterior granite wall, with the Girl on the Verge and Fanline logos projected in gigantic bright white letters.

The questions blend together: Liv! Can you tell us any details about the reunion special? Liv! Is it true—are we getting a reboot? Liv! There are rumors circulating that Ransom bought a ring for Gemma Gardner—any comment? Liv! Can you confirm that Sasha-Kate is in negotiations to take a more prominent role in the reboot, if there is one? Liv! Liv! Liv!

They fly like arrows, the questions, burrowing straight into my thick, scarred heart—especially the one about Ransom, and to a lesser extent, Sasha-Kate. These questions don’t mean any of it is true. Reporters like to get a rise out of us, spinning up eye-catching headlines that will pull traffic to their sites.

I give a demure smile, even though I’m a mess on the inside. “You’ll just have to watch and see!” I say over and over again, swallowing all that I could say but very much shouldn’t.

All at once, there’s a commotion at the end of the carpet as everyone turns, collectively, looking at something behind me. I turn to see what’s caught their attention, and—

“Oh my gosh, Liv!” Bre’s hand squeezes mine so tightly I’m surprised my bones don’t crack. “Ransom’s here, and he looks good.”

My heart stutters. Bre’s right—he does look good. Very, very good. His tux is midnight black, tailored in a way that’s both elevated fashion yet still perfectly, casually Ransom; black oxfords gleam at his feet. His hairstyle is extremely GQ—thanks to his shoot with them earlier today, no doubt—and he’s got just the right amount of stubble darkening his jaw.

In all the hours I spent turning this moment over in my head—what it would be like to see him again, in the flesh, after all this time—I never imagined it feeling like this. I expected nerves, or regret, or the lingering sting of bitterness. Not once did it cross my mind that it might feel like returning to a favorite place, like going home—if said home had undergone some substantial upgrades, anyway. Gone is the Ransom I knew in our teenage years, with his boyish charm and adorable boy-next-door vibe. In his place is a full-fledged man, one who radiates confidence and looks like he knows his way around bourbon and bedsheets and yachts off the coast of various glittering European vistas.

He’s also, notably, alone.

At the exact second I register this observation, he looks up through the sea of flashbulbs. His eyes lock with mine immediately, and they light up.

I light up—I can’t help it. It’s been so many years, and old instincts die hard.

“Ransom, where’s Gemma tonight?” a reporter asks, his voice cutting through all the others.

Before he gives an answer, though, the sound of my own name pulls me out of my head. “Ms. Latimer!” someone is saying, just off the carpet in front of me. “May I inquire as to whether you’re considering any more roles in independent features?” It’s an impeccably dressed reporter, extremely polished and polite in her British accent and tailored black dress. “You were stunning in Love // Indigo.”

This catches my attention, and not in a bad way. Hardly anyone mentions Love // Indigo—it was the second independent film I did, a low-budget romance with more silence than actual lines. The cinematography was beautiful, with a distinct melancholy tone to it, all set largely on the shore of Bay Head Beach in the dead of winter. I took the role because it had fantastic range to it, and a small, intimate set. I knew it would be a quiet release—and quiet turned out to be an understatement—but it’s possibly the role I’m most proud of.

“Thank you,” I say, meeting her eye. “I loved that film, loved Vienna’s vision for it. I’d love to work with her again in the future.”

Her entire face lights up. “I hope you do,” she says sincerely. “Her writing is so underrated. If you ever do team up again, here’s my card. I’d love to do a piece on it.”

She effortlessly produces a card from her handbag and slips it to Bre. Wow, she’s good—I never give a commitment on the carpet, but I will absolutely take this woman up on it if anything happens down the line.

“I’ll keep it in mind, thanks.” I flash my best smile before Bre and I move on.

The rest of the carpet is a sea of insipid questions, one of them actually quite hostile—Liv! Don’t you think you should just sit the reboot out and let Sasha-Kate finally have her time to shine? I mean, what am I supposed to say to that? Nothing they want to hear, that’s for sure.

Just when I think Bre and I will make it all the way through without someone going too far, it happens: “Liv!” a reporter calls out, a thin man in a trim navy suit. “What do you think your father would say if he could see you now?”

My poker face slips ever so slightly, and suddenly it feels like I’m fourteen all over again on that blisteringly hot September afternoon. A rash of heat climbs my throat—

A hand closes gently around my arm, just above the elbow, steadying me.

It takes a moment to register the scent—it’s subtle but sensual, cedar and citrus and spice—most definitely masculine. Unfamiliar but not unwelcome.

“Liv’s done some amazing work in the years since the show, yeah?” Ransom says with an easy smile, not so subtly redirecting the conversation. Chastened, the reporter gives a curt nod, tucking his voice recorder back inside his jacket pocket as if he never said anything at all.

Heat radiates from the places where Ransom’s fingers rest on my arm, searing my skin even though his touch is featherlight. And he seriously smells so good, distractingly so. A heartbeat later, he presses in ever so slightly, a silent reminder that my Louboutins are not, in fact, one with the carpet.

Wow, Bre mouths, just to me, as the three of us move on without another word.

I’m tangled inside, gossamer spiderwebs linking old wounds to the pleasant reality of what just happened. What’s happening. Being this close to Ransom is everything I never wanted to lose—and I still have no explanation as to why he’s here alone, why Gemma Gardner isn’t by his side with the rumored engagement ring sparkling under all these lights.

As if Ransom can still read my mind, his fingertips fall away from my skin as suddenly as they settled there. Only the ghost of feeling lingers, a chill in the absence of his warm touch.

“Well, that was an experience,” Bre says under her breath once we’re finally through the gauntlet. “It looks so much more enjoyable in pictures.”

“It’ll be smooth from here,” I say, to myself as much as to Bre, nodding to the pair of security guards who stand still amid the bustle. “No press past those guys.”

Fanline went all out with the decor, and we haven’t even made it inside yet—there’s a posh-looking cocktail area off to our left, including a strategically lit photo op wall made of live succulents; our bright pink GotV logo is emblazoned on it in curving, curling neon lights.

From just off the carpet, one last reporter calls Ransom’s name.

“Excuse me for just a minute,” Ransom says with another light touch, his fingers grazing the bare skin of my lower back. He leans in close, like there’s a secret he can’t wait to share. “I can’t help but notice,” he says, breath hot in my ear, “the distinct lack of botched tattoo on your back.”

I can’t help it, I laugh—and he flashes me his moneymaker smile before breaking away to go answer the reporter’s question. That smile is megawatt bright, the kind that would stop traffic (possibly even of the space travel variety). Despite all our complicated history, I’ve missed it.

“Okay,” Bre whispers, once he’s out of earshot, eyebrows so high I worry they’ll leap right off her face. “What was that?”

“It’s nothing.”

The alternative is that it is something, which is impossible, because Ransom has Gemma and I have a scarred heart.

“It didn’t look like nothing.”

I glance his way, watch the reporter’s eyes fill with stars as Ransom answers her question. He’s always been good at making a person feel like they’re the only one in the room; his natural charm is magnetic, and it’s intense. It’s impossible not to feel safe with him.

“Well, if it isn’t Livvie Latimer—girl of my dreams!”

My head whips up at that distinctive drawl. There’s only one person who’s ever called me girl of my dreams.

“Ford Brooks!” I greet him. “It’s been a million years. What have you been up to over there in London?” He’s got a smile that rivals Ransom’s, though it’s lopsided and usually goes hand in hand with whatever joke is on the tip of his tongue.

Ford politely thanks the reporter he’d been talking with and heads our way. When he pulls me into a hug, I look over his shoulder to see Bre mouthing, wide-eyed, Girl of my dreams??

One week in our third season, Ford and I were shooting some tennis scenes, and he started having the most bizarre dreams. One night I was riding a triceratops onto the court, another night we were both mermaids playing tennis with our fins. This went on for a solid week, then stopped as suddenly as it started—ever since, he’s called me girl of my dreams.

“No Juliette tonight?” I ask, when we’re face-to-face again. According to many a tabloid cover, he and actress Juliette Wells are one of London’s hottest couples—he met her shortly after moving there from the States.

“She’s shooting in Iceland right now,” he replies, beaming with pride. “Another Jonathan Cast project.”

Bre gasps beside me, and I don’t blame her—it’s a really big deal.

“Wow, congrats to her!” I say. “I look forward to seeing it.”

“Another year or two, hopefully,” Ford says. Jonathan Cast is notorious for blowing budgets by shooting three times longer than he needs, then being ruthless and meticulous in the editing room until every single second is perfection. He gets away with it because the final results are brilliant, always.

Ford turns his attention on Bre and smiles. “I don’t believe we’ve had the pleasure…?”

“Ford, this is Bre Livingston, who’s technically my assistant but is also a close friend—Bre, meet Ford.”

A hint of pink flushes in her cheeks. For a split second, I worry she’ll go speechless, but she recovers smoothly. “So tell me all about London—are the double-decker buses as fun as they seem?”

They chat for a bit as we make our way inside, past the security guards who let us through without a hassle. I glance back over my shoulder to see if we should wait for Ransom, but he’s chatting with another reporter now; while I tend to hold everything back with the press, he’s overly generous. He relishes it, I think, though he would say I’m wrong about that.

If I thought Fanline had gone all out with the exterior decor, the inside is every bit as amazing. The lofty ceiling is starlit, dotted with countless twinkle lights that make it look like the night sky. Foliage covers the walls—it feels like we’ve been transported straight into the most beautiful modern garden, and the room is intimate despite its expansive height. Fifteen circular tables are draped in pristine white linens, set with delicate bone china and an array of glasses waiting to be filled. A stage spans the length of the far wall, on which there is also a huge screen; like everything else, it boasts our logo along with Fanline’s.

For a moment, it’s like the world stands still: I’m hit, suddenly, by just how rare this all is. That I was part of it—part of something iconic—that the show has been trending daily, now that it’s streaming and a new generation has started bingeing our old episodes. Maybe I’m just nostalgic after seeing Ransom and Ford, but it’s not lost on me how incredible this is.

“Oh, look, Liv!” Bre calls from where she and Ford ended up while walking and talking. “Here’s my table!”

I can hear the relief in her voice. She’ll be sitting at the plus-ones table—she’s been legit terrified she’d end up starstruck to the point of speechlessness if she somehow landed a seat with me and the rest of our core cast. I go to join them and see her name scrawled on a white card in fun bright pink hand-lettered cursive; the card itself is nestled neatly atop the thick, fleshy leaves of a miniature potted succulent.

“Let’s see who you’re with,” Ford says, circling the table. “I don’t know any of these—oh, wait, here’s Havilah Loren!” He picks up the tiny pot with Havilah’s name on it and smoothly switches it with one marked Caroline Crenshaw, originally seated next to Bre.

“Havilah Loren,” I say, trying to place why it sounds so familiar, and then it hits me. “Isn’t that Hālo’s given name?”

All the color drains from Bre’s face. “Hālo, as in super mega chart-topping pop star Hālo?”

“That’d be the one,” Ford says, grinning. “She’s friends with Sasha-Kate.”

So much for Bre not being starstruck, I think, stifling a laugh. It’s cute that either of us ever thought she could contain her chill.

“Who’s friends with Sasha-Kate?” a deep voice says, one I’d recognize in my sleep. Ransom appears beside me, pulls me in close for a side hug. It’s smooth, especially considering this is new territory, only a ghost of how it once was between us.

“Time’s been good to you, Liv,” he says, his voice muffled in my hair, turning all of me to honey.

“And me?” Ford says, pulling us apart and giving Ransom a gigantic hug of his own.
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