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TO OUR MOMS, DAPHNE, BUTTER, AND THE GIGGLERS





ARE YOU PAIGE OR HANNAH CODED?









PAIGE

Uber XL

Limited Too

Black cat

Miranda Priestly

Ballet-pink nails

Chandeliers

Mint Juul

Long fingers

Short bob

Yankees

Capri

Scorpio

Churros

Tablescapes

Upper West Side

No Pants



BOTH

Chicken Parm

Loving our moms

Revenge

Beta-Blockers

Pooping our pants

Voice notes

Bed rotting

Not calling back if FaceTime drops

Loving our cats



HANNAH

Peppermint mocha

Tube tops

Cottage cheese

Mid-century modern

Peach tea Snapple

Sparkly eye shadow

Tennis

Screenshots

Long torso

Vintage shopping

Fantasy football

Dublin

Lower East Side

Scallion cream cheese on a bagel

The worm

Leo
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DON’T WASTE A MINUTE NOT BEING HAPPY. IF ONE WINDOW CLOSES, RUN TO THE NEXT WINDOW—OR BREAK DOWN A DOOR.

—Brooke Shields



TO BE FULLY TRANSPARENT, we were nervous about writing a book because Paige can’t spell to save her life and Hannah can’t read anything longer than an Instagram caption because she has the attention span of a small squirrel. But we love a challenge. We were also procrastinating about starting the book because writing the first line seemed like so much pressure, but then we realized you probably judged us already by the cover (dad joke) and if you made it to the first page after that, congrats! You are officially reading books in your leisure time, which is so chic of you. It’s giving French girl with ballet slippers drinking an espresso with no problems. But if the commitment of reading an entire book is making you anxious, don’t worry; it’s basically a picture book with a bunch of lists.

So what the hell are you about to read? This book is about how two lost souls have found some happiness and success in this harsh world by taking life less seriously. We want to share with you our friendship, stories, strong opinions, secrets, and, of course, lots of giggles.

It may come as a surprise, but like many things in our world, such as colonization and crypto, the term Giggly Squad was created by a man. But after the words were yelled into the universe, the girlies took the name and ran with it (we don’t actually run, so picture more of a brisk walk). But before we explain this canon event, we have to start with our origin story.



HANNAH’S VERSION

It was a brisk autumn day in 2018. I don’t know what month it was, but I know Paige was wearing boots, so I would guess November. I was working at a media company as a comedy video producer. It was the first job I actually liked. The job I had before was cold-calling sales, and I would dread going to the office and then spend half the day in the bathroom having nervous diarrhea. But this new job was creative, and even though it paid terribly, I finally found a career path I was excited about. I loved to create and make people laugh. I was writing memes and scripts, casting comics, acting, and editing videos. I wanted to work there the rest of my life. I got fired after only a year or so, like most of my jobs, but at the time, I was on top of the world.

One day, the boss told me she followed someone online who did pop culture news updates every morning on Insta stories. She showed me the videos, and the girl was pretty, with a sarcastic sense of humor. We decided to ask her to come in to have a meeting with the team. A couple days later, I noticed a dainty girl with a sleek black bob wearing a black outfit and knee-high boots standing at the door. I had no idea where the boss was, but I quickly stood up to greet her. She looked strong but shy, like a black cat. Fun fact about me, I love black cats. I jumped up from my little desk and walked toward her to say hi. She immediately had a big smile on her face, and I told her I had no clue where the boss was but she could sit and wait with me in our office kitchen. I don’t remember what I was saying to her, but I remember that she had an easy, contagious laugh and she seemed to find me entertaining. The giggles had begun. She started writing freelance articles for the company, but I didn’t see her very much.

A couple months later, I got an unexpected DM from a casting director. I assumed there was a high chance that this was an attempt to kidnap me into a human trafficking ring, but I hopped on the call with this random guy anyway. He said he had seen my videos and thought I could potentially be a good fit for a show about New Yorkers. He told me that he was also talking to Paige and Jordan (who also worked with me) because he wanted to cast people who knew each other. I didn’t think much of it because being on a television show felt like a fever dream and I also never thought I would do reality TV. I was terrified of confrontation and couldn’t tell you the last time I had any real drama in a friend group. But I was twenty-six years old and my brain had just fully formed, so I was ready to try anything. A couple weeks later, I was asked to go on a Zoom meeting, where they asked me a lot of questions about how I felt about people on the cast. The show had already been on for two years, but I hadn’t watched it. I really enjoyed watching reality shows, but I never formed strong opinions of people on the shows because I didn’t know what they were actually like. I definitely like to give people the benefit of the doubt, especially if most of the show is people drunk fighting. I remember feeling awkward, but I tried to show my personality. A few more Zoom meetings and a couple of weeks went by before I got a call saying I was selected to be a new cast member. This is going to sound very Mafia of me, but I knew someone who knew Teresa Giudice’s lawyer and they told me to call him for some advice before the show. He told me a lot of people have different strategies but be prepared that they are going to put you in a box. You will either be something like the truth teller, the hot one, the messy one, the funny one, or the villain. I knew deep down that it was going to be hard to fit me in a box, and not just because I’m pear-shaped.

[image: A camera monitor interface showing Hannah Berner, with various recording indicators and settings overlaid on the screen.]
The makeup artist took this BTS pic of my first ever Bravo confessional. Why is it giving Mona Lisa?
[image: Paige DeSorbo sitting at an office desk, looking down and to her left.]
I can’t believe I didn’t get fired for wearing this outfit.
My parents and brother were definitely nervous and worried, but they supported my decision to give it a try. Jordan had gotten the call too, but then he told me that Paige wasn’t chosen. I thought it was weird, but then right before filming we heard that she had also been cast. I don’t know what made them make that last-minute decision, but it completely changed the trajectory of my life forever. Thank you to the random casting agent who is now either an entertainment executive or hates the industry and became a yoga instructor who does ayahuasca retreats. I have nothing against ayahuasca retreats, but I feel like you shouldn’t have to go all the way to Peru and pay someone to give you a drug that makes you puke for an hour, when I can just eat Taco Bell alone in my apartment.



PAIGE’S VERSION

It may have been a chilly day in November, but I was certainly not wearing knee-high boots to my potential new job. A year prior, I had started my infamous Instagram series, Front Paige News, while working as an assistant. I had pitched Front Paige News to the then “it girl” platform and was going in for a meeting that day. This was the first grown-up meeting that I had made happen on my own. I was so nervous, excited, and experiencing true impostor syndrome. The only thing I was truly sure of that morning was what my outfit would be. Earlier that month I had scored a royal-blue velvet pantsuit from Topshop. I was obsessed with it. I later coined it as my “lucky suit” and still have it in the back of my closet. Before I was “Paige and Hannah” I was just Paige from upstate New York who worked as an assistant in New York City, making minimum wage and throwing up in my purse.

I had hit a wall professionally and personally before I met Hannah. I had been an assistant for two years, and the next logical progression in my career was to become a TV producer. But I didn’t want that to be my path. I was sick to my stomach. It was the first time in my life I didn’t know what the next step would be or what I was working toward. I was partying and living life like any typical twenty-five-year-old in New York City. I had a cheating boyfriend I couldn’t seem to quit and a job I couldn’t imagine having for the next three minutes let alone the next thirty years. Although it was a steady job with a boss I loved, I felt completely unsettled. I would tell myself time and time again to be grateful, but I couldn’t shake this burning feeling inside my stomach that I was meant for something else, something I couldn’t imagine yet. Every day while I sat at my desk, I scrolled and read this one specific media platform and thought about how much I would love to work there. I would watch their videos and laugh at everything they posted. I decided to message one of the founders, pitching myself to them, and to my surprise I was asked to come in for a meeting. I was so proud of myself for even messaging them and taking a chance. Sometimes you don’t notice how fearless you can be until it’s done. I was going in for a meeting the following week, and the only thing I could think of was What will I wear? I had bought a gorgeous blue velvet suit from Topshop and wore it for my twenty-fifth birthday just a few days earlier. It was perfect. I felt like a real-life office Barbie (but in blue).

As I went up the elevator, my nerves seemed to increase and then the doors started to open. All I could think was Smile, smile, smile! Greeting me at the door was an even smile-ier girl. I think she may have even been waving. She instantly made me feel comfortable. I don’t know what it was and I’ve never been able to quite explain it, but it felt as if I knew her. As if we were friends from high school who hadn’t seen each other in a while. She brought me into the kitchen and told me I could sit there and wait. She quickly disappeared, and I went into my meeting. I was hired as a freelance fashion writer and was so excited to be one step closer to whatever I thought my dream job was.

Fast-forward a few months and I’m on a Zoom call as a potential cast member on Summer House. They asked if I knew people named Hannah Berner and Jordan Verroi. I said I loosely knew them but not very well. Hannah and I were now “Instagram friends.” She would post something funny, and I would like it. This is an excellent way to make a new friend. It doesn’t need to be in a stalker way where you comment on every single post (there are only so many times a person can slay in one calendar year) but to just show common interest… and it’s truly supporting women in the arts. Making friends is really, really hard, especially in that postcollege, mid-to-late-twenties time when everything is falling apart but coming together at the same exact time. If I could tell twenty-five-year-old Paige anything it would be that God truly removes the people who are not meant for you and blesses you with the people who were made for you.

After not hearing from Summer House for months, I assumed I was not chosen for the show. I’m going to be honest, my first feeling was relief. I knew it wasn’t right for me, and I would have been completely out of my element (which is usually when the best things happen). It wasn’t until the middle of June, when I was in the midst of packing for a trip to Iceland, when I got the call for Summer House. I was nervous but excited. It was like I had to be rejected to become comfortable with the idea. Over the next few days I had to decide whether to do the show. I met up with my on-again, off-again-boyfriend. I told him about the opportunity, and what he said to me began to shape my entire career without me even knowing it. He told me he would never see me again if I did that kind of show. I then made a decision that would make it impossible for him and every other ex-boyfriend to never see me again. We love a revenge story. The lesson here is to never let a man dictate what you can and cannot do.

[image: Paige DeSorbo and Hannah Berner standing on a sandy beach, each holding a paddle with a stars and stripes design.]
The first beach scene we ever shot on Bravo. There was a fight going on, so we pretended to be passionate about kadima.



GIGGLY SQUAD IS BORN

When we walked into the human cauldron, a.k.a. Summer House, we immediately felt safe with each other. We kept searching for each other’s eyes whenever something crazy or funny or awkward happened. On the first night of filming season 3 (which was our first season), we jumped into bed like little kids at a sleepover and started whispering about the insane situation we were in. We couldn’t stop laughing at the fact that not only were we on a reality TV show but that so much could go wrong. Deep down, we were both relieved that we had each other. The next morning we realized that there were microphones on the back of the headboards so producers could hear everything we were saying. Our first rookie mistake was in the books! The second night, we went to our first group dinner, which was very scary. One of the other cast members started telling us what their first impressions of us were, and their observations and their tone were extremely passive aggressive. We squeezed each other’s hands under the table.

Hannah knew how to make light of anything and tell a joke to change the mood, but she was definitely more sensitive and less strategic than Paige. She was the true embodiment of a Labrador retriever, goofy with long unbrushed hair. Paige had grown up going to all-girls schools, so she knew how to handle catty drama and was less scared of confrontation. She was the epitome of a black cat: cute but don’t cross her path. She was the yin to Hannah’s yang, and they completed each other. For whatever reason, they were brought together to be on reality TV. The moon had to have been in Mercury because it isn’t a typical way to become best friends with someone. Trauma bonding is real, and the highs and lows of being on a reality TV show can really bond you. There are definitely easier ways to make friends that require much less therapy, but here we are.

After our first season aired, things were surprisingly good. At a cast party, an editor ran up to us and said how much fun he had cutting up our scenes and how he loved showing our friendship. People were commenting about how they thought we were funny. We started to get people following us on social media commenting about what they saw on the show. To have other people give opinions on your friendships is weird but exciting because we love attention. We started to get the hang of it. We started becoming “Bravolebrities.” Andy Cohen knew our names (or at least knew what we looked like).

We survived and made it to our second season. We felt like we belonged, and we were proud to be a part of the friend group and this insane thing we were calling a job that stressed our families out. When we got to the house on the first day of filming, there was a lot of waiting and a lot of drinking. We had a new energy that first night, because we weren’t the new kids on the block anymore. We all sat down for dinner around 8:00 p.m.; we were overlubricated and underfed and excited for the first cast dinner. Immediately someone asked one of the guys a snarky question about how wedding planning was going, and everyone got tense. The new cast looked petrified, and he started to give a speech about his relationship.

[image: An Instagram Live broadcast featuring Paige DeSorbo and Hannah Berner, with a scrolling feed of comments and interactive controls at the bottom.]
This is a screenshot from one of our first Insta Lives during Covid. Butter made a cameo.
Hannah turned to Paige and whispered something along the lines of “Why don’t they ask about our wedding?” to which Paige—you know what we’re going to say—giggled.

Their world would never be the same. Suddenly his hand slammed the table and told us to shut up. We froze like kids who don’t want to get detention. The problem was that once you have the giggles, trying to hold in your giggles is like eating a grape with a fork, it ranges from extremely difficult to impossible. The speech was still going in a very serious tone, and then his fiancée let out a giggle.

He was furious. He yelled, “What, are you hanging out with the giggly squad?”

This made us laugh more. He really did have a way with words. Next thing you know, we were being cursed out and fingers were being pointed and people were saying mean things and the season had begun! The next day, he came to our room and apologized for the things he said. It is interesting how men are very easily forgiven on reality TV. As long as they say sorry, they’re washed of all their sins and they’re just a guy who made a little mistake but has learned and changed! If a woman says or does the wrong thing on reality TV, she is not always granted that kind of grace. We started to realize that, at the end of the day, we were just characters in a bigger narrative and we had to hope that they would tell our side.

As the season was about to air, Covid hit. It was equal parts scary, nerve-racking, and also a new normal. Paige was upstate in tropical, beautiful Albany, New York, while Hannah was in Shelter Island with her parents and cats. We were miles apart but feeling the same angst and frustration. Paige was bored with her brother, and Hannah was doing dances on TikTok with her parents. Her dad almost tore his quad when he slipped on a rug during “Blinding Lights” by the Weeknd, and it was worth it. We started FaceTiming and just trying to laugh about this strange, new, upsetting reality that was quarantine. We were FaceTiming for hours, and when we saw people starting to hop on Instagram Live, we decided we should let people in on our conversations. There was not a lot of logic or strategy or any planning involved except that we were depressed and liked attention. We are socially awkward in general, but we really started to miss having community. We did our first Live, and it gave us the hit of dopamine we needed. We were just making each other laugh, and all these hilarious girls were in the comments

[image: A screenshot of a video call shows a large view of Paige DeSorbo and a smaller inset view of another person in the top left corner.]
Giggling on FaceTime is our favorite.


[image: Paige DeSorbo and Hannah Berner playfully posing on a modern spiral staircase with a metal railing, captured from an elevated perspective.]
Us on the poles making our dads proud.



[image: Logo: Simon Element]

An Imprint of Simon & Schuster, LLC

1230 Avenue of the Americas

New York, NY 10020

www.SimonandSchuster.com

For more than 100 years, Simon & Schuster has championed authors and the stories they create. By respecting the copyright of an author’s intellectual property, you enable Simon & Schuster and the author to continue publishing exceptional books for years to come. We thank you for supporting the author’s copyright by purchasing an authorized edition of this book.

No amount of this book may be reproduced or stored in any format, nor may it be uploaded to any website, database, language-learning model, or other repository, retrieval, or artificial intelligence system without express permission. All rights reserved. Inquiries may be directed to Simon & Schuster, 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020 or permissions@simonandschuster.com.

Copyright © 2025 by Giggly Squad LLC

Balloon art on page 109 © 2019 Gudrun Muenz, Shutterstock.com; Caution tape on page 124 © [insert year] Roman Amano, Shutterstock.com; Garbage on page 140 © Pixel-Tropic, stock.adobe.com; Golf clubs on page 146 © Nerthuz, Shutterstock.com; Bitcoin on page 146 © MERCURY studio/Shutterstock.com; DJ on page 146 © SH Design, stock.adobe.com; Hearts on page 148 © VectorFusionArt, stock.adobe.com; Match on page 151 © Rawpixel.com, Shutterstock.com.

All rights reserved, including the right to reproduce this book or portions thereof in any form whatsoever. For information, address Simon Element Subsidiary Rights Department, 1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020.

First Simon Element hardcover edition April 2025

SIMON ELEMENT is a trademark of Simon & Schuster, LLC

Simon & Schuster strongly believes in freedom of expression and stands against censorship in all its forms. For more information, visit BooksBelong.com. For information about special discounts for bulk purchases, please contact Simon & Schuster Special Sales at 1-866-506-1949 or business@simonandschuster.com.

The Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau can bring authors to your live event. For more information or to book an event, contact the Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau at 1-866-248-3049 or visit our website at www.simonspeakers.com.

Interior design by Robert Diaz

Cover design by Jenny Carrow

Cover collage by Labyrinth of Collages

Cover photographs © Michael Nagin, Ryo Sato, Lizzy Rollins, and Cheyanne Franke

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data has been applied for.

ISBN 978-1-6680-5600-4

ISBN 978-1-6680-5602-8 (ebook)


e9781668056028/images/f0008-01.jpg





e9781668056028/images/f0004-01.jpg





e9781668056028/images/logo.jpg
SIMON
CEMENT





e9781668056028/fonts/Roboto-Italic.ttf


e9781668056028/fonts/Roboto-Regular.ttf


e9781668056028/images/f0010-01.jpg





e9781668056028/fonts/Roboto-Medium.ttf


e9781668056028/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Chapter 1: Giggly Squad Origin Story


		Interlude: Types of Laughter


		Chapter 2: Bits We Are Committed To


		Chapter 3: The Power of Being Delulu


		Interlude: What Your Nail Color Says About You


		Chapter 4: Manifestation Gone Wrong


		Interlude: Viral Beauty and Wellness Hacks Paige Has Tried So You Don’t Have To


		Chapter 5: High-Functioning Anxious Girlies


		Interlude: What Your Pet Says About You


		Chapter 6: Social Media Rules


		Interlude: How to Pose in Photos


		Chapter 7: How to Find Your Personal Style


		Interlude: Quiz: Is Your Style More Paige or Hannah?


		Chapter 8: Working Out


		Interlude: Types of Girls Based on Where They Choose to Go on Their Bachelorette


		Chapter 9: How to Decenter Men


		Interlude: Guys You Should Never Date


		Chapter 10: Red Flags in Friendships


		Chapter 11: Green Flags in Friendships


		Interlude: How to Be in Business with Your Best Friend


		Chapter 12: Red Flags in Romantic Relationships


		Interlude: Things Guys Will Do to Not Go to Therapy


		Chapter 13: Green Flags in Romantic Relationships


		Interlude: How to Poop in Public


		Chapter 14: Awkward Moments in Bed


		Interlude: Niche Icks


		Chapter 15: How to Flirt


		Chapter 16: Mom Math

		Cherry Tomato and Basil Sauce Simple Pasta Dish Recipe







		Interlude: What We Want to Teach Our Daughters


		Chapter 17: Things You Should Not Force


		In Conclusion


		A List of Our Bits


		Acknowledgments


		About the Authors


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Chapter 1: Giggly Squad Origin Story


		Chapter 2: Bits We Are Committed To


		Chapter 3: The Power of Being Delulu


		Chapter 4: Manifestation Gone Wrong


		Chapter 5: High-Functioning Anxious Girlies


		Chapter 6: Social Media Rules


		Chapter 7: How to Find Your Personal Style


		Chapter 8: Working Out


		Chapter 9: How to Decenter Men


		Chapter 10: Red Flags in Friendships


		Chapter 11: Green Flags in Friendships


		Chapter 12: Red Flags in Romantic Relationships


		Chapter 13: Green Flags in Romantic Relationships


		Chapter 14: Awkward Moments in Bed


		Chapter 15: How to Flirt


		Chapter 16: Mom Math


		Chapter 17: Things You Should Not Force


		In Conclusion


		A List of Our Bits


		Acknowledgments


		About the Authors


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		V


		VI


		VII


		VIII


		IX


		X


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		IV








e9781668056028/images/f0003-01.jpg





e9781668056028/fonts/Roboto-Black.ttf


e9781668056028/images/f000x-01.jpg





e9781668056028/images/f00ii-01.jpg





e9781668056028/fonts/Roboto-BlackItalic.ttf


e9781668056028/images/9781668056028.jpg
HOW TO GIGGLE

A GUIDE TO TAKING LIFE LESS SERIOUSLY

HANNAH BERNER PAIGE DESORBO





e9781668056028/images/f0013-01.jpg





e9781668056028/images/title.jpg
HOW TO GIGGLE

A GUIDE TO TAKING LIFE LESS SERIOUSLY

PAIGE DESORBO HANNAH BERNER

e

SIMON
ELEMENT

NEW YORK AMSTERDAM/ANTWERP LONDON
TORONTO SYDNEY/MELBOURNE NEW DELHI





e9781668056028/fonts/Roboto-MediumItalic.ttf


e9781668056028/images/f0011-01.jpg





