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        People told me it was stupid to go skydiving the morning after my twenty-first-birthday party in Las Vegas, but back then, I didn’t care, and now I know they were wrong. If you want to go skydiving the morning after a Level 9 rager, go for it. Your twenty-first birthday is prime real estate for stupid, and a lot of stupid things you do in your twenties lay the foundation for wisdom later on. As you wise up, you realize that all the stupid things you didn’t do—those are the regrets. My twenties were like, damn, girl. Leave no stupid behind. Love the wrong men. Hate the wrong women. Wear the Von Dutch.

        I have no regrets.

        Okay, I have a few regrets.

        Skydiving is not one of them.

        When I decided to do it, I was thinking it would be a perfect cherry on top of a star-studded, multicity, balls-out birthday celebration that was lit AF—possibly the greatest twenty-first-birthday celebration since Marie Antoinette—and I can say this with authority because partying is an area of expertise for me, a marketable skill developed over a lifetime of dedicated practice.

        A Brief History of My Partying Legacy

        (Details to be developed at greater length later in this book.)

        The parties I went to when I was tiny were mostly family gatherings at Brooklawn, the home of my dad’s parents, Barron and Marilyn Hilton, whom I called Papa and Nanu. You may have seen this house on my docuseries Paris in Love; it’s the Georgian-style mansion where I got married in 2021. Designed by legendary architect Paul R. Williams—who also created homes for Frank Sinatra, Lucille Ball, Barbara Stanwyck, and other Hollywood immortals—the house was built for Jay Paley, one of the founders of CBS, in 1935.

        At that time, Papa was eight, living in a hotel with his big brother Nicky, baby brother Eric, and my great-grandfather, Conrad Hilton. My great-grandmother had left them (according to family mythology) because she didn’t like the hardworking hotel life and gave up on Conrad ever having real money. (Mentally inserting “Bye, Felicia” gif.)

        Conrad was later briefly married to the Hungarian socialite Zsa Zsa Gabor, who was broke but beautiful and happy to go out dancing every night. Zsa Zsa had a sparkling personality and developed an early version of the business model we now call influencing, getting paid to wear clothes, appear at parties, and talk up beauty products so the brand names would appear in the Hollywood press. The marriage ended bitterly, and Conrad decided it was better to raise the boys himself. He brought them up with old-school Christian values, making them work as bellhops and teaching them that work and family are jealous gods who will always be at war, fighting for a man’s time and complete devotion. Papa married Nanu after World War II, and they had eight kids. Dad is number six. When he was little, they moved into the Jay Paley house and renamed it Brooklawn.

        This all sounds like ancient history, but to understand my story, you need to know the Hilton of it all. People who knew Conrad Hilton tell me I’m just like him, and I take that mostly as a compliment. Mostly. He died two years before I was born, and despite what most people think, he left most of his fortune to charity. Papa worked. My parents worked. I’m a working beast. In 2022, I signed a massive deal to be the face of Hilton Hotels in ad campaigns and cross-promotions on my social media, and I love working with them, but I think that’s the biggest money I’ll ever get for being a Hilton.

        But I am a Hilton, and that’s huge. Here’s me, acknowledging how blessed and lucky I am, okay? My family has been called “American royalty.” I’m not downplaying the extraordinary privilege or the access it gave me. Experiences. Travel. Opportunities. I’m grateful for all of it.

        The Barron Hilton family is huge, and we flock together, loving each other and minding each other’s business, even though we don’t see each other as much since Nanu died. When we were little, Nicky and I adventured around Brooklawn with our million cousins, climbing fences and playing kickball on the lush green lawn. Parties at Brooklawn were like full-on carnival events, with pony rides, petting zoos, bouncy castles, tennis tournaments, and Marco Polo

        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
            	Stay hydrated.

            	Stay pretty (tipsy can be cute, but drunk is gross).

            	Wear boots—like good, sturdy platform boots—and comfortable clothes so you can dance all night and easily climb in and/or out of windows and over fences as needed.

        

        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        
        



        Afterword

        I wrote this book in an effort to understand my place in a watershed moment: the technology renaissance, the age of influencers. There wasn’t room in this book for all the stories I wanted to tell, so I focused on key aspects of my life that led to my advocacy work: how my power was taken away from me and how I took it back.

        I set out to create the truest possible representation of the life I’ve lived and the motivating factors that steered my course. The best and hardest thing for any of us to do is be honest, and I’ve tried to do that here. I hope you’ll accept me as I am, but if you can’t, I understand. Ultimately, I hope my story made you laugh and think and prompted you to love yourself a little more than you did at the start.

        In telling my story, I’ve tried to be careful not to tell my version of the stories that don’t belong to me. Not everyone who’s important to me shows up as a character in this book. In addition to being Conrad Hilton’s great-grandsons, Conrad and Barron grew up being Paris Hilton’s brothers, but they both have their own stories. Fame is famous for inflicting collateral damage, and my little brothers were in that blast radius from the time they were small children.

        Nicky has lived an extraordinary life in which I’m just a supporting player. I hope she and Mom will write their own memoirs someday, because intelligent, funny, hardworking, compassionate women rock this world, and sometimes their true stories get lost in the fog of toxic Real Housewives melodrama. My dad isn’t the memoir type, but he could totally do a Be My Guest–type business book.

        Conrad Hilton ended Be My Guest with a bulleted list of long-winded advice for entrepreneurs. Maybe someday I’ll write another book on that subject, but for now, I’ll just say:

        
            	Follow your curiosity. It’s calling you toward your true purpose.

            	Don’t waste energy living a life someone else designed for you. Life is one per customer. Let them do theirs. You do yours.

            	Accept the necessity of endless reinvention. Staying the same is (a) boring and (b) impossible.

            	There’s no substitute for hard work. Keep killing it and something will happen. Probably not what you expected, but something.

            	Know the star you are. And see yourself as part of a galaxy.

            	Celebrate the positives, recognize value in the negatives, and be grateful for both because it all makes you who you are.

        

        “You’re a woman who lived eight lives at once,” Elliot said recently. “You breathed Marilyn Monroe oxygen.”

        I was born to great privilege, and I’m living an extraordinary life. The sheer quantity of media surrounding my life story is staggering. I had to hire someone to help me make sense of it all. Sifting through thousands of pages for more than a year, we barely made a dent. I had to let all that go. This book is my way of walking through that looking glass.

        With each passing year, it matters less and less to me how other people love, hate, adore, or dismiss me. Weirdly, that makes me feel closer to understanding people in general. I’m not trying to say I’m just like you. I’m trying to say I see you, and I think it’s possible that we know each other better than one might think. I have secrets like every other woman in the world. Like every other woman in the world, I’ve had terrible things happen to me, and I’ve come out on the other side.

        I know we’re supposed to spin terrible things to make it sound like they were actually good, but that’s bullshit. That heart attack did not save your life. Cancer is not a gift. Your abuser did not give you strength. Terrible things are terrible. Let’s just acknowledge it. If you found strength, wisdom, or a new way of thinking, that’s awesome, but notice that the strength, wisdom, and new worldview came out of you, which means it was all there inside you to begin with.

        Advocacy saved my life. Carter is a gift. Good things are good, and I’m grateful. Terrible things can go fuck themselves, but I like to think that everything happens for a reason.

        Every life story is a web of cause and effect. I was born at precisely the right time to exactly the right people. This cosmic alchemy made me who I am and placed me in a position where I could help someone in desperate need. And in the Spirograph of it all, advocacy work blessed me with the silver bullet that transforms my ADHD from disability to superpower: purpose.

        For years I told myself I was incapable of focusing on anything; now I know that I can be a laser beam when I focus on something that truly matters.

        When Mom and I went to Washington, DC, in 2022, Rebecca set up a replica of the Obs isolation cell so people could go inside and get an idea what it was like. Me going in there was an obvious photo op.

        “Don’t shut the door,” I whispered to Rebecca. She hugged me tight, and I stepped in, trying not to cry.

        Not because I was scared. I cried because I wasn’t scared.

        I cried because all day I’d been hearing stories: Someone saw my doc and decided not to send their kid to Provo. Someone’s aunt heard our podcast and swooped in to get her nephew out. A girl who was at Provo when my fellow survivors and I marched on that place told me that staff had scrambled to cover the windows and force people into their rooms, but word spread like wildfire through the hallways among the staff and patients.

        “What the hell—Paris Hilton is out there?”

        The cops came, and media followed, shining their unforgiving light on an evil industry that can no longer hide in the shadows.

        gotcha gotcha gotcha gotcha gotcha

        That day, I wanted everyone inside those walls to know the same thing I want you to know right now: The people who hurt you don’t get the last word. You get to tell the story of you, and your story has more power than you can imagine.




BONUS UPDATE

One year later . . .

Just before midnight on New Year’s Eve, Miley Cyrus set the tone for 2023 when she took my hand and said, “This is gonna be slicker than shit.”

She wasn’t joking. Miami was hot and humid, and when the night air cooled down, a slippery film of condensation formed on the stage floor.

But this was also a good way to describe the new year we were about to slide into: Scary. Fabulous. Dangerous. Hopes and dreams condensing to make everything shiny and terrifying and wonderful. Plus, that electrifying awareness that you may be about to fall on your ass.

I was wearing six-inch platform heels and a rose-gold version of my twenty-first birthday dress. Only this version wasn’t as well constructed as the original, and it was literally coming apart at the seams. People were frantically sewing me into it five minutes before I went on.

Miami wasn’t the plan. I got offers from all over the world. Carter and I could have gone anywhere for the holidays, but I said, “Let’s just go to Maui.” We knew Phoenix would be coming at the end of January. We wanted to savor that last moment of being just the two of us before we started being Mom and Dad. So, I turned down every invitation, every DJ gig, every epic New Year’s Eve party— everything—and I was thinking, Hey, good for me. I’m getting good at saying no. A good Mom quality.

But then Miley Cyrus called and asked me to sing “Stars at Blind” with her and Sia on her New Year’s Eve special on NBC.

She said, “You have to come and sing it with us. Like, we start, and then—surprise! Out walks Paris Hilton, and everybody’s going, whaaaat?! Paris, you have to come. This song is so iconic. Your voice is vital.”

Nobody’s that good at saying no. I was like, “Sorry, Carter. I’m definitely canceling Hawaii. This is too iconic.”

“A hundred percent,” he said. Because he gets me.

I texted Miley to tell her I was in, and she texted back:

Miammmmmmmmmi! This is gonna be so iconic! Me and Dolly hosting the show! Now with you and Sia! The internet is broken!

She asked me if I wanted to do the walk on and chill or spend some time in the DJ booth and introduce her and Dolly I was down for any and all the things.

Just let me know whatever you need for me to prepare and I’ll be ready to rock it!

I’m leaving out a lot of exclamation points and emojis, but you get the idea. I texted back that this would be iconic AF, and we should coordinate our looks. She sent me some dressing room pics of her pink Versace cocktail dress and said, I’ve got you the entire time. If you need anything or feel scared I Got U. Lean on me fully!

A few weeks later, with the clock ticking down to midnight, I was in Miami in my falling-apart dress and platform heels engineered to break my ankle. The horn section started a cool Cuban version of the song, and you know this song always feels like an old friend for me. When I hear that song, I feel happy, even if my heart is gyrating like a hummingbird in my chest.

Before Miley went to her mark, she said, “Be. Careful. It’s so slippery.”

“I’m freaking out,” I said. “I’m so nervous.”

She laughed. “I got you, girl. And just so you know, we do this all the time, and we’re as nervous as you are.”

Sia confirmed that this was true. Even if they were saying it to be sweet, it made me feel less alone, and I was grateful.

Miley went out first and started the verse:

I don’t mind spending some time just hanging here with you . . .

Sia came out to sing harmony on the chorus:

Even though the gods are crazy, even though the stars are blind . . .

She was wearing an over-the-top floral kimono with a huge red bow on top of her signature over-the-top wig—and sensible shoes, unlike me and Miley. Sia is no fool.

While Sia sang the second verse, and they did another chorus, I waited behind a sliding set piece. I tried to tell people working backstage “I can’t hear anything in these earbuds,” but they couldn’t hear me over the crowd noise, and then it was too late to do anything about it.

I heard Sia say, “Ready for this?”

The sliding doors opened. My earbuds came to life. (Apparently, they turn them on at the last second.) I started walking, singing the bridge.

Excuse me for feeling this moment is critical . . .

There was a collective “WHAAAAT?!”—just like Miley envisioned—and then the whole crowd lost their minds, cheering, laughing, singing the chorus with us, everyone jumping under the night sky. You know that energy when you plan a huge surprise, and it goes off without a glitch. Perfection.

Miley met me on the glassy catwalk. She kept her hand on my back, and then we linked arms, literally holding each other up. I was still incredibly nervous about singing with these two legends, but the thrill of the moment carried me. We got to the chorus, and Miley said, “Sing, Paris.” And I sang. It felt so good. We ended the song holding hands, all three of us—Holy Trinity 2.0—celebrating with thousands of happy people.

Best New Year’s Eve of my life. And that says a lot.

Seriously, I’ve been to some sick NYE ragers, and nothing compared to this feeling.

I didn’t think it could get any better, but after the show, Sia texted me: That was AMAZING. We have room on the private plane. Do you and Carter want to fly back with us?

We were supposed to be going to Hawaii. For real this time.

I texted back: Hell yeah!!

The next day, on the charter flight back to LA, Sia and I talked about dogs, work, music, and Miley’s amazing smile, but mostly, we talked about music.

“You were born to be a pop star,” Sia said. “Why aren’t you making music anymore?”

“I never really stopped,” I said, but I could see how it looked that way. I did the occasional collab, and a home studio was an important thing in our new house, but for the past two years, my main focus was on creating a family, building my new company, and writing this book. Carter and I had kept everything about our baby completely private, so I didn’t say anything about Phoenix being on his way, but we talked about my book and about my trauma and insomnia.

“The book was a huge project,” I said, “but it means a lot to me. I think it could make a big difference in the troubled-teen space.”

The truth is, I was really scared about putting this book out into the world. My main worry was how my family would feel. They didn’t know about some of the hard parts—the traumatic experiences I’d endured—and I didn’t know how to prepare them. We just don’t talk about certain things in my family, so opening up about all of this has been terrifying for me and upsetting to the people who love me.

For me, that process started with the doc. This book was another huge step. I worked with a top-tier collaborator—this sweet boho grandmother who’s so kind and has worked with lots of other people on memoirs that deal with trauma and recovery. We spent more than a hundred hours on Zoom and FaceTime. I talked. She listened. She reshaped what I said into chapters that made sense, and then I went over the pages, making changes.

We messaged back and forth on WhatsApp and text, sharing research material and discoveries. All the deep-dive stuff, uncovering the horrifying history of the troubled-teen industry. When it was too hard for me, I had to step away for a week or two. In 2021 I set it aside for four months so I could concentrate on my wedding and the first season of Paris in Love, then we worked on it for another year. It was a lot, but I was so proud of what we did together.

Flying back to LA on New Year’s Day, I told Sia, “The book drops in March. This year I’m focusing on business. My empire. My brands.”

There was the cookware that blew up on social media before Christmas, a jewelry collab, fragrances, and season two of Paris in Love. I had twenty people working for me. Depending on me.

“But the music,” she said. “It was amazing last night, wasn’t it? That song was perfect for you back when you first recorded it. You need to find the perfect songs for the artist you are now. Do you think about doing another album?”

“Always,” I said. “But I don’t have time.”

“What if I was executive producer?” she asked.

Just like that, it turned into the kind of conversation that only happens thirty thousand feet above the ground. It took a month for the shock to wear off but less than a second for me to say, “Hell yes!”

I went to the studio that night and every day the following week. Sia sent me dozens of songs—all these amazing options from the most incredible songwriters. She was contacting all these people, saying, “Hey, I’m executive producing this album for Paris Hilton. What have you got?” So, every day I’m getting the sickest tracks you can imagine from people like Miley Cyrus, Meghan Trainor, Jesse Shatkin, David Guetta, and so many others. More than I could do in a lifetime. And I’m listening to them all, trying to decide. Sia was so brilliant at this part, figuring out the difference between a track that was perfect and a track that was perfect for me.

I dove into all this thinking I had four weeks before Phoenix, and I had this whole idea of how it would all work out as far as timing. Carter and I had a plan for getting everyone out of the house, gathering all the supplies we would need, doing all the things you want to do in advance.

Phoenix had other plans.

Two weeks before his due date, we got a call telling us the surrogate was in labor, and we just exploded into a ball of joyful, nervous energy. It was like, THUNDERCATS ARE GO!, and we had to make everything happen in a matter of hours instead of weeks.

We were still keeping all this completely private. We put a lot of effort into protecting that time for ourselves and our baby. We made sure that season two of Paris in Love was filmed more in the singlecamera style of the doc. Carter and I shot most of the personal stuff ourselves, just using our iPhones, allowing no cameras at the hospital or at home. We decided that, if we shared this at all, we wanted it to be like we were sharing the sweetest little home movies with our friends.

If you watched these scenes on Paris in Love, you know how over the moon in love we were from the moment we laid eyes on our precious boy. What you don’t see is a lot of what came before that.

The hard part of the story.

In the last chapter of this book, I said I went to the saddest fucking doctor’s appointment of my life and that I wasn’t trying to be sketchy, I just wasn’t ready to talk about it.

I think I am ready now.

I mean, I’m trying to be ready. And I think this is as close to ready as I’ll ever get, because after this book dropped, I saw how profound the impact was, how it’s a gift when we share our stories— especially the hard parts.

* * *

Rewind for a sec. Go back to spring 2022.

Like I told you before: I went through another round of IVF. Eggs were harvested. Enough for a football team, but only one cheerleader, remember? What I didn’t tell you is that we had made the difficult decision to have a surrogate carry our babies.

A lot of people are ready with the side-eye when famous women become moms with the help of a surrogate. No one says a word about the men who are part of this process, but it seems like people jump in there to judge women no matter what we do. Everyone has an opinion, trying to shame us, questioning why we make the choices we make instead of trusting that we know what’s best for ourselves.

Some people are so insensitive. They’ll ask me to my face at a party or even in public—I’m talking red-carpet interviews—and the subtext is like “What’s wrong with you?” I’m so shy about it, I never have a good answer. It is a long, painful, difficult process that involves so many tears and tough decisions. I can’t sum that up in a twelve-second sound bite for their convenience, and I shouldn’t have to.

No matter what I say, half these people will go ahead and print stuff that doesn’t even make sense: “Paris Hilton used a surrogate because she wanted to keep her stomach flat.” Oh, you mean, my stomach that I’ve been jabbing needles into for three years? Plus, have you seen Nicky’s stomach? She’s had three babies, and her stomach is as flat as your iPad. It has nothing to do with that.

For all the red-carpet curiosity mongers out there: You wanna know why we chose surrogacy? NONE OF YOUR FUCKING BUSINESS! No one other than me and Carter and our fertility team is entitled to an opinion about our reproductive healthcare choices. What our surrogates did for us was huge. I’ll be grateful to them every day of my life, but I’m not going to talk about it because they deserve to be happy with their families and not have their lives blown up by paparazzi. Thank you for respecting our privacy, their privacy, and the privacy of all women in the future.

Byeeee!

Okay, back to the happiness.

Oh, my gosh. Happiness doesn’t even begin to express it.

The dream was to have a girl and a boy, born separately but at the same time, so they’d grow up as twins. (Miscarriages are more common with multiples, so we chose not to implant one surrogate with twins.) Everything was going according to plan: Our embryos were implanted, and it worked! Our angel surrogates were pregnant, one with a boy, one with a girl. This real-life miracle was happening right in front of us, and I can’t even explain how thrilled and happy and thankful we were. This was everything we hoped for. All those months of injections and the crazy-making hormones—it was all worth it. We would have the perfect family we had both been dreaming of: Mama, Dada, London, and Phoenix.

We told no one.

Our obstetrician said, “A lot of people choose not to say anything during the first trimester. First trimester miscarriage is not uncommon.”

“Nothing’s going to go wrong,” Carter said, and I loved him for sounding so absolutely sure of it.

I was afraid to breathe. It was like keeping your eye on two little baby birds in a nest—so fragile, so precious, and completely out of our hands. When I’m scared, my instinct is always to do something—anything—and Carter is the same. The more nervous he is about a situation, the more he wants to micromanage every detail. In this case, there was nothing we could do but wait. I just focused on working on this book and the show and all the busywork of business.

The weird thing is, I felt kinda pregnant—and not just because of the hormones. I felt so full of joy and possibilities and new life. I wanted to know what it felt like to be pregnant, so I bought a prosthetic stomach and wore it around the house for a day. I know that sounds crazy, but I wanted it to feel real—even in just this small way. Feeling that weight on the front of me, running my hands over it, envisioning a whole life ahead of us. It crossed my mind that if I went out like that it would trigger the typical PARIS BABY BUMP headlines. It might have been fun to punk the paparazzi, but I didn’t want to make a joke of something so close to my soul.

This was a good mind game to play. By the end of the day, I was like, This is so silly. I didn’t need to pretend. I was about to be a mom for real. I can’t speak for other women who’ve had babies via surrogacy, but for me, the baby bump was something inside me—emotional, psychological—and I imagine that’s probably what it feels like for men expecting a baby, too. It didn’t matter that no one else could see that I was expecting. My emotional baby bump was real, it was precious, and I was so completely happy to know it was exactly where it needed to be, growing warmer and bigger every day. The only thing that mattered was getting the babies past that scary first trimester.

Spring turned to summer. June. July.

“Second trimester,” the doctor said. “This is where most people feel comfortable sharing the news.”

Carter and I were committed to keeping our secret, but we looked at each other like, Holy shit, this is happening!

Riding another wave of pure joy, we bought a house high in the hills and started planning our new life as a family. We decided to do a shared nursery at first, and then do an adjoining boy/girl room later on so that as they got older, they would have their privacy but always be close. We didn’t do any babyproofing or decorating in advance because so many people were coming and going all the time, but when we were alone, Carter and I talked about nothing else.

We were constantly researching and pre-shopping online. How will we enclose the pool so it’s safe for the babies when they learn to walk? When can they eat peanut butter? What kind of nontoxic plants should we grow in the garden? What kind of music makes a kid better at math? For years, we were so focused on the pregnancy part of it. Now we were thinking about a whole lifetime.

Of course, a huge question was how and when to tell our families. We weren’t eager to share the big news. Having this moment just between us was kind of beautiful. Intimate. I felt more in love with Carter than I could have imagined. We held each other so close during that summer. I felt like we were living in a perfect bubble of bliss.

Three months. Four months. Summer ended, as always, with Burning Man. And then it was September. We were almost five months along. And that’s when it happened. The saddest fucking doctor’s appointment of my life.

Carter and I sat next to each other. Silent. Cold. Like we were made of hard plastic. And all this “words words blah blah”—giant blob of horrible words—was coming out of the doctor’s face but I didn’t hear anything after the word miscarriage.

Our baby girl was gone.

It was quiet for a few seconds, and then Carter made a sharp, terrible sound like someone punched him in the throat. I fell apart crying. I didn’t want to accept it. I couldn’t let go of this dream that had sustained me through the darkest parts of my life. My London. My perfect girl. The perfect life I’d promised myself. She was so close

I could feel her in my arms. Grief took hold of me like gravity, like falling down a flight of stairs.

“But . . . to be clear,” Carter said. “You’re saying the male fetus is still viable?”

The doctor told us we were now in a high-risk pregnancy, but yes, the second surrogate was still carrying our baby boy.

Lying in bed that night, we just held on to each other, shaking, crying, trying to sort out how we were even supposed to feel. We were devastated, but also—I don’t know—were we supposed to feel lucky? Grateful? Because how are you supposed to feel two totally opposite emotions—heartsick and thankful—at the same time without being torn in two?

I was terrified for Phoenix, who seemed so fragile now. I ached for him, thinking about the nursery they were supposed to share. Now he’d be alone in the dark without his sister.

“Do you think he knows?” I asked Carter, and he shook his head.

“We have to focus on Phoenix,” Carter said. “He’ll get through this. He has angels with him. I know he does.”

He was talking about his father, I think. And Gram Cracker. All our grandparents. So many people who loved us. All Carter and I could do was hold on to each other and pray for a healthy baby. And I tried to do that, but I was so scared of what might happen. It all felt fragile and sad and hopeless. And trust me, there are no resources out there for someone in this totally abnormal situation. We felt like we were going through something no one else could possibly understand.

You already read in that last chapter what happened next. Diamond Baby went missing. Heartbreak on heartbreak. More than I could stand.

I didn’t sleep or eat for days. We searched the property, calling and calling and calling, “Diamond! Diamond Baby!” I paced back and forth in the house. I locked myself in the bathroom, sobbing and hyperventilating. When I finally did sleep, it felt like I was disappearing down a hole—like I would never wake up. That’s when we decided to post online about Diamond Baby, and there was such an outpouring of love and empathy. Family, friends, Little Hiltons on social media—so many people were so kind. It helped me pick myself up again.

Over the next two weeks, Carter and I stayed close to home, but he mostly sat at his desk, looking grim, tapping on the computer keyboard, researching, gathering data, applying statistics, looking for options. This is his coping mechanism of choice, and it’s weirdly comforting. He doesn’t come unglued about stuff, but he’s never afraid to be seen with tears in his eyes, and something about that is so endearing. So manly and upright and good. He just keeps going. Strong. Quiet. Determined. It makes me feel like I can keep going, too.

One night he came to me and said, “I need to tell you something. You know, Diamond Baby was getting up there, and you never know what might happen, so as an insurance policy, for lack of a better word, I took a tissue sample a while back.”

“Tissue sample?” I couldn’t imagine this going in a good direction.

“If you want to,” Carter said, “we could try to have Diamond Baby cloned.”

My immediate response was “No. You can’t just replace her. She was special.”

“I get that,” he said. “We’re talking about a different dog. But it would be a dog with all the characteristics that predisposed Diamond Baby to be Diamond Baby. Check this out.”

He showed me a website: VIAGEN PETS & EQUINE: The worldwide leader in cloning the animals we love.

Of course, I know cloning is a thing. I understand the science of it, but the emotional part is complicated.

I said, “I’ll have to think about it.”

Carter and I had to face a much bigger decision: Should we do another round of IVF or give up? The thought of more injections and drugs made me want to shrivel up in a corner. I can’t overstate the anxiety I feel about going into clinical environments—all those doctor’s offices where I sat there sweating, my heart pounding, my hands shaking. But what if London was still out there? She was so real to me. She always was. I had to try.

I started IVF again before I went to Milan Fashion Week. Nicky was there, and she could tell I was having a hard time, but she figured it was because of Diamond Baby. In a big way, it was, because if there was ever a time when I needed Diamond Baby, this was it. I just told myself to suck it up and take my ass to Milan and get back to work because that’s what I do.

When I got home, I saw that the book collaborator was on my calendar the following week. Ugh. I had totally forgotten. Boho Grandmother was coming to my house to help me finish the memoir, and there was no putting it off because the publisher had already been beyond patient, giving me more and more time, dealing with the extra layer of confidentiality I needed. The last step in the process was a table read, and I felt we needed to do it in person.

I wanted to have my hand on every page and paragraph in this book, so she came to my house with two copies of the manuscript printed out in binders, and we read the whole thing together. She read each chapter out loud while I made notes in the margins, flagged things with Post-its, and highlighted paragraphs I wanted to revisit. Sometimes we backtracked so I could read something out loud to see if I liked the way it would sound in the audiobook.

We spent five days in my upstairs studio space, going over every word in the book. We laughed a lot. And we cried a lot. Carter came and went, bringing me water and meds. One afternoon, he took a picture of me curled up on the sofa, surrounded by this blizzard of pages and pens and sticky notes, and he said, “I’ve never seen you so focused for so many hours at a time.”

I was proud of myself. Proud of this book. Proud of my story. It was a powerful experience seeing it all on paper, especially now when I was feeling so raw emotionally. On our last day together, we got to that last part about “your story has more power than you can imagine,” and I started crying.

“Are you okay?” she asked.

I said, “I think so. This has been the best kind of therapy for me. Work. But it’s been even harder than the doc.”

“The memoir journey takes a lot out of a person,” she said. “You’ve been incredibly courageous. But I see you struggling with a lot of emotion today. Is it about the book or IVF or . . . something else?”

“The IVF has been hard,” I said, trying to focus on the pages in my lap.

“I hear that,” she said. “I sucked at fertility. We tried for years. Had two miscarriages. Then I got pregnant with twins, and we lost one at nine weeks, so we thought we were having another miscarriage, but then we were still pregnant, so that was a mind-fuck.”

My stomach did a little somersault. “You lost a twin?”

“But our baby boy was born healthy and beautiful,” she said. “And we had our fabulous girl two years later. And now that my kids are grown, I see pregnancy as such a small part of being a mom. Motherhood happens in the brain and the heart and the soul, not the uterus. I don’t even have a uterus anymore, and I’ve leveled up to grandmother.”

Now I was really crying, and it was kind of like that night with Alexandra. I didn’t plan to tell her everything; it just came out. She listened for a long time without saying anything, without trying to advise or fix me. She just said, “Oh, sweetie. That’s huge.” She asked if I wanted to be hugged, and I said I did.

We sat on the sofa for a long time and talked about motherhood and God and the idea of science and technology messing with Mother Nature.

“Mother Nature keeps trying to kill me,” she said. “I’m team science.”

I told her about Diamond Baby and asked her if she believed dogs have souls.

“I do,” she said, “and I’ll say this about Diamond Baby, wherever she is. It seems to me that what she did for you in this moment was force you to let people in—let them come close enough to comfort you—even though you couldn’t tell anyone why you were in so much pain.”

This was a weird way to look at it, but it’s true. If Diamond Baby had been there in that overwhelmingly sad moment, I would have cried to her, sitting in my closet, and no one except Carter would have ever known how wrecked I was. I didn’t know how to process the loss we’d experienced, so I would have kept all that loss inside me forever, even though I know how unhealthy that is.

Diamond Baby gave me the opportunity to grieve and an opportunity for other people to comfort me. When she disappeared, she left an open door for my family, friends, coworkers, and all my Little Hiltons all over the world to form a circle of love and care around me. Everyone knew how much Diamond Baby meant to me, so no one questioned me when I sat there sobbing, “She’s gone, she’s gone, she’s gone.” They just held me, loved me, and brought me Taco Bell.

Who knew people could be such good emotional support animals? Turns out that humans—if you give them a chance—can love you almost as much as dogs do. That was the last gift of love I received from Diamond Baby, a darling little creature who gave me so much love for so many years. Part of me wishes I knew what happened to her, but not knowing lets me imagine she’s out there somewhere, alive and well loved, so in my heart, she always will be.

The following week, we handed off the manuscript to the publisher. I chose not to include this story at the time because I didn’t know what the outcome would be. I’m telling you now because I know everyone goes through something like this at some point in life. Maybe it’s not a miscarriage—or not what we typically think of as a miscarriage. Maybe it’s the loss of something else people can’t see—some hidden part of yourself—and you have to honor that loss, even if no one else can see it, because it’s huge.

It’s a safe bet that someone close to you is hurting right now. Maybe they can’t tell you because of whatever reason. A million reasons. That doesn’t mean they don’t need your kindness. So be kind, just in case.

And if you are going through a miscarriage, please be kind to yourself. The loss of a pregnancy is so confusing and hard, no matter what the rest of the situation is. There’s no right or wrong way to feel about it. It’s different for everyone, and it’s not just the physical pregnancy itself. Sometimes it’s the loss of a family you envisioned or a self you thought you’d be. It can feel like the undoing of a dream, leaving you with the hard work of learning to dream again.

As Boho Grandmother was leaving, I noticed white block letters on the back of her black T-shirt:

NOTHING ELSE MATTERS

“I like your shirt,” I said.

She told me she got it in Germany when her daughter took her to see Metallica at Hockenheim, and I thought, That’ll be me and my daughter someday. Me and London. She was meant to be. I was sure of it.

Fourteen months later, on November 11, 2023, London arrived: healthy, beautiful, bright-eyed, fascinated by everything around her. Now that she’s here, it’s easy for me to say that I always knew it would happen, but seriously, I knew. I’ve always known. There were moments when it crushed me how long it took and how hard it was, but now I hold her and Phoenix in my arms, and you know what?

Nothing else matters.

* * *

The first edition of this book dropped in March 2023, when Phoenix was about eight weeks old. It was so hard to leave him. I did a global book tour, but I was like a bullet train. I made sure my PR team packed events into every hour of every day—a whole week crammed into three days. I didn’t want to be away from home too long. Everywhere I went, fans lined up for blocks, camping outside the bookstores to make sure they’d be among the first hundred people in the door. I was usually slated to be there for two hours, but I stayed until I had personally thanked every person who came out. Sometimes I was signing books and taking selfies with fans until two or three in the morning, long after the bookstore and everything else on the street was closed for the night. There was no way I could walk away and leave fans standing out on the sidewalk.

The book was an instant smash, it spent eight weeks on the New York Times bestseller list and was a Sunday Times bestseller in the UK. A starred review from Kirkus said it’s “a master class in owning your story.” I was on the cover of Harper’s Bazaar Legacy issue with the headline “The Redemption of Paris Hilton” and on covers for other magazines from Vogue Arabia to Glamour UK and Spain, including US magazine’s biggest selling issue of the year.

That’s the kind of thing that makes a publisher very happy, and I was happy that they were happy, but what meant the most to me was the flood of affirmation from readers all over the world.

I’ve gotten thousands of messages on every platform from people saying “This book changes my life” and “I knew Paris was badass, but this is insane!” People shared stories of kids being taken out of troubled-teen facilities, survivors being able to talk about their experiences for the first time, families being healed by new understanding. So many readers said they felt seen and heard for so many different reasons. If there were haters, I didn’t notice. Or maybe I just didn’t care.

My hope that this book would help one person was fulfilled and amplified times a billion when we made a deal with A24 to do a series adaptation of the book with Dakota and Elle Fanning executive producing. (A24 is the hottest production on the planet, the brilliant minds behind Everything, Everywhere, All at Once.)

Some of the revelations in this book were upsetting for my family. I can only imagine how hard it was for them. I’ve had two decades to work through everything you read about here. It hit them all at once. It meant a lot to me to have Nicky and Mom by my side when I introduced the Stop Institutional Child Abuse Act (SICAA) in front of the Capitol Building in Washington, DC, on April 27, 2023. Led by Rebecca Mellinger, my team and I had been developing the language alongside bill sponsors for two years. It was a huge moment when we introduced the bill with bipartisan sponsors and supporters.

Ever since that day, I’ve been calling, texting, and sending video messages, working to get additional support. So far, we have more than seventy-five bipartisan cosponsors in the House and twentytwo in the Senate. We’re really close to passing legislation that’ll make a major impact.

I’m also hearing from readers that this book and season two of Paris in Love have generated a lot of conversation about how to react when someone you love reveals that they’ve been sexually assaulted, recently or in the past.

Three helpful things you can say:


	“I’m so sorry that happened to you.”

	“Are you okay, or do you need help connecting to resources?”

	“I’m listening.”



Three super not helpful things you might avoid saying:


	“You should have blah blah blah.”

	“Why didn’t you blah blah blah?”

	“That’s what happens when you blah blah blah.”



If you’ve been sexually assaulted, please know you’re not alone. Help is available at the list of helplines at the end of the book where you can chat with someone online or call.

With the book and the baby and a lot of other issues, season two of Paris in Love was even more intense and emotional than the first season. I hope you’ll watch it. (Streaming now on Amazon) There’s so much in it about the arrival of Phoenix, my ongoing legislative action in DC, my evolving relationship with my family, and my first live concert performance at Fonda Theatre, which literally sold out in three minutes and paved the way for more music to come.

Off camera, Carter and I were fully immersed in parenting, music, tech, massive media deals, pink strawberry waffles, and diapers.

So. Many. Diapers.

I’m getting into the “Mommy and Me” space, developing fashion and product lines for kids. There’s now a massive pink Paris aisle in every Walmart, and my new Roblox world Slivingland gets millions of visitors every day. I’m looking into AI, figuring out ways it might help us spend more time at home. For now, Carter and I take turns saying no. There was never any expectation on his part that my career would be put on the shelf during these years. There was a mutual expectation that we’d both make compromises in order to prioritize kids and family time, and so far, it feels like we’ve found the right balance for an equal partnership.

Carter and I have the babies with us whenever we can. They spend a lot of time hanging out in his office, and Phoenix loves to sit on my lap while I’m getting hair and makeup done. He stares up at me and pays close attention to everything that happens. People can hardly get their work done, because everyone’s so mesmerized with him. He’s an old soul, I think. There’s just something about him that makes people feel calm and happy. Holding, loving, and caring for him have been healing in a way that took me totally by surprise. When he looks into my eyes and talks that secret language babies talk, it’s like he’s speaking to the little child in me—that little girl who was so hurt in so many ways—and for that moment, all I feel is love.

I have to clap back at people now and then, because I get a lot of “How are you working all the time? You’re a mom now!” or “How can you do that sexy lingerie campaign? You’re a mom now!” People who post these comments don’t notice or appreciate the sexy, hardworking moms all around them, I guess. Which is kinda sad. They’re missing out. Meanwhile, no one questions Carter about how much he’s working or what he’s wearing.

Bottom line: I have to do motherhood my own way. Tons of love. No apologies. That’s what it means to be a sliving mom.

I eventually decided to be on team science, and we sent the Diamond Baby skin cells to ViaGen to see if they could clone her. The embryo split, and in August, we brought two perfect little puppies— Diamond and Baby—home to meet the family. Phoenix loves all dogs, but he was beside himself to have these two tiny friends who are equally mad about him. Diamond and Baby love to entertain and snuggle and kiss him. We zoom around in circles in the foyer—me on my Airwheel slivcase, Phoenix in his walker—and they chase us as fast as their skinny legs can carry them.

Through all this, Sia and I have been working on my album, and I’m just going to own it here: It is fucking fire. You don’t even know. Or maybe by the time you read this, you’ll be listening to it and you will know. That would be perfect because, in so many ways, it’s a natural soundtrack for this book. It’s like a trajectory—the doc, this book, then the album—taking me farther and farther into this realm of emotion and authenticity I never felt free to express. It’s about taking back my voice and providing a soundtrack for anyone fighting to reclaim their narrative.

What Sia did for me—or with me, or to me—on this album is insane. She took my voice to a totally different place and helped me connect with the music in a new way. I’m proud of all the music and musical collabs I’ve done in the past, but this is the me who lives and creates in the here and now, and I love it.

Beyond the music, Sia’s friendship means the world to me. She’s truly one of the kindest people I’ve met in this industry. She has such a big heart. I’ll always be grateful to her for believing in me, opening my mind to what I’m capable of, and making my pop star dreams come true. She’s also a dog person and was there for me when Harajuku Bitch passed away at age twenty-three (which is 161 in human years!). The end of an era.

One afternoon, Sia texted me:

Holy shit I just wrote you a super smash with Jesse ADHD

“It felt personal,” she said. She was listening to the audio edition of this book and thinking about our long conversation, and this is what came out.

Back on the road, up in the air, I’m so tired

Word in a book, so much to share, I’m on fire . . .

I’ve heard this song ten thousand times, and it still makes me cry. It so perfectly captures this aspect of my life.

I was so down, thought I’d never be free

My superpower was right inside, see?

It was ADHD

It’s the anthem I needed when I was ten.

I also did a tribute to Ultra Naté’s “Free,” the anthem that lifted me up and carried me after I got out of Provo. What’s crazy about this arrangement is how the subtle shift of the beat and the smallest change in the chord progression takes it from a rebellion to celebration. My version of “Free” is a love song to the eighteen-year-old me. I know she’s out there somewhere, under the strobe lights, feeling that song in her bones.

There’s nothing in the world that could bring me down

There’s no one in the room who could take my crown . . .

The first time Phoenix heard this song, his face lit up and he squealed like a wombat. Every time I play it, he goes bananas in his little jumping swing or zipping around in his walker. His first word was “Yaaaaaasssss!” He already gets me. My little buddy. He’s growing so fast! By the time London arrived in November, Phoenix was standing up, clinging to my leg, almost ready to walk on his own.

I dance with him, holding London to my chest, supporting her sweet little head under my chin.

I’m free

To do what I wanna do

It’s my life

I’ll do what I wanna do

We slow it down for “Fame Won’t Love You,” another beautiful ballad Sia wrote after listening to this book.

Little dreams come crashing

Let them wave in passing

Cos fame won’t love you like a mother, like a father should

Carter comes to sway with us, one arm around me and our baby girl, one arm extended so he can hold our son’s hand. My goal for 2023 was getting to this moment, this dance, and I’ll never take it for granted.

Life is beautiful at Slivington Manor. I wanted to share the joy with you here because you helped make it happen. And I wanted to share some of the sadness because I know a lot of people are going through sadness of their own. I hope this makes them feel less alone.

Carter and I celebrated Christmas with family and friends, but we made time to be at home, just the four of us.

The four of us.

I love to say it out loud.

My New Year’s resolution for 2024 is to be real, authentic, and vulnerable. I’m finally strong enough to be all that, and I owe my children the best version of myself. I don’t want my daughter—or anyone else’s daughter—to go through what Britney and I and so many other girls went through. I want to help create a future where people think differently about girls—a future where girls think differently about themselves. Part of that is raising my son to be a man who treats women with love and respect. He’ll be learning from the best—his amazing dada—and I hope London will be his best friend.

We flew into a tiny airport in Montana on New Year’s Eve, stopped off for groceries, and drove to our house in the snowy mountains, where I made my famous Sliving Lasagna for dinner. We got the babies changed and fed and tucked in, and then we sat in front of the fire, full of love and gratitude and the most delicious lasagna that ever existed.

Best New Year’s Eve of my life. And that says a lot.


 
       
        Acknowledgments

        The opinions I’ve expressed in this book do not necessarily reflect the opinions of the Hilton family, 11:11 Media, or any organization with whom I do business. This is my story, to the best of my imperfect memory. If others remember things differently, I respect their right to tell their own stories from their perspective. I’ve tried to process it all with love and compassion, and I hope others do the same.

        So many THANK YOUs need to be said! There’s not enough room in this book or a whole library to say how grateful I am for the support, good humor, and love of my family and friends. Mom and Dad: You gave me the world and taught me how to live in it. I am forever your girl. Nicky: You can always read my mind, so you know how important you are to me. You are my best friend, and I can’t imagine my life without you. Conrad, Tessa, and Barron: You make me happy just by being yourselves. To my cousins Brooke, Whitney, and Farrah: So many fun memories around the world together. To all my other cousins, aunts, and uncles: You rock. My found family—Nicole, Jen, Allison, Holly, Cade, Brit, Kim—and too many others to mention: You’ve been there for me with laughter, love, common sense, and insane amounts of fun when I needed it most. Little Hiltons: I hope you see yourselves in all the happiest parts of my story. I want every single one of you to feel my love and gratitude.

        My life was forever changed by the documentary team who refused to settle for less than my real story. Huge gratitude to Alexandra Dean, Aaron Saidman, and all the talented people who worked on This Is Paris. My advocacy and legislative work wouldn’t be possible without my impact director, Rebecca Mellinger, and supporting staff. With you on my side, I know we can change the world. Bruce Gersh, the president of my media company, does the impossible every day and keeps this whole crazy carousel spinning, assisted by everyone on my incredible team at 11:11 Media. Special thanks and love to everyone who works with me on my fragrances, product lines, podcasts, social media, metaverse—all of it—you make it work. And you make it fun.

        My dream book team traveled with me through the looking glass and back. Albert Lee, my literary agent at UTA, found us the perfect publishing home. Editor Carrie Thornton and her staff at Dey Street moved mountains and created a gorgeous design. Joni Rodgers helped me find my voice and held my hand through the chaos, supported by her agent, Cindi Davis-Andress, and researcher, Patty Lewis Lott. None of that would matter without the people who read this book, so thank you for your time and thoughtful energy. I look forward to hearing from you on social media and seeing you out in the world. A huge thank-you to all my little Hiltons around the world.

        To Carter: Conrad Hilton said good luck means being with the right people in the right place at the right time. Babe, you are my person, place, and time. Our family and our future—that’s my everything. Thank you for making me feel like I’m a princess living a fairy tale every single day. You are my world, and just like I said at our wedding, I’m going to make you feel like the luckiest guy in the world for the rest of your life. Love you.

        Paris Hilton

        Spring 2023




About the Publisher

Australia

HarperCollins Publishers (Australia) Pty. Ltd.

Level 13, 201 Elizabeth Street

Sydney, NSW 2000, Australia


http://www.harpercollins.com.au


Canada

HarperCollins Canada

Bay Adelaide Centre, East Tower

22 Adelaide Street West, 41st Floor

Toronto, ON, M5H 4E3, Canada

http://www.harpercollins.ca


India

HarperCollins India

A 75, Sector 57

Noida, Uttar Pradesh 201 301, India

http://www.harpercollins.co.in


New Zealand

HarperCollins Publishers (New Zealand) Limited

P.O. Box 1

Auckland, New Zealand


http://www.harpercollins.co.nz


United Kingdom

HarperCollins Publishers Ltd.

1 London Bridge Street

London SE1 9GF


http://www.harpercollins.co.uk


United States

HarperCollins Publishers Inc.

195 Broadway

New York, NY 10007


http://www.harpercollins.com

Dublin

HarperCollinsPublishers

Macken House, 39/40 Mayor Street Upper

Dublin 1

D01 C9W8 Ireland

http://www.harpercollins.co.uk



OEBPS/Images/Cover.jpg





OEBPS/Text/nav.xhtml




    Table of Contents



    



		Cover



		About the Author



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Contents



		Prologue



		Part 1





		Chapter 1



		Chapter 2



		Chapter 3



		Chapter 4



		Chapter 5











		Part 2



		Chapter 6



		Chapter 7



		Chapter 8



		Chapter 9



		Chapter 10



		Chapter 11



		Chapter 12











		Part 3



		Chapter 13



		Chapter 14



		Chapter 15



		Chapter 16



		Chapter 17



		Chapter 18











		Part 4



		Chapter 19



		Chapter 20



		Chapter 21











		Afterword



		Bonus Update



		Acknowledgments



		About the Publisher



    



  



    Landmarks



    

      		Cover



      		Contents



      		Title Page



    



  



    

		i



		331



		ii



		iii



		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



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330





	







