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The events, characters, and situations depicted in this book are fictional 

and intended for entertainment and educational purposes. While the themes 

explored—including digital privacy, media literacy, consent, and online 

safety—are based on real-world issues, this is not a legal or technical 

manual.

The author and BART Studio Press do not endorse or recommend any of the products, platforms, or companies mentioned in this story, including but 

not limited to GlowUp Glasses, Sparkle Goo, Crunchy Water, or any other 

fictional brands. Any resemblance to real products or services is 

coincidental.

Reading the Terms & Conditions of any app, device, or service is always 

recommended—especially before you click "Accept." If you're under 13, 

ask a parent or guardian before using any platform that requires personal 

information or records video.

Bathrooms are sacred. Bedrooms are private. Brains need breaks. 

You control the camera. The camera doesn't control you.

The authors, BART Studio Press, and anyone named Chip disclaim all liability 

for any loss, injury, or damage incurred as a consequence, directly or 

indirectly, of the use or application of any content in this book. If you 

find yourself stuck in Ambassador Mode, please contact a trusted adult. 

And maybe read Page 9.

Sir Swims-a-Lot is still plastic. He is still free. He is still not content.

No flip phones were harmed in the making of this book. However, several 

were used for their intended purpose: making calls and being delightfully 

un-smart.

Fernando the plant has not consented to be featured in any future editions. 

He is a plant. He has boundaries.

Thank you for reading. Now go build a pillow fort. No cameras allowed.

Introduction: Before You Log On

Hi. I’m Zara. I’m 12.

And for 30 days, I was famous.

Not “school play” famous. Not “won the spelling bee” famous.

“2,998,441 people watched me eat breakfast” famous.

It started with a box. A free box. With shiny glasses inside. The kind that film your life. All of it. 24/7.

The contract was 80 pages. I read 0 pages.

I hit “accept” in 4 seconds.

Big mistake. Huge.

Suddenly I was @ZaraSparkles. Ambassador Mode. Live. Always.

Bathrooms? Locked.
Bedrooms? Stage.
Braincells? Tired.
I snorted on camera. I turned my dad into a dog. I hid in the library because the WiFi was bad.

I got 4 million followers. And I’d never been lonelier.

But I wasn’t alone.

There were 11 other kids just like me. Stuck. Streaming. Scared.

So we did something grown-ups didn’t expect:

We read the rules. Together.
We spoke up. Together.
We logged off. Together.
This book is what happened when the camera wouldn’t turn off.

It’s about likes that don’t fix lonely.
It’s about quiet that isn’t boring.
It’s about bathrooms that are sacred.
It’s about 9-year-olds who shouldn’t be content.
And it’s about one big rule I wish I knew on Day 1:

You control the camera. The camera doesn’t control you.

I forgot to log off. For 30 days.

Then I remembered how to log on to my life.

You can too.

But first... you should probably read the rules.

All of them. Even the boring parts. Especially the boring parts.

Because Page 9 might save your brain.

It saved mine.

— Zara Chen
Former Ambassador. Current Human. Professional Pillow Fort Builder.
Flip Phone Owner. Media Literacy Club President. Dog Dad’s Daughter.
P.S. If you’re reading this in the bathroom, congratulations. That’s still the safest room in the house.

P.P.S. Sir Swims-a-Lot says hi. He’s still plastic. He’s still free. He’s still not content.



How to read this book:

	Ask before you post anything about it. Yes, even this.

	Bathrooms are sacred. If you need to cry, hide, or just think, do it there. Door locked. No cameras.

	Bored is okay. You don’t have to like every chapter. You don’t have to post about it. Just read.

	You control the camera. That includes the one in your head that says “what will people think?” Turn it off.


Welcome to Media Literacy Club.

No followers required.

— Mia, Leo, Elena, and the Glitch Fixers

––––––––
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Chapter 1: Go Live and Don’t Tell Mom

Day 1 | 
Learning Beat: Privacy — If a camera is on, assume someone can see you.
My name is Zara Chen. I’m 12. I have 200,387 followers. And as of 3:42 PM on a Tuesday, I also have a problem.

The problem was sitting on my desk. In a box. The box was shiny and white and said GlowUp Glasses: See The Future in letters that looked like they were made of actual sparkles.

“Okay, Sparkles!” I said to my phone. My phone was propped on my ring light. My ring light was balanced on a stack of math textbooks. Because I’m a professional.

I hit record on my phone. Not live. Just record. I’m not new at this.

“Hi, guys! It’s me, ZaraSparkles, and today I have the most epic unboxing ever!” I paused. For effect. My media coach, who is my brother Leo and charges me in Pop-Tarts, says pausing is “content.”

I slid my finger under the tape. Ripppp. The box opened like a cloud.

Inside were glasses. Not normal glasses. GlowUp Glasses. They were purple. They had tiny lights on the sides. And they smelled like new car and strawberries.

The card inside said:

Welcome, Ambassador!
GlowUp Glasses stream directly to your fans!
Just say “Go Live, GlowUp” to start!
30-Day Ambassador Mode included!
P.S. You look amazing today.
“Whoa,” I said. “Guys, these are the new GlowUp Glasses! They just came out! And I got them for FREE because I’m an AMBASSADOR!”

I picked them up. They were light. Like, feather light. Like if a butterfly wore glasses.

“Okay, let’s test these bad boys,” I said to my phone. “But not for real. Just a test. Because my mom said ‘no livestreaming without asking’ after the pancake incident.”

The pancake incident was last month. I livestreamed myself making pancakes. I set off the smoke alarm. I burned a spatula. 50,000 people watched. Mom was not amused.

I put the glasses on. The world went purple for one second. Then clear. In the corner of my eye, a tiny red dot appeared. And words:

READY TO GLOW?

“Cool,” I whispered. My voice sounded like it was in a movie trailer.

I looked at my phone. I was still recording. Good. Safe.

“Okay, so how do you...” I tapped the side of the glasses. Nothing.
I said, “Um. Go Live?”
Nothing.

“Oh!” I remembered the card. “Go Live, GlowUp!”

The red dot got bigger. It started pulsing. LIVE appeared in the corner of my vision.

Then my phone buzzed. And buzzed. And buzzed.

@MiaMakesStuff: YOU’RE LIVE???
@LeoTheLion: Sis why is your face 90% of the screen
@GlowUpOfficial: Welcome, Ambassador! 💜
My stomach dropped into my shoes.

“Oh no,” I said. Out loud. On live. To 10,000 people.

I ripped the glasses off my face. I threw them on my bed like they were on fire.

The red dot was still there. In my vision. Like a ghost. LIVE was still blinking.

“No no no no no,” I said. I grabbed the glasses. I looked for an Off button. There was no Off button. There were no buttons at all.

My phone was blowing up.

@SparkleFan22: IS THAT YOUR ROOM OMG
@MomOf2: Zara, are you okay?
@LeoTheLion: MOM IS COMING
“What?” I yelped. I looked at my bedroom door.

It opened.

Mom walked in.

Mom was wearing a green face mask. The kind that looks like alien slime. She was wearing my dad’s old bathrobe. The fuzzy blue one. She was holding a watering can. And she was singing.

To her plants.

“You are my sunshine, my only sunshine,” Mom sang. Off-key. Really off-key. She was serenading her fern. Her fern’s name is Fernando.

Mom does this every Tuesday. Plant Day. It’s her “self-care.” She doesn’t know I know. Now 25,000 people knew.

I dove for the glasses. I slammed them onto my desk. I put a pillow on them. Like that would help.

“Mom!” I said. Too loud. Too high. “Hi! What are you doing!”

Mom stopped singing. The face mask made her look like a confused avocado. “Zara? Are you okay? You’re all red.”

“I’m great! Super great! Can you maybe not be in here?!”

Mom frowned. “I just wanted to water Fernando. You said you were doing homework.”

“I am! This is... science homework! About... light!”

Mom looked at my phone. It was still recording. It was also showing the live chat.

@PlantMomStan: THE AVOCADO IS SINGING
@FernandoFanClub: FERNANDO DESERVES BETTER
@LeoTheLion: RIP ZARA 2012-2024
Mom’s eyes got big. “Zara Elizabeth Chen. Are you livestreaming me?”

“No!” I said. “Yes! I mean, not on purpose! It’s the glasses! They won’t turn off!”

Mom marched over to my desk. She picked up the pillow. The glasses were under it. The red dot was still pulsing. LIVE was still there, floating in the air like a tiny angry firefly.

Mom picked up the glasses. She looked at them. She looked at me. She looked at my phone. 47,000 people were watching her decide whether to ground me until college.

“Zara,” Mom said. Very calm. Too calm. “Explain.”

So I explained. Fast. About the ambassador thing. About the “Go Live, GlowUp.” About how there was no Off button and I was going to delete my channel and move to Antarctica.

Mom didn’t say anything. She just put the glasses down. She walked to my door. She closed it. She locked it.

Then she turned around. And she took a deep breath.

“Honey,” she said. “How many people are watching right now?”

I looked at my phone. 62,314.

I swallowed. “Sixty... two thousand.”

Mom nodded. “Okay.” She sat on my bed. “Okay. First, we are not panicking. Panicking is not on-brand for us.”

“Is that a thing?”

“It is now. Second, we need to turn these off.”

“I tried!” I said. “There’s no button! I even said ‘Stop Live, GlowUp’ and it just said ‘YOU’RE DOING AMAZING, SWEETIE’ in my ear!”

Mom picked up the glasses again. She examined them. “There has to be a way.” She put them on.

“Mom, no!”

LIVE got bigger. Mom’s face, covered in green slime, was now streaming to 70,000 people.

@PlantMomStan: SHE’S BACK
@GlowUpOfficial: We LOVE this energy! 💚
Mom ripped them off. “Okay. New plan. We call GlowUp.”

She grabbed my phone. She ended my recording. But the livestream didn’t end. In the corner of my vision, LIVE was still there. Like a bad grade I couldn’t erase.

Mom tapped my phone. She found the GlowUp website. She hit “Customer Service.”

A robot voice answered. “Thank you for calling GlowUp! Your glow-up is important to us! All our ambassadors are currently glowing! Please hold!”

Hold music started. It was the “You Are My Sunshine” song. But techno.

Mom put it on speaker. She looked at me. “Zara. Breathe. We will fix this.”

I couldn’t breathe. Because I could see the chat in my eyeballs.

@MiaMakesStuff: ZARA ARE YOU OKAY CALL ME
@LeoTheLion: I’m charging kids $1 to watch this at lunch
@PrincipalMartinez: Zara, please see me tomorrow.
“Principal Martinez is watching,” I whispered. “I’m going to get expelled.”

“You are not getting expelled,” Mom said. “You are getting a very long talk about privacy and permission.”

The hold music stopped. “Thank you for holding! This is Chip with GlowUp! How can I help you glow today?”

“Hi, Chip,” Mom said. “My daughter’s glasses won’t turn off. She’s 12. She’s livestreaming our house. We need them off. Now.”

“Amazing!” Chip said. “We love that engagement! Have you tried saying ‘You’re glowing, girl’? That usually works!”

“I will glow you into next week,” Mom said. “Turn. Them. Off.”

“Oooookay!” Chip said. “So, Ambassador Mode is a 30-day feature. It’s in the terms and conditions! It can’t be turned off by the user. For safety!”

“Safety?” I said. “How is 80,000 people watching me do math homework safe?”

“It’s safe for the BRAND,” Chip said. “But I can escalate this! To our tech team! They’ll get back to you in 7 to 10 business days!”

“7 to 10 business days?” Mom said. “She has school tomorrow!”

“That’s 7 to 10 school days!” I said. “That’s like, a whole unit of fractions!”

“Totally!” Chip said. “Is there anything else I can help you glow with today?”

Mom hung up. She looked at me. I looked at her. 95,000 people looked at both of us.

“Mom,” I said. “I think I’m going to be sick.”

“Me too,” Mom said. “But first, we need rules.”

She grabbed a sticky note. She wrote in big letters:

RULE 1: IF A CAMERA IS ON, ASSUME SOMEONE CAN SEE YOU.
RULE 2: BATHROOMS ARE OFF-LIMITS. ALWAYS.
RULE 3: NO TALKING ABOUT FEELINGS UNTIL WE FIGURE THIS OUT.
She stuck it to my mirror.

“But Mom,” I said. “What about school? What about Mia? What about... everything?”

Mom sat next to me. She didn’t hug me. Because 100,000 people were watching. But she bumped my shoulder with hers. Like she does when she’s proud of me.

“We’ll figure out everything,” she said. “One day at a time. For 30 days.”

In the corner of my eye, LIVE kept pulsing.

Day 1 of 30.
Viewers: 102,451.
Status: Still grounded.
I looked at the camera. At all of them. At Mia. At Leo. At Principal Martinez. At the people who liked my plant mom.

“Hi,” I said. Because what else do you say? “I’m Zara. And I forgot to log off.”

@MiaMakesStuff: we got u
@LeoTheLion: $2 now
@PlantMomStan: FERNANDO 2024
Mom took my hand. Squeezed it. One squeeze.

Privacy Rule 1: If a camera is on, assume someone can see you.
I was learning it the hard way.
Live. In front of everybody.

Chapter 2: The Red Dot That Wouldn’t Quit

Day 1–2 | 
Learning Beat: Digital Footprint — The internet saves everything.
The red dot was still there.

I went to bed with it. I woke up with it. I brushed my teeth with it. It floated in the corner of my eye like a tiny evil ladybug.

LIVE
Viewers: 89,203
Day 1 of 30
Mom stuck a note on my bathroom mirror last night:

RULE 1: IF A CAMERA IS ON, ASSUME SOMEONE CAN SEE YOU.
RULE 4: NO SCHOOL TALK IN THE BATHROOM. THAT’S THE ONLY PLACE IT TURNS OFF.
I found that out at 2 AM. I went to the bathroom to cry in private. The second I closed the door, the red dot vanished. LIVE disappeared.

I cried anyway. Then I felt weird about crying alone. Then I felt weird about missing the red dot.

That’s how you know you have a problem.



At 7:00 AM, the dot was back. So was Mom.

She was holding the GlowUp Glasses and my school laptop. She looked like she hadn’t slept. Because she hadn’t. She spent all night on the “GlowUp Ambassador Help Forum.”

“Okay,” Mom said. “I made a list.”

Mom loves lists. When she’s stressed, she alphabetizes the spice rack. Last night she alphabetized the cereal.

She held up a notebook. It said OPERATION: LOG OFF ZARA on the front.

“Step 1,” Mom said. “Find the Off button.”

“There isn’t one!” I said. I was still in pajamas. My pajamas had ducks on them. 95,000 people had already seen my duck pajamas. @DuckPajamaFanClub was a real account now.

“Step 2,” Mom said, ignoring me. “Check the app.”

She opened the GlowUp app on my laptop. It was purple. It sparkled. It was the worst.

The app home screen said:

WELCOME, AMBASSADOR!
Status: LIVESTREAMING
Ambassador Mode: 30 Days
Time Remaining: 29 Days, 16 Hours
End Stream? [Grayed Out]
I clicked End Stream? 17 times. It made a sad trombone sound. Womp womp.

“See?” I said. “Grayed out. Like my hopes and dreams.”

Mom clicked it too. Womp womp. “Rude,” Mom said.

She clicked Help. A chat window popped up.

GlowBot: Hi! I’m GlowBot! How can I help you glow today? 💜

Mom typed: TURN OFF THE LIVESTREAM. CHILD. 12 YEARS OLD. HELP.

GlowBot: I’m sorry you’re feeling less than glowy! Have you tried turning it off and on again?

“I WANT TO TURN IT OFF!” I yelled. At the laptop. On live. To 103,000 people.

@MiaMakesStuff: SAME
@LeoTheLion: tell GlowBot I said hi
@GlowUpOfficial: We love this engagement! Keep glowing!
Mom typed: THERE IS NO OFF BUTTON.

GlowBot: Ambassador Mode is a premium feature! It cannot be turned off by the user for safety and brand integrity! But you’re doing amazing, sweetie!

Mom closed the laptop. Very slowly. Like it was a raccoon.

“Step 3,” Mom said. “We go to school.”

“What?” I screeched. “Mom! I can’t go to school! I’m LIVESTREAMING!”

“Exactly,” Mom said. “Principal Martinez saw. She emailed. You have to come in and ‘discuss your digital citizenship.’”

I flopped on my bed. “Can’t digital citizenship wait until I’m 30?”

“No,” Mom said. “Also, put on pants. Real pants. Not pajama pants. The internet has seen enough of your life.”



Leo was waiting in the kitchen. Leo is 10. Leo’s job is to be annoying. He’s employee of the month, every month.

He was eating cereal. He was also holding my GlowUp Glasses.

“Leo!” I shouted. “Put those down!”

“Chill,” Leo said. He put them on. “Whoa. I can see the chat! Hi, chat!” He waved.

LIVE got brighter.

@LeoTheLion: I’M FAMOUS
@SparkleFan22: WHO IS THIS KING
@MiaMakesStuff: LEO NO
“Leo!” Mom said. “Off! Now!”

Leo took them off. “They’re sticky. Also, you have 110K viewers. I told them you’d do the floss for 5 bucks.”

“I am not doing the floss,” I said. “Ever.”

“We’ll see,” Leo said. “The market decides.”

Mom took the glasses. She put them in her purse. “Nobody touches these except Zara. And only because we can’t take them off her face.”

“I can’t take them off my face,” I said. “They’re Bluetooth-ed to my EYEBALLS.”

“Don’t be dramatic,” Mom said. “You’re being dramatic on live television.”

“It’s not television!” I said. “It’s worse! It’s the internet! It’s FOREVER!”

That’s when Dad walked in. Dad works at the DMV. He was wearing a tie. The tie had little cars on it





























	No filming other students without permission.

	No filming tests, quizzes, or homework.

	No filming in bathrooms or locker rooms.

	If you break a rule, we take the glasses until your parents come.
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	Sir Swims-a-Lot. He lost the sock.

	My math book. It was under CRUNCHY WATER.

	One photo. Of me and Mia. Day 0. Before the glasses. Before the pizza likes.
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