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	DEDICATION

	 

	 

	This book is dedicated to all of the people, young, middle-aged and old, who are online and have only ever been their “authentic” selves, tried to fit in, tried to find their “tribe”, or had the backbone to be honest with their thoughts and feelings, who have only ever been shot down, walked over like a doormat or treated like someone’s personal toilet by people who claim to be non-judgemental, or have a non-judgemental site, and yet they do nothing but judge and treat harshly or unfairly and never follow back or leave a comment for you on your page.

	It’s time to stop. It’s time to delete. It’s time to revolt against such ironic hypocrisy; it’s time to be yourself on your own terms, in your own way.

	It’s time to unfollow.
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	#teenblogger tip #1

	 

	If you’re setting up a blog, make it about something you love and have a passion for. Don’t choose a subject just because everyone else is writing about it because you’ll get bored quickly.

	 

	 

	 

	# * # * # * # * # * # * # * #

	 


 

	CHAPTER ONE

	 

	 

	“Oh, my God, Clancy, did you see that big blogger event on the weekend? Oh, my God, it looked so good! We should go to the next one.” Danica bubbled across my screen as the Face Me app moved around. It had popped up moments ago when she called through.

	I watched her bounce up and down in her seat. “I didn’t know there had been an event, otherwise I would have looked into it.” I quickly pulled up Google and checked. “Oh, wow, is that it, the one at the Grand Marquis? It looks awesome. Wow, there’s some bloggers I follow.”

	“Yep, that’s it.” Danica leaned in to the camera. “Yichelle from Blue Moon Love was there as well as Yolanda from Kiss Me, Lick Me. And get this…” She clapped in excitement. “Digby Lee from Romance Me. Yay!”

	I read through the list of attendees as well as those who were speaking at the event. Some big names in the blogging world had attended, and from all the photos I was looking at, it seemed they had enjoyed themselves. “When’s the next one?” I browsed for information on the next conference.

	“It’s one weekend a month, so the next is the 16th and 17th of November. Can we go? Let’s go! It’s going to be here, where we are. Yay.” Danica bounced around in her chair as well as on my screen.

	I finally found the information page and the details. One hundred dollars for the weekend. “Blimey!” I quipped. “That’s a lot for teenagers just to talk about blogging and meet other bloggers their own age. I don’t know if I have one hundred dollars.”

	“But Clancy…” Danica whined. “We have to go. These blogging conferences have never been in our state before. They always go everywhere else, but never come here. We have to go. Come on, Clancy…we have to.”

	I clicked on the page for the next gathering and scoped out who would be going. There would be some big name bloggers and it would be exciting to meet them. There were ones I hadn’t heard of and I clicked a few links to their pages. They looked great, and after a quick look I told Danica I’d think about it.

	“If you’re serious about blogging,” she said, “we need to go.”

	 

	*****

	 

	I thought about her words for the next few days. While my blog was only a year old and I had about fifty followers, I wanted to make my blog bigger than everyone else’s. Well, as big as.

	I had worked hard on my little space of the net, setting up a Wordpress site, getting the domain (after thinking long and hard about what to call my blog), setting it up perfectly with its social media buttons and page wide header. I followed lots of bloggers my age and older and learned from their mistakes. I had heard a lot of business experts say to follow people in your own business niche and do what they got right, so you don’t repeat their mistakes.

	So far, things had gone fairly smoothly. I talked about beauty products, school, favourite bands, music, actors, movies, and tried connecting to other teens my age. Oh, that’s fifteen by the way. Talking about school and homework always got plenty of comments, and I had quickly gained followers. Of course, I also got snarky, hateful ones from other kids at school or from people in general. They can be so rude sometimes thinking they can come onto my blog and call me names and say mean things. The problem was, they thought they could do this then come to school and say the same things…

	“Hey, Clancy, I didn’t see you at the big blogging conference over the weekend,” Kylie Smith taunted on Monday at school. “Guess my blog’s bigger than your blog.” She smirked, but I kept on walking. “Clearly, I have more followers than you. That’s why I was invited to the conference.”

	That stopped me in my tracks. I hadn’t seen Kylie’s name or blog mentioned on the attendees’ list. I pursed my lips and turned around, giving her the evil eye. “You were invited?” I raised a brow. “Really? Even though you were nowhere to be seen on the attendee or speaker lists? In which case, how did you get an invite when everyone else had to pay?” I had scoured every single word on the Teen Blogger website and her name was not there.

	She flinched, clearly not expecting me to know…or ask. Her attitude snapped back into place. “I was there. I can prove it. I took plenty of photos and will be blogging about it when I get home.” She cast a glance at her friends who all crowded around like adoring puppy dogs. “I met all the stars and they all said they’d follow me. In fact,” she sneered, “I now have fifteen hundred followers to your piddly little fifty. And here,” she shoved her phone in my face, “here’s me with Nick Parkmore from While I’m You.”

	I stared at the photo and saw Kylie with Nick in front of the Teen Blogger banner at the Grand Marquis hotel. I bit my lip, the inside of my cheek, and my tongue too. Have to be smart here, Clancy. Can’t let them see they’re getting to you. I released my mouth from between my teeth and relaxed with a smile. “Good for you, Kylie, you know how to Photoshop.” I turned on my heel and strode away to the chuckles and chortles of Kylie’s groupies, vowing to go to the next Teen Blogger meeting.

	 

	*****

	 

	“I need to go to the Teen Blogger conference. It’s only one hundred dollars, and is for two days next month, and it’s only an hour away in Toomera.” I was all set to beg my mother to go. I needed to get there not only to meet my favourite teen bloggers, but to learn all the tips and tricks to making a better blog so I could get more followers and beat Kylie Smith at her own game.

	“Do you have one hundred dollars to spare?” Mum raised her brow at me. Guess that’s where I get it from. “And who’s going to get you there?”

	I hadn’t thought about either of those things and hadn’t figured it out with Danica yet. “Please say I can go and I’ll figure out all the details later. Danica wants to go as well. We could go together.”

	“And why do you need to go?” Mum drained the vegetables for dinner.

	“Because I want my blog to be bigger and more successful than it is now. And if I can make money from it, then that will be awesome. Going to the teen conference will help me learn how to do that. You’re the one who suggested I set up a blog.”

	Mum ran her own online business so knew all about websites and social media. She’d suggested a blog when I had gotten so good at running hers that she kicked me off and told me to get one of my own.

	I smiled imploringly up at her.

	She softened. “Show me the website and I’ll have a look. Maybe I can go along as chaperone and get some ideas for blogging myself.”

	I groaned. “Mum, it’s the Teen Blogger conference, not the Adult Blogger conference.”

	“And if I’m not allowed to go then neither are you,” she stated.

	I started to groan again then realised what she’d said. I raced to my laptop and pulled up the website. Page after page, I printed out info on who could attend and how much it was all going to cost. After dinner, I handed the pages over to Mum and waited with bated breath.

	She glanced up at me. “Do the dishes and I’ll have a look.”

	For the next half hour, I laboured over the hot water and skin wrinkling suds. When I finished drying the last dish, I hung up the tea towel and wandered into Mum’s office. “Well? Can I go?”

	She glanced up from the papers. “They allow chaperones, but only if they also have blogs. So it looks like we will be going together.”

	My shoulders fell before I realised what she’d said. “Wait…I’m going? We’re going!” I screamed.

	“We’re going,” she agreed. “I will drive you; we will attend the conference together.”

	“Yay!” I squeaked, clapping my hands together in glee. “I’m going to Teen Blogger. Oh, my God, I have to tell Danica.” I barely made it out the door when Mum’s words stopped me.

	“I already rang her mother
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