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📱 The Longest TikTok Streak

By Minti
Dedication:
For anyone who has ever stared too long at a screen, hoping to find a connection, only to realize that the most beautiful, enduring streaks are built in real life—through rain-soaked streets, honest conversation, and a daily, unfiltered commitment.
To the Nap Queens and Spin Kings everywhere: May your offline streaks be the longest.
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Chapter 1: CLB 100
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CLB 100 had a way of draining time without apologizing for it.

The hall was full, but silent in that particular Juja-campus way—chairs creaking, laptops humming softly, students half-present, half-elsewhere. The lecturer was late. Again.

Zuri sat somewhere in the middle rows, hoodie pulled halfway over her head, one earbud dangling uselessly. Her notebook lay open, blank except for her name scribbled at the top like a promise she hadn’t kept.

She checked the time.

10:17 a.m.

The class had been scheduled for ten. No message from the class rep. No announcement. Just waiting.

Around her, boredom manifested differently. Some students whispered. Others slept openly. A few pretended to revise, though their eyes betrayed them. Zuri did what she always did when the world paused without warning—she reached for her phone.

TikTok opened instinctively, muscle memory stronger than intention.

The For You page flooded her screen: Nairobi skits, relationship jokes, campus chaos, voiceovers about “soft life,” couples pretending not to be in love. She scrolled without really watching, thumb moving faster than her thoughts.

Her mind felt loud.

She hadn’t slept well. Too many deadlines. Too many expectations. Too many moments where she laughed online but felt strangely invisible offline.

Someone behind her laughed loudly at a video. Zuri glanced back, then forward again, suddenly self-aware. She hated feeling watched. TikTok was safer. You could perform without being seen.

Her phone vibrated.

Nothing important.

She opened the camera anyway.

The fluorescent lights of CLB 100 were unkind. She angled the phone higher, leaned back slightly, softened her face. Her expression hovered somewhere between bored and amused—the kind of look that suggested I don’t care, even though she did.

She hit record.

“POV,” she mouthed silently, then added text instead.

“When the lecturer says ‘I’m on my way’ but it’s been 20 minutes.”

She added a trending sound. Nothing dramatic. No dance. Just her face, her eyes rolling slightly, her lips pressing into a tired half-smile.

She watched it back once.

Twice.

Almost deleted it.

Then she posted.

The moment passed. She locked her phone and dropped it into her lap, convinced it would disappear into the algorithm like most of her videos. CLB 100 swallowed time again.

Ten minutes later, curiosity betrayed her.

She unlocked her phone.

3 likes.
Then 7.
Then a comment.
She frowned.

Another notification followed. Then another.

Her heart did something small and unexpected—like a tap on the shoulder.

She opened the comments.

Most were generic.

“Campus life fr 😭”
“Juja things.”
Then she saw one duet notification.

She hesitated.

Duets were... personal. They meant someone didn’t just watch—you invited yourself into their frame.

She tapped it.

The screen split.

On one side was her—bored, unimpressed, leaning back in CLB 100.

On the other side was a guy she had never seen before.

He was sitting in what looked like a matatu, sunlight cutting across his face through dusty windows. He wore earphones, one hand gripping a metal bar overhead. His expression mirrored hers perfectly—same tired eyes, same subtle disbelief.

Text appeared on his side of the screen:

“POV: You’re also waiting for something that never shows up.”

Zuri blinked.

Once.

Then she replayed it.

The timing was clean. The vibe matched. Not forced. Not loud. Just... aligned.

She checked his username.

@mintichigg

Private account. Few posts. Low follower count.

Yet something about the way he looked into the camera—like he wasn’t trying too hard—pulled her in.

Her phone buzzed again.

New comment from @mintichigg

“Seems like we’re suffering together.”
She stared at the screen longer than necessary.

Her lips twitched.

Before she could overthink it, she replied.

“CLB 100 victims unite.”

She locked her phone quickly, like she’d said something dangerous.

But her pulse stayed fast.

Minutes later, another vibration.

@mintichigg liked your comment.

Zuri leaned back in her chair, exhaling slowly.

Outside CLB 100, life continued. Lecturers arrived late. Students complained quietly. Time crawled.

But somewhere between boredom and algorithmic coincidence, something had shifted—small, unremarkable to anyone else, but undeniable to her.

She didn’t know his name yet.

Didn’t know where he lived, what he studied, or why that duet felt different.

All she knew was this:

For the first time that morning, waiting didn’t feel empty.
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Chapter 2: The Duet That Shouldn’t Have Worked

[image: ]


Minti hadn’t planned to post anything that morning.

He was standing in a matatu stuck somewhere between Westlands stage and the slow crawl toward town, one hand gripping the cold metal rail, the other holding his phone loosely. The air inside smelled like dust, cheap cologne, and impatience. Someone’s playlist blasted softly in the background—old-school R&B mixed with new-gen Afrobeats.

He should’ve been checking emails. Or mentally preparing for the long day ahead.

Instead, he was scrolling.

The algorithm had been ruthless lately—couple content, soft-life edits, people living lives that felt curated and unattainable. He was halfway through another exaggerated skit when her video appeared.

No dance. No filters screaming for attention.

Just her.

Leaning back. Bored. Unimpressed.

The text hit first.

When the lecturer says “I’m on my way” but it’s been 20 minutes.

Minti smirked.

It wasn’t just funny—it was familiar. The kind of tired humor you only posted when you were pretending not to care. He replayed it once. Then again.

There was something in her eyes. Not sadness exactly. More like... quiet endurance.

The matatu lurched forward, someone shoved past him, but he barely noticed. His thumb hovered over the screen.

Duet.

He hesitated.

Duets were risky. Too much effort for a stranger. Too much exposure. His account wasn’t built for attention—just random thoughts, campus clips, the occasional joke.

Still.

He opened the camera.

The matatu rattled beneath him. Sunlight streamed through the window, cutting across his face. He angled the phone, watching his own reflection for half a second.

He didn’t smile.

He mirrored her.

Same lean. Same tired disbelief.

He added text, simple and honest:

“POV: You’re also waiting for something that never shows up.”

No emojis. No exaggeration.

He posted it before he could overthink.

The matatu reached town. People alighted. Life resumed.

He forgot about it.

Zuri noticed the duet during the second half of the lecture—yes, the lecturer had finally arrived, and yes, she was already mentally checked out.

Her phone vibrated softly on her thigh.

She shouldn’t have checked.

She did.

The split screen startled her. For a moment, she thought it was someone mocking her. Then she watched it fully.

Once.

Twice.

The way he matched her energy—effortlessly, without trying to outshine—made her sit up straighter.

Her comment came easily.

“CLB 100 victims unite.”

She expected nothing.

But when he liked it almost immediately, something warm bloomed in her chest. She told herself it was stupid. That she was reading into pixels.

Still, she clicked his profile.

Sparse. Clean. No thirst traps. No forced aesthetics.

Just... normal.

She liked two of his videos. Casual. Nonchalant.

Except it wasn’t.

Because seconds later, her phone buzzed again.

@mintichigg followed you.

She smiled before she could stop herself.

The conversation started small.

Not in DMs.

In comments.

Public enough to feel safe. Private enough to feel intentional.

@mintichigg:
“CLB 100 should come with hazard pay.”
Zuri:
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