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	Dedication

	For every teen who’s ever felt lost in the scroll, and for the quiet voice inside you that still believes there’s something more than likes, metrics, and noise.

	This story is for you.
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Introduction

	In a world where identity is curated and connection is counted in likes, what happens when the signal disappears?

	The Infinite Scroll is a story about silence, survival, and the search for something real. It’s fiction, yes—but it’s also a mirror. I invite you to read slowly, reflect deeply, and maybe even unplug for a while.

	—Akintade Alawode

	 

	 


Part I

	 

	The Disconnect

	 

	 


Chapter 1: The Empty Battery

	Elara’s thumb hovered over the ‘Post’ button, the way a conductor waits for the perfect beat drop. Below the button was the picture, candid but meticulously filtered. It was her, laughing, in a field that somehow looked more golden in the photo than it did in real life. The caption? “Catching rays, chasing peace. ✌️” Total main character energy, completely fabricated.

	She’d spent two hours perfecting the five-second moment this photo captured, and another twenty minutes editing it until the fear in her eyes was replaced by that signature, slightly manic online glow. Now came the final, terrifying step: putting it out into the infinite scroll to be judged.

	Post.

	A familiar, acidic rush hit her stomach. Not excitement, just pure, anticipatory dread. Her identity wasn't a stable thing; it was a score calculated by an algorithm. She watched the little heart counter tick up: 14, 25, 38… Good. It was performing. She could breathe.

	“You okay, L?” Her older brother, Jax, walked into the kitchen, grabbing a protein bar. “You’re staring into the void again.”

	“It’s not the void, it’s the algorithm,” Elara mumbled, not looking up. “And yeah, I’m good. Just securing the weekend vibes.”

	She hated how much of her internal peace was tied to this. She was seventeen, on track for the best universities, technically popular, and she spent every night doomscrolling through the successes of people she didn't even like, wondering why she still felt like she was running on an empty battery. The constant connection was supposed to make life bigger, but it just made her feel smaller. Like a tiny pixel in a high-resolution world.

	She clicked over to a motivational speaker's page, ironically searching for a quick hit of validation. The guy was talking about finding your inner light and manifesting greatness. It was just noise. More instructions on how to perform. She’d tried all the self-help hacks, the mindfulness apps, the 5 AM routines. It was all a temporary patch on a spiritual hole that felt permanently ripped open.

	“Where does the real light come from when the screen goes dark?” a quiet, irritating voice whispered in the back of her mind. It was a question she never allowed to surface fully.

	She scrolled past a quote—a short snippet of Scripture, probably reposted by someone trying to seem profound: "For I know the plans I have for you,” declares the Lord, “plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give you hope and a future." (Jeremiah 29:11).

	Elara scoffed, tapping the screen to dismiss it. “Plans? My only plan is getting through Bio AP without a mental breakdown.”

	Just as she was about to dismiss the page, her phone screen flickered—not the usual low-battery flash, but a hard, aggressive jump. The light in the kitchen blinked once, twice, and then went dark.

	Jax groaned. “Did the power go out? Seriously?”

	Elara barely registered the loss of light. She just stared at her phone. The screen was black. Not asleep, but truly dead. She mashed the power button. Nothing.

	“Okay, funny joke, Jax. Turn the WiFi back on.”

	“I didn’t touch anything,” he said, fumbling for his own phone. “Mine’s dead too. Like, dead-dead.”

	Outside the window, the entire block was silent. The usual background hum of the city—the distant traffic, the glow of streetlights, the pulse of a million connected devices—was gone. The darkness was absolute, heavy, and strangely silent.

	A knot formed in Elara’s chest, colder than the dread of a low like-count. This wasn't a power outage. This was something else. This was The Great Disconnect. Her curated reality, her entire self-worth infrastructure, had just been switched off. And she had no idea what to do with the silence that followed. She was face-to-face with the empty battery, and for the first time, she had to look for a power source that wasn't plugged into a wall.

	 


Chapter 2: Analog Dread

	The silence was the worst part. It wasn’t the cozy, quiet-house silence. It was a vacuum, a deep, unsettling absence of every noise society had built to keep thoughts at bay.

	Elara and Jax stumbled to the junk drawer, pulling out two dusty emergency flashlights—the kind their dad bought in bulk for hurricanes that never came. The yellow beams cut through the gloom, making the familiar kitchen look like a low-budget horror set.

	“Seriously, this is ancient,” Jax grumbled, shaking his phone like a sad, rectangular maraca. “It’s like, what year is this? 1995?”

	“It’s not just the WiFi, Jax,” Elara whispered, the realization hitting her like a cold wave. She walked to the window and peered out at the usually brightly lit street. “Look.”

	The streetlights were out, which was normal. But the glow from the houses across the street was also absent. No television flicker, no faint LED indicator on a modem, nothing. Every car parked along the curb was a silent, unmoving metal tomb. The usual distant, rolling sound of the freeway was entirely gone.

	“The whole city is dark,” Elara said, her voice shaking slightly. “The whole grid. It’s everything.”

	Her panic wasn't about surviving. It was about missing out. Who was talking about this? Who was live-streaming the chaos? Her mind raced through the digital protocols of disaster—Twitter feeds, emergency broadcasts, group chats. All gone. It felt less like a disaster and more like a massive, collective time-out.

	Their dad

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
