
The Instagram Romance 

Caspian came home from school on Friday and threw himself down on his couch. He 

took a deep breath, enjoying a brief minute of freedom before he had to get to work playing 

video games. He enjoyed this brief moment of rest by going on his phone and opening Snapchat 

and Instagram. He opened two Snapchat stories; both of them were from girls in his grade. One 

of them was a photo of two hands holding Starbucks Frappuccinos. One of the hands had pink 

painted nails and the other hand had a pearl bracelet around the wrist. The caption said “Coffee 

Day with My Bestie 😘 😍 ☕Love you babe! @cutieee_teeen563”.  

The next Snapchat story was a “selfie video” of a girl who was kinda… well… she was 

running her hands through her hair and puckering her lips, while looking right into the camera. 

There was some song playing that Caspian had never heard before. It was a song that was half 

rapping and half singing, and there was a steady drumbeat in the background. The girl was 

bobbing her head with the music and looking right into the camera. She was trying to lip sync as 

best as she could while still having puckered lips. There was some colored filter over the video 

that made everything look brighter and made her eyes shimmer. Caspian didn’t consciously 

register that there was a filter on the video that made her look better. He just thought that she was 

super hot all of a sudden.  

Then, he moved on from Snapchat to Instagram. He scrolled absentmindedly through his 

feed. Just the same old, same old photos of girls doing girl shit. Photos of girls holding coffee 

drinks, girls holding frozen yogurt, girls going on extravagant vacations, and girls who post 

photos of their bodies, but find a way to make it seem like it’s about something else, so they 

don’t come off as shallow. Personally, the last of these photo types was Caspian’s favorite.  

https://emojiterra.com/face-blowing-a-kiss/
https://emojiterra.com/smiling-face-with-heart-eyes/
https://emojiterra.com/hot-beverage/


He believed that every woman had a right to show off her body and be proud of it. Really 

though, he didn’t think twice about that body positivity stuff. He just liked seeing the photos of 

girls wearing what was called “clothes”, but what was really just tiny pieces of fabric covering 

the bare minimum. Hell, if that’s what body positivity means, then he’s all for it! Also, he 

figured he might as well embrace it because those photos were the closest thing to action that he 

was ever going to get.  

The best part was that Sandra Sanders was one of the women leading the fight for body 

positivity at his school. She posted all kinds of suggestive photos of herself, with captions 

describing what she was doing, with “#proudofmybody” at the end. In these photos, she often 

pretended to do things that she was not really  doing, so that she could have an excuse to post a 

photo of herself. Or sometimes, she posted photos of something that is so ordinary that nobody 

would normally give a shit about it, but she would use this insignificant life event to post a hot 

photo of herself. Just a couple days ago, she had posted a photo of herself making noodles. It was 

a picture of a pan of noodles, and her holding up a spoon of noodles, about to take a bite. She 

was leaning forward over the pan, but it was obvious that the noodles were not the intended star 

of the photo. She was wearing a low-cut shirt, and her arms were pressed against her chest so 

that her boobs were sticking out as much as humanly possible. There was nothing that got 

Caspian more excited than these photos of Sandra. He wanted more than anything to come into 

her bedroom, lock the door, and hold hands with her. Ahhh, so romantic.  

Caspian viewed Sandra’s photos on Instagram by searching for her username (which he 

had memorized), clicking on her profile, and scrolling through the images on her public account. 

Caspian had not yet followed her, because he had considered that to be a huge step in their 



relationship. He wanted to take things slow, after all. But now that they had been “dating” for a 

couple months, he felt that it was time to take this big step in their relationship. He went to her 

profile, and his shaking finger pressed the “follow” button by accident. Nonetheless, he pumped 

his fists in victory. Their torrid love affair had now been made public, and he had never been 

happier. He decided to celebrate in the same way that everybody celebrates their life successes: 

he went out to the kitchen and made some Totino’s Pizza Rolls.  

Putting on some romantic music, he signed back into Instagram to admire his love some 

more. He scrolled through his “following” list, but for some reason, he could not find her there. 

Hmm. Maybe there was some kind of glitch. So he went to the search page and entered her 

username in 0.5 seconds, but it said “user not found”. He tried searching her via each of her three 

different emails (which he also had memorized), her home number, and her cell phone number. 

Nothing came up! His beloved must be in serious trouble! Why else would she not be showing 

up on his instagram, unless she were trying to alert him of something serious?  

Just as he was about to call the police and report her missing, his big brother Boris came 

through the front door. He greeted Caspian in his half-alive, monotonous voice of exhaustion. He 

threw down his backpack and plopped down on the couch next to him.  

“Uhh, what’s goin’ on?” Boris asked, noticing the tears on Caspian’s face. 

Caspian frantically told Boris the story of his true love, how she’d gone missing, and how 

it was his mission to save her. He feared he might never see her again, and that feeling was too 

much for him to hold inside. Boris laughed and snorted in Caspian’s face. Caspian blinked. 

“?!” Caspian said (basically). 



“Maybe she deleted her account, dumbass.” Boris scoffed, taking out his own phone so 

that he could ignore Caspian. When Caspian screamed in terror, Boris told him to shut up and 

agreed that he would help Caspian.  

“Let’s see.” Boris opened the Instagram app, and went to the search page. “What’s her 

username?” Caspian fed Boris the username. Caspian was practically on top of Boris, staring at 

his phone screen in anticipation. Boris pushed Caspian to the floor and turned his phone screen 

away from the pipsqueak. A couple moments of silence, then Boris smirked and chuckled.  

“What?” Caspian asked, like he was about to have a panic attack. Boris just continued to 

laugh. “WHAT!” He screamed.  

“It’s still here, dude. Now shut the fuck up, I gotta do my homework.” But even while 

Boris lay down on the couch and did calculus problems while heartlessly eating all of Caspian’s 

pizza rolls, the young Caspian just continued to sit there, in agitation and despair.  

“I just don’t understand. Why won’t it show up on my phone?” Boris glanced up at his 

little brother. Caspian was sitting perfectly upright on the couch, with his thumbs twiddling in his 

lap. He looked like one of those guys in a music video who is looking dramatically into the 

distance.  

“Because she blocked you, dude.” Caspian tried to comprehend the meaning of these 

words, but he could not. He was so deep in denial that his brain could not even process what 

Boris meant. Instead of accepting the remote possibility of this being true, his mind spit out 

another excuse. 

“Pshhh, she just doesn’t want anyone to know about it. We’re keeping it on the DL, bro. 

You’ll understand when you have a girlfriend.”  



Boris facepalmed. 

“How many times have you guys actually, ya know, talked?  Like, actual face-to-face, 

human conversation?” 

“Well, our conversations aren’t like your  normal conversations.” Caspian began. “We are 

next level, so we don’t need to use words to talk. We talk with our eyes, and we talk with our 

hearts.” 

“Well, Romeo, if you have such a good relationship, why the hell did she block you on 

Instagram?” Boris held up his phone screen to Caspian. Caspian took a moment to come up for 

his mental justification for this. 

“Because we’re next level.  We don’t need to communicate on Instagram. We connect on 

a spiritual level. I know a lot about this kind of stuff, bro, I am a ladies’ man. If you want, I could 

give you some tips even.”  

Boris gave up, and congratulated Caspian on his womanizing skills. Today, Boris decided 

to just leave the kid in denial. For now.  

“That sounds like true love to me, bud. Be sure to invite me to the wedding.” Boris said. 

“Oh, I will.” Caspian dreamily stared at his blank phone screen. Ahhh. This was true 

love. 
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