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To the seekers of adventure and the believers in journeys beyond the visible—  May you always find light even in the darkest loops.  
To those who dare to connect with strangers and turn them into friends—  This story is for you.  
To my family and friends who inspire courage, curiosity, and hope—  Thank you for standing by me in every twist and turn.  
And to the endless mysteries that remind us that sometimes, the greatest adventure is simply to keep moving forward.
*** 
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Frequency 190

The Lost Signal

By

Krishna Prasad Pitta

For all who seek the unheard frequencies.

Chapter 1 — The Journey Begins

Sana scrolled through Instagram, her eyes catching a reel from a new travel page called

Adventure Is Fun... The screen buzzed with vibrant clips—strangers laughing, exploring

hidden places, sharing moments of pure joy. The caption read: *“Travel with us—a journey

with strangers who become friends.”*

The reel exploded in popularity overnight, going viral and capturing the attention of

thousands. Booking slots filled fast, and Sana didn’t hesitate. She clicked **“Book

Now”** with a racing heart. Tomorrow, she would join this adventure.

The next morning, sunlight poured over Hyderabad Station as six strangers arrived, drawn

by the same spark. With bags slung and curious smiles, they gathered nervously, unaware

that their paths were about to weave tightly together.

Meet Sana, the sparkling *Hyperactive Instagram Girl,* who captures every smile and

moment on her phone, her world a carousel of colors and stories—her laughter echoing the

vibrancy she fiercely protects, even as she hides a loneliness no filter can erase.

Arjun, the *Deep Thinker Boy,* quiet and observant, carries a notebook bursting with

secrets and questions. His eyes search far beyond the here and now, chasing truths that only

time can reveal.

Meera, the *Vintage Introvert Girl,* shrouded in earth tones and nostalgia, treasures

postcards and paperbacks over pixels and pings. Safe from a digital storm, she fears the

noise of a world she no longer trusts.

Ramu, the *Foodie Funny Fat Guy,* is the heart that beats through the group—always

hungry, always joking, with a love for biryani as endless as his loyalty. His humor masks

deeper wounds, but also binds them together.

Nikhil, the *Adventure Guy,* is the restless flame, seeking thrills on mountain peaks, his

scars and smiles a testament to a life lived wildly, always running from something just

beyond sight.

Divya, the *Spiritual Girl,* grounded and serene, lives among mantras and prayers.

Sensitive to energy unseen, she walks with footprints of faith, sensing dangers invisible to

others.

As the bus doors shut and the engine roared to life, new friendships blossomed between

these six travelers—Sana, Arjun, Meera, Ramu, Nikhil, and Divya—each with their own

story, now united on a journey neither would forget.

leaving Hyderabad behind. A new trending song played through the driver’s phone,

echoing through the cabin. Everyone was in a good mood—laughing, talking, teasing each

other.

The girls sat together, chatting and giggling. The social-media queen of the group was busy

recording videos and posting stories on Instagram. In the corner seat, the introvert girl

clasped her hands and whispered a prayer. The adventure guy—restless as always—was

trying something mischievous, while the foodie was already eating snacks and searching

online for the best biryani spots in Araku. The thinker of the group had his headphones on,

quietly writing in his diary as the city lights slipped away behind them.

Hours passed. The daylight faded into shades of gold and purple. They stopped at a

roadside dhaba to eat. The driver switched off the engine, the rain beginning to whisper on

the tin roof. Inside the dhaba, a crackling radio announced weather alerts: *“Heavy rain and

wind expected tonight. Please avoid long travel.”*

Nobody cared. They laughed, ate, and ran back to the bus when the rain grew stronger.

Soon, the storm surrounded them—sheets of rain splashing against the windows, the road

gleaming with reflections. The bus moved through paddy fields and sleepy villages,

pushing through the night toward Araku.

Slowly, one by one, everyone began to fall asleep. The fat boy snored loudly, occasionally

letting out strange noises through his mouth. The Instagram queen beside him rolled her

eyes in frustration, grabbed her phone, and moved to the front seat.

The driver’s eyelids were heavy, fighting the rain and sleep. The girl by the window started

filming again—raindrops streaming down the glass, lightning flashing across the sky. In

that brief burst of light, she saw a board outside:

**“Welcome to Araku.”**

She smiled, stopped recording, and posted, *“Let’s begin the adventure

.”*

Moments later, the bus stopped in front of a tall, rusted gate. The driver honked twice. A

watchman appeared and slowly opened the gates, revealing an old colonial bungalow at the

end of a misty driveway.

The team leader stood and clapped his hands.

“Wake up, everyone! We’ve reached Araku. Tomorrow, sharp at six— we start exploring.”

Yawning and half-asleep, they carried their bags inside, found their allotted rooms, and

collapsed into bed.

But that night, six of them couldn’t sleep. Each, for their own reason, stepped outside their

rooms and found themselves in the courtyard, where a local boy stood under a dim lantern.

The adventure guy grinned. “Exploring the village tomorrow sounds boring. Let’s do

something else tonight.”

He turned to the boy. “Is there any mysterious place around here?”

The boy hesitated, then spoke softly. “To the north of the town... there’s an old radio

station. Closed long ago. The government banned it. Nobody goes there now. I tried once,

but everyone stopped me.”

The adventure guy’s eyes lit up. He convinced the others, and together they followed the

boy through the rain-soaked forest path until the outline of an ancient building appeared.

The sign read: **“Frequency 190 – Araku Radio Station.”**

Nothing happened that night. The storm was too heavy to return, so they decided to sleep

there.

But when they woke up the next morning, the rain was gone—and so was everything they

knew.

The radio station was still there, but the world outside had changed. The road, the cars, the

signal on their phones—gone.

They were standing in an **old village**, silent and strange, where time itself felt...

different.

Chapter 2 — The Village That Time Forgot

The air was crisp, unnaturally still. The forest that had howled with rain a few hours ago

now stood quiet... as if holding its breath. The group exchanged uneasy glances.

The Instagram queen checked her phone again. No battery percentage, no signal bars—just

a flickering clock frozen at **1:90 AM**. She frowned. “What kind of time is that?”

The thinker stepped closer to the building. “1:90 isn’t a time... it’s a frequency.”

Inside, the radio station smelled of rust and dust. Broken consoles, faded posters, and years

of silence filled the hall. But when the adventure guy brushed his hand across an old

transmitter, a faint hum echoed through the room. The signal meters twitched—once,

twice— then stopped at **190 MHz**.

Morning mist curled around the narrow lanes as the group stepped out of the station. The

sky glowed a weak orange, and the air smelled of damp soil and woodfire. Beyond the tall

banyan trees stood houses made of white stone and red tiles. The place looked untouched

by time—peaceful, alive, almost comforting.

They followed a dirt path toward the sound of voices. A few villagers were drawing water

from a well, others sweeping their porches. Everyone looked calm, smiling warmly as if

this strange arrival was nothing new.

An old man waved at them. “New ones, ah? Welcome. Breakfast is ready near the square.

Come, come.”

The group exchanged confused looks.

Arjun, the deep thinker, pulled out his notebook again. “They seem completely normal,” he

murmured. “Too normal.”

Nikhil, ever the adventurer, grinned. “At least they’re friendly. Let’s explore before we

panic.”

The Instagram girl tapped her dead phone, muttering in frustration. “No signal, no Wi-Fi,

no power. I’m officially in hell.”

The villagers laughed kindly. A young woman named Lakshmi offered her a handmade

garland. “You’ll get used to it. We all did.”

“Wait,” the girl frowned. “You mean... you also—?”

Lakshmi smiled gently. “Once. We came here the same way. Through the station. Lakshmi

asked what is the year .sana rolyed 2025 .lakshmi that means It’s been twenty years, though

it feels like yesterday.”

Meera, the vintage-loving introvert, looked enchanted. “It’s like a dream,” she said,

admiring the stone houses and brass lamps. She began chatting easily with the children who

ran around her, laughing for the first time in days.

Meanwhile, Ramu sniffed the air, led by instinct. He found an old woman stirring a pot of

steaming lentils near the corner house.

“Amma! What’s cooking?” he asked, eyes wide.

“Poori and halwa, son,” she replied, smiling. Ramu dropped his bag and joined her, helping

with the cooking like an eager apprentice.

Divya, the spiritual one, stayed close to the temple at the center of the square. She looked

uneasy, whispering a prayer under her breath. “What if all this is some kind of illusion?”

The priest beside her smiled serenely. “Maybe it is. Or maybe your world was the illusion.”

His tone was calm, not eerie—yet something about the way he said it made Divya shiver.

As the day unfolded, they met other villagers—people who had once












































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
SRT g,g _"8,4
wiElE 2]
3-15 i .

A SIGNAL LOST IN TIME

FREQUENCY 190





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





