

    
        
          It's Blue

        

        
        
          Codes series, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Danika Prasad

        

        
          Published by Danika Prasad, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      IT'S BLUE

    

    
      First edition. February 13, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Danika Prasad.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230060833

    

    
    
      Written by Danika Prasad.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Preface

Prologue

Chapter 1: Shadows in the City

Chapter 2: Heartbeat of a Surgeon

Chapter 3: Threads of Doubt

Chapter 4: Hidden Dangers

Chapter 5: The Mysterious Patient

Chapter 6: A Web of Secrets

Chapter 7: Uncovering Clues

Chapter 8: A Step at a Time

Chapter 9: Small Wins

Chapter 10: The Quiet Before the Storm

Chapter 11: Each Piece Matters

Chapter 12: The Strength in Silence

Chapter 13: The Quiet Persistence

Chapter 14: Avalanche

Chapter 15: Cracks in the Foundation

Chapter 16: Something Was Off

Chapter 17: An Ally in the Storm

Chapter 18: Breaking Point

Chapter 19: A Race Against Time

Chapter 20: Finding the Light

Chapter 21: The Truth Takes Shape

Chapter 22: The Breakthrough

Chapter 23: The Final Confrontation

Chapter 24: The Final Steps

Chapter 25: The New Beginning

Also By Danika Prasad

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To my dear friend, Aparna,
From the very first days of our friendship, you have been a guiding light—kind, wise, and unwaveringly supportive. You were my first new friend since Year 7, and in all the years since, you have shown me what true friendship means. Your words, your strength, and the values you live by have not only shaped me but have also found their way into the heart of this book.
As you set off on this new adventure, know that distance will never change the bond we share. No matter where you go, your kindness, courage, and wisdom will continue to inspire those around you—just as they have inspired me.
This book is, in part, a tribute to some of the morals you helped instill in me. Thank you for being part of my journey. I wish you endless joy, success, and fulfillment in this new chapter of your life.
With love and gratitude,Danika

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Preface
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The journey from chaos to clarity is never an easy one, but it is one that shapes us in ways we can't always understand. In the heart of the storm, when everything seems out of control, it is hard to imagine that things could ever settle. Yet, in those difficult moments, something incredible happens: we learn, we grow, and we find the strength to keep moving forward.

This is the story of Rebecca “Becca” Johnstone, a dedicated cardiologist whose life was turned upside down by a mystery in her own hospital. With each challenge, she faced doubts, fears, and moments of exhaustion, but she also discovered the power of resilience and self-belief. This story is not just about medicine or solving a mystery—it is about overcoming obstacles, learning from our mistakes, and embracing the idea that every setback can lead to an incredible comeback.

In the pages that follow, Becca’s journey will remind you that the hardest paths often lead to the most beautiful destinations. And no matter how lost you may feel at times, there is always a way forward, always a new beginning waiting just around the corner.

Let this story inspire you to keep going, even when the journey seems impossible. Because, in the end, every challenge you face can lead to a better version of yourself.
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Prologue
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The rhythmic crash of waves against the shore of San Francisco Bay was a stark contrast to the chaos inside the hospital. Dr. Rebecca Johnstone, a cardiothoracic surgeon—Becca to her family—paced the length of the on-call room, her fingers absentmindedly tracing the edges of her stethoscope. Her father's voice echoed in her mind, one of his many reassurances from when she was just a young girl and he was still alive: “Every puzzle has a solution, sweetheart. You just have to stay curious enough to find it.”

Becca's phone buzzed, yanking her out of her thoughts. The hospital's signature tone for an emergency: Code Blue. She grabbed her coat and sprinted toward the ICU. The callouts over the intercom were familiar, almost rhythmic. For a cardiologist, responding to a Code Blue was second nature—adrenaline and precision wrapped in instinct. But tonight, something felt different.

The patient—a 42-year-old woman recovering from what should have been a routine procedure—was flatlining. Nurses worked with grim determination, and residents looked to Becca for instructions. As she issued commands, her hands steady and her voice sharp, a sinking feeling took root in her chest. This was the third cardiac arrest on her watch in as many weeks. All three patients had entered the hospital with promising prognoses. All three had died within minutes of the Code Blue alarm.

She glanced at the monitor. The patient’s heart rhythm was erratic, a string of jagged lines that refused to stabilize. Becca performed chest compressions until her arms ached, but it wasn’t enough. By the time the attending physician called it, the ICU was silent, save for the hum of machines.

Becca stepped back, letting the younger doctors cover the body. Her eyes fell to the woman’s chart. She scanned the details: history, medication, post-op notes. Everything had been routine. There was no explanation for this outcome.

She sank into a chair just outside the ICU, staring down the corridor. Her mind wandered to her family—her mother and sister back in Los Angeles, their group calls punctuated by laughter and warmth that felt like another lifetime. Her mother would have sensed something was wrong if they'd spoken today. But Becca had been too busy, too consumed by the nagging unease that something in this hospital wasn’t right.

When the morgue team wheeled the patient away, Becca knew this wasn’t just an unlucky coincidence. It was a pattern. A deadly one.

The hospital staff was quick to return to their routines, but Becca couldn’t shake the weight of the situation. If someone—something—was causing these deaths, she had to find out what.

Becca took a deep breath, her father’s voice grounding her once more: “Stay curious.”

This wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.
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Chapter 1: Shadows in the City
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The morning fog clung to the hills of San Francisco like a ghostly veil, the city slow to wake beneath its blanket of gray. Dr. Rebecca Johnstone sat in her car outside Golden Gate Memorial Hospital, clutching a thermos of lukewarm coffee in one hand and her phone in the other. A photo of her sister Amanda and their mother smiled back at her from the lock screen. Amanda had sent it late last night, tagging it with a simple caption: "Family first, always."

Becca sighed, her breath fogging up the window. Family first. She’d heard those words all her life, yet here she was, pouring everything into her career while Amanda built a life of her own in Los Angeles. They’d grown up close, but lately, their lives seemed to orbit separate worlds. Becca’s was filled with patients, protocols, and the relentless buzz of hospital alarms. Amanda’s was slower, rooted in yoga classes and boutique candle shops.

Becca's reverie ended when a tap on her window startled her. She turned to see Dr. Lewis Patel, her friend and fellow cardiologist, grinning at her through the glass.

"You're going to sit out here all day, or are you coming in?" he teased as she rolled the window down.

"Five minutes. I just need to psych myself up for rounds," Becca replied with a weary smile.

"Psych yourself up? You're the best cardiologist we have," he said, stepping back to give her space to exit.

She shook her head. "You flatter me, Lewis, but I don’t think anyone feels like the best after three Code Blue fatalities in a row."

His smile faltered. "You're still thinking about those?"

"How can I not? None of them made sense. I’ve triple-checked every chart. No red flags. No pre-existing conditions that should’ve caused sudden cardiac arrest. And yet—" She trailed off, the memory of the last patient’s lifeless body making her chest tighten.

Lewis nodded thoughtfully. "Maybe it’s time you take a day off, Becca. Clear your head. The hospital won’t fall apart without you."

She forced a chuckle. "Tempting. But I’d rather figure out what’s going on before someone else dies."

Inside, the hospital hummed with its usual morning energy. Nurses bustled between stations, residents scribbled notes on clipboards, and the scent of disinfectant hung heavy in the air. Becca made her way to the cardiology wing, where her first patient of the day was waiting.

Her rounds were uneventful, but her mind kept drifting. Every interaction seemed laced with suspicion. A nurse adjusting an IV. A tech calibrating a monitor. She chastised herself for the paranoia, but something about the recent deaths gnawed at her.

By mid-morning, Becca found herself in the hospital's small coffee shop, hoping caffeine might sharpen her focus. She stirred sugar into her cup absentmindedly when her phone buzzed. It was Amanda.

"Hey, Becca! Got a second?" Amanda’s voice was cheerful, a reminder of the warmth Becca often missed in her hectic life.

"Always," Becca said, though her eyes kept flicking to her watch.

"Mom and I were wondering if you could come down to L.A. next weekend. We’re thinking of doing a little family dinner. Nothing fancy, just... it’s been a while, you know?"

Becca hesitated. The thought of leaving the hospital when she was on the verge of uncovering something felt wrong. But her mother’s voice echoed in her mind—Family first.

"I’ll try," she promised.

"Don’t try, Becca. Just do it. We miss you." Amanda’s tone was light, but the underlying longing was impossible to miss.

Becca hung up with a vague commitment, guilt already nibbling at the edges of her resolve.

Back in the cardiology wing, her next patient was a young man named Eric Daley. He was in his early thirties, athletic, and recovering from a minimally invasive heart valve replacement. Everything about his case had been textbook—no complications, perfect vitals. But as Becca reviewed his chart, she couldn’t shake the feeling that she’d seen his name before.

"Good morning, Eric," she greeted him as she entered his room.

He smiled weakly. "Morning, Doc. When do I get to go home?"

"Soon, if everything keeps looking this good," Becca said, scanning his monitors. "How are you feeling?"

"Like I could run a marathon," he joked, though his pale complexion told a different story.

Becca smiled, but her mind was already working. She excused herself to check his records again, a nagging thought prodding her memory. She flipped through his chart in the nurse’s station, her fingers pausing on a familiar name: Victor Daley.

"Daley," she murmured under her breath. Victor Daley had been one of the patients who died during a Code Blue last month. Same last name, same athletic build.

"Dr. Johnstone?" A nurse’s voice interrupted her. "You’ve got a consult in Room 312."

Becca nodded absently, her mind spinning. She needed to know more about Eric and Victor Daley. Were they related? And if so, was there a connection between Victor’s death and Eric’s procedure?

By the end of the day, Becca found herself in her office, a pile of charts spread across her desk. She was combing through Victor Daley’s records when a soft knock interrupted her focus.

Lewis leaned against the doorframe, a concerned look on his face. "You’re still here?"

"Just tying up some loose ends," she said, not looking up.

He stepped inside and closed the door behind him. "Becca, I know you’re trying to figure this out. But don’t forget to take care of yourself. Whatever’s going on, you’re not alone in this."

She met his gaze, grateful for the reminder, but the weight of the mystery refused to lift.

"Thanks, Lewis," she said quietly.

As he left, Becca leaned back in her chair, the city lights twinkling through her office window. She couldn’t shake the feeling that the answers she needed were closer than she realized.

But would she find them in time?
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