

    
        
          The Code

        

        
        
          1, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Faye Peacock Wilson

        

        
          Published by Faye Peacock Wilson, 2026.

        

    


Copyright © 2024 by Faye Peacock Wilson

All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a fiction work. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Published by Faye Peacock Wilson

First Edition

eBook ISBN: 979-8-9955465-0-4


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Epigraph

The Code

About the Author

Connect with the Author

Sign up for Faye Peacock Wilson's Mailing List

Also By Faye Peacock Wilson

About the Author

About the Publisher



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    For all those who protect others from the shadows and for every reader who loves a good mystery.

      

    



  	
        
            
            On Silence and Hidden Meanings
Everything has a hidden meaning, you just have to know where to look for it.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Code


[image: ]


My mornings at work always include a cup of tea from the shop located on the IFCC building’s first floor. Holding the cup’s warmth, this brief ritual enhances my feeling of daily control. The tea’s aroma of lavender and bergamot loosens the tension in my shoulders with every taste. I savor this brief calm before immersing myself in the day’s demanding tasks.

Monday brought an unexpected change. The well-dressed, dark-haired man in front of me paid for my meal without a word or explanation, just a subtle nod before leaving. The gesture was not grand, but it held unforeseen importance. Stepping into the elevator, it felt like a switch had flipped.

As I stepped onto the fourth floor, the familiar sounds of the office environment came to me. With purpose, agents moved along the corridor, their holsters secure, comms units displaying a green light, and encrypted tablets rapidly syncing with the secure network. I noted partial conversations: a faulty packet log, a warrant request delayed by legal scrutiny. They did not share the specifics.

As I entered my office, tea warming my hands, my phone rang. It was SSA Nichols. My routine broke when SSA Nichols’s voice came through, measured yet carrying an edge that raised the hair on my neck.

She called me into a private meeting in the conference room. That was all it took; the shift in her voice told me it was important.

Something substantial was occurring, as indicated by Nichols’ request for confidentiality. Grabbing my notepad and pen, I headed to the conference room, shaking off my unease. The conference room allowed only electronic devices already inside it, so old-school pens and paper were permitted. Word is, the new conference room is a haven for technology lovers. The sleek metal tabletop shone beneath the fluorescent lamps as the buzz of advanced technology resonated throughout the room. The room carried a faint, sterile scent reminiscent of a new car smell. Soundproofing on all exterior walls and windows ensured meetings were secure. I ran into Senior Agent Harrison from Special Operations as I was heading toward the conference room.

“Good morning, Agent Jacobs. What’s the rush about? What’s going on in the conference room?”

Though his voice was rough, a hint of curiosity in it made me uneasy.

“Good morning, Senior Agent Harrison. Probably a meeting regarding the president’s upcoming visit.”

Harrison nodded, yet a detail in his actions caught my eye. He held his hands behind his back, something he normally wouldn’t do. His usual lively, assured gestures were gone today, replaced by a rigid, cautious stance. He glanced past me at the conference room door, seemingly checking for others’ arrivals.

Harrison never stops chatting unless he wants something, and this small talk didn’t align with his usual efficiency. The mismatch lodged itself in my mind like a puzzle piece that didn’t belong.

The security access panel beside the conference room door glowed a steady red. The door itself was locked, as standard protocol for classified briefings. I placed my right thumb against the reader, and the access panel turned green and released with a soft click, the kind that always carried more weight than sound.

A thin strip of light spilled across the carpet as the door eased open. The inaudible murmur of voices drifted out, threaded with the soft, rhythmic whir of the overhead projector, a mechanical heartbeat steadying the room. The scents of wood polish and metal contrasted as I entered. That blend always signaled one thing: something serious was unfolding.

SSA Nichols stood near the head of the table, posture rigid, eyes sharp. The gentleman in the tailored suit from the shop stood beside her, reviewing a set of encrypted files on a tablet. The moment I stepped inside, both looked up, not startled but expectant, as if my arrival had shifted the room’s balance.

With the same quiet confidence, he had shown this morning at the tea shop, the gentleman gave a slight nod and a smile of acknowledgment. Nichols, however, didn’t waste a second.

“Jacobs. Take a seat.”

SSA Nichols introduced the gentleman from the first-floor shop as SSA John Reese of World Security, North American Division.

Her voice sounded clipped and controlled. Whatever this was, it was not the norm.

Agents at the table exchanged glances. Not the casual kind; these were quick, silent assessments that come when everyone senses the stakes, but no one has the full picture yet. A tension threaded through the air, subtle yet unmistakable.

As I sat, the leather chair creaked beneath me. The holographic image flickered to life, casting a pale blue glow across the room. A coded message appeared on the screen:


In a space where whiskers roam and colors gleam. Feathered pride graces this enchanted tale. Within the spaces of knowledge, seek pleasure. Among the shelves where tales weave and bind. A backyard’s secret felines, peacocks, and endless childhood adventures.



My pulse quickened, not from fear but from recognition. This was the riddle that fell within my wheelhouse.

Reese stepped forward, tapping the screen. “This is what we’re dealing with. A stolen national security code is a riddle hidden in a children’s book. We need to recover it before it moves again.”

His voice held steady, its weight undeniable. The room’s focus sharpened as every agent leaned in.

Nichols folded her arms. “This briefing stays in this room. Classified. No chatter. No assumptions. No leaks.”

A faint shift in the air followed her words, the kind that happens when everyone recognizes the gravity of the moment.

As the briefing continued, the details sharpened: the suspect’s movements, the library locations, and the urgency of the timeline. My mind was already breaking down the riddle, mapping patterns and cross-referencing possibilities. The familiar rush of adrenaline settled over me, steady, grounding, almost comforting.

But beneath it, something else lingered. A quiet awareness. A sense that someone in this room had concealed their true alignment.

The mission was clear. The threat was real. The clock had already started.

Reese began the briefing, outlining the mission’s importance. His voice was steady, but an underlying urgency made my pulse quicken. “A code from a covert U.S. site has been stolen. It is imperative that we recover the code before it is passed to a foreign or domestic operative. We know the cost if we lose this code. Hundreds of our agents’ names and locations, and their families, will be in danger or killed. Therefore, we are asking for help from this geographic enforcement agency and local law enforcement agencies to expand our search for the code.”

SSA Nichols tapped the projector remote, and the screen behind her switched to a map of Wake County marked with red dots. “Let’s bring everyone up to speed.”

Reese enlarged the county map, covered with red dots marking locations. Each dot indicated a public library with a children’s literature section.

A low ripple moved through the room; agents straightened in their chairs, pens clicking, someone muttering a quiet, “Here we go.”

Reese stepped forward, enlarging one marker with a swipe of his finger. “This is the first confirmed drop point. Children’s section of a library in another state.”

Agent Morales leaned in and asked, “Is this a pattern or something new?”

“Both are true, and it’s even worse,” Reese said. “This one includes embedded imagery. Feline references
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SOLVE THE CODE OR COUNT THE DEAD!
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