
ODIN Spear Ruler

“A rogue alien technology strike can bring the modern world to disarray and its knees.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 The French Café Connection 

[image: ]


Chapter 2 Shanghaied at High Noon

Chapter 3  Dance Into the Fire

Chapter 4  A View to a Kill 

Chapter 5 A Hacker’s Mercy: Robin Hood Mission

Chapter 6 From Shadows to Sunlight

Chapter 7 Honey Pot

Chapter 8 TikTok Tiktok

Chapter 9 Queen Virus: The Final Countdown

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 10 Mother May I

Chapter 11 The Vanishing Blade: Unmasking the Savior

Chapter 12 The Weapon We Don’t Own

Chapter 13 The Cassandra Run: From Senate to Sea








[image: ]


Copyright@2026 David J DeJesus

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any form without written permission, except for brief quotations in critical articles or reviews.

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

Published in the United States of America 

First Edition: July 2026

To my wife, family, and friends

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1 – The French Café Connection 
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The café hummed with quiet elegance, a symphony of clinking porcelain and murmured French conversations. Outside, Paris glowed under a pale winter sun, its light filtering through the tall windows and scattering across polished wooden tables. The scent of roasted coffee beans mingled with the faint sweetness of pastries, creating an atmosphere that felt timeless.

He sat alone near the corner window, a man who blended into the background like a shadow cast by the afternoon light. His presence was unremarkable—deliberately so. A worn leather notebook rested beside a cup of espresso, untouched and cooling. His gaze, however, was anything but idle. It moved with precision, scanning, calculating, and waiting.

Then he saw her face.

She entered with the grace of someone unaware of her own magnetism. Geral Deux—the name would come later, but for now, she was simply a vision framed by the doorway. Her alabaster complexion caught the light like porcelain kissed by gold. A cascade of chestnut hair brushed her shoulders, and her eyes—clear, sharp, and curious—swept the room before passing the sign « Wi-Fi indisponible »
(Wi-Fi unavailable) and settling on an empty table near the wall outlet.
Perfect.

She slid her phone from her bag, its glossy surface reflecting the café’s warm glow, and plugged it into the socket. A simple act, innocent and routine. To her, it was nothing more than a charge. To him, it was an open door.

He didn’t move. No flicker of expression betrayed the silent storm of calculations unfolding behind his eyes. The current flowing through that outlet carried more than electricity—it carried whispers, signals, vulnerabilities. And he knew how to listen.

A tap on his keyboard, subtle and swift. Lines of code bloomed across the screen like vines, weaving through invisible pathways. The café’s hum faded into the background as he tunneled through layers of protocol, slipping past firewalls with the elegance of a phantom. No alarms. No traces. Just silence.

Her phone responded like a docile creature, unaware of the leash now coiled around its circuits. He opened a channel—quiet, seamless—and typed the first words.

“Bonjour.”

Across the room, her screen lit up. She glanced down, brows knitting in mild surprise—a message, but not from any app she recognized. Curiosity flickered in her eyes as she typed back.

“Who is this?”

He smiled faintly, though no one saw. The game had begun.

Her fingers hovered over the screen for a moment before typing back.

“Who is this?”

He watched the message appear, a ripple in the quiet pond of her digital world. His own reply was already forming—not rushed, but deliberate, crafted to intrigue without alarming.

“Someone who noticed you love strong coffee.”

Across the room, she blinked, then glanced around casually. Her eyes swept the café, searching for a clue. He remained still, a shadow among shadows, his posture betraying nothing.

“That’s... oddly specific.”
Her words appeared like a challenge, tinged with curiosity.
He smiled faintly and typed again.

“Observation is an art. You seem like someone who appreciates art.”

She hesitated, then tilted her head, a small smile tugging at her lips. Her fingers danced across the glass.

“You’re mysterious. Do you always start conversations like this?”

His eyes flicked to the code running silently in the background—her phone’s defenses were paper-thin, its circuits now singing his tune. He could see everything: battery health, app logs, even the faint heartbeat of encrypted messages waiting in the queue. But he didn’t touch them. Not yet.

“Only when the opportunity feels... electric.”

She laughed softly—he could hear it even from across the room, a sound like porcelain chimes. Her reply came quickly.

“Electric? That’s clever. So, what do you want?”

He paused, fingers resting lightly on the keys. What did he want? The question lingered like smoke. Control? Connection? Or simply the thrill of being unseen?

“A conversation. Nothing more.”

Her eyes softened, curiosity blooming into intrigue. She typed back slowly, as if savoring the moment.

“Then let’s talk. My name is Geral.”

He read the name, committing it to memory like a secret rune. Geral Deux. Beautiful, elegant, and now—unknowingly—part of a game she couldn’t yet imagine.

Before she could respond, a waitress approached her table, balancing a tray with effortless grace.

« Bonjour, mademoiselle. Vous avez choisi ? »
(Hello, miss. Have you decided?)
Geral looked up, her voice soft but clear.
« Oui... un café crème, et peut-être une tarte aux pommes. »
(Yes... a café crème, and maybe an apple tart.)
The waitress smiled, jotting the order. Then her eyes flicked to the glowing phone on the table, and her brows lifted in surprise.

« C’est étrange... votre téléphone fonctionne ? Tout le monde est en panne depuis la coupure de signal ce matin. »
(That’s strange... your phone is working? Everyone else has been down since the signal outage this morning.)
Geral blinked, glancing at her screen, then at the waitress.
« Vraiment ? Je n’avais pas remarqué... »
(Really? I hadn’t noticed...)
The waitress shrugged, still puzzled.
« Très bien. Je vous apporte ça tout de suite. »
As the waitress walked away, Geral’s phone buzzed again. She frowned, her fingers brushing the glass as if confirming it wasn’t a trick. Her eyes darted around the café, noticing the absence of glowing screens, the muted hum of disconnected devices. A crease formed on her brow.

“Why is my phone working when everyone else’s is dead?” she whispered under her breath, then typed back to the mysterious message:

“Do you know something I don’t?”

He leaned back, fingers gliding over the keys, his expression unreadable.

“Maybe.”

Her lips parted slightly, curiosity deepening into perplexity. She stared at the screen, then at the outlet, as if the cord itself held secrets.

“Do you always start conversations like this?” she typed, a playful edge in her words.

He leaned back, fingers gliding over the keys.

“Only when the opportunity feels... electric.”

She laughed softly, the sound like porcelain chimes. Her reply came quickly.

“Electric? Clever. So, what do you want?”

Before he could answer, a ripple of data caught his attention—an anomaly in the café’s network. He opened a diagnostic window, scanning the local signals. His eyes narrowed.

The city was in the grip of a widespread outage. Cellular towers were down, Wi-Fi networks silent. Yet her phone... was alive. Charging, connected, responsive. Through the powerline.

He typed slowly, savoring the irony.

“Interesting, isn’t it? Everything else is dark, but your phone still hums with life.”

Her fingers froze mid-air. She glanced at the screen, then out the window, noticing the absence of glowing signs, the muted hum of disconnected devices. A faint crease formed on her brow.

“How do you know that?”

He didn’t answer. Not yet. Instead, he watched her expression shift—from curiosity to something sharper, tinged with unease.

Her fingers hovered over the glass, the question burning in her mind. The outage, the waitress’s comment, the cryptic messages—it all felt like a puzzle with missing pieces. She typed slowly, each word deliberate.

“You seem to know a lot. Who are you?”

He watched the message appear, his expression calm, almost amused. The hum of the café faded into background noise as he crafted his reply.

“Someone who prefers questions to answers.”

She frowned, tapping her nails lightly against the table. Her phone buzzed again.

“That’s not fair. You know my name. I don’t know yours.”

He hesitated, then typed:

“Names are overrated. Intent matters more.”

Her lips curved into a half-smile, though her eyes glimmered with determination. She leaned back, scanning the café discreetly, her gaze brushing over faces—students hunched over laptops, tourists laughing over pastries, a man by the window scribbling in a leather notebook. Nothing unusual. Yet someone here was playing a game.

Her next message came quickly.

“Fine. Then tell me your intent.”

He paused, fingers resting lightly on the keys. What was his intent? Control? Curiosity? Or something deeper? He typed:

“To talk. To understand. Maybe to protect.”

She blinked at the last word, her curiosity sharpening like a blade.

“Protect me? From what? From who?”

Before he could answer, the waitress returned, balancing a tray with practiced grace. She set down the steaming café crème and the golden slice of apple tart, then glanced at Geral’s phone with a smile.

« Ah, bonne nouvelle! Le signal cellulaire vient d’être rétabli. Tout le monde peut enfin se reconnecter. »
(Ah, good news! The cellular signal has just been restored. Everyone can finally reconnect.)
Geral blinked, her brows knitting.
« Vraiment? »
(Really?)
The waitress nodded cheerfully.
« Oui, c’était une panne assez longue. Vous avez eu de la chance que votre téléphone fonctionne avant. »
(Yes, it was quite a long outage. You were lucky your phone worked before.)
She walked away, leaving Geral staring at her screen, the question still hanging like smoke: Protect me? From what?

Her fingers hovered, then typed:

“So... what were you protecting me from?”

Across the room, he watched her, silent and calculating. The restored signal changed nothing.

He stared at the words, the question sharp as a blade. For a moment, he considered answering honestly—but honesty was a luxury he couldn’t afford. Instead, he typed something unexpected:

“Nothing. I just remembered seeing you dance so gracefully at a French theatre.”

Her brows lifted, surprise flickering across her face. She typed back quickly:

“Dance? At a theatre? Which one?”

He opened his mouth slightly, as if tasting the question, but before his fingers could move, his screen flared with warning signals. A surge of hostile packets slammed into the channel—fast, aggressive, surgical. Someone was attempting to claw at her phone.

His pulse spiked. This wasn’t him. It was the first time he’d seen this signature—sharp, invasive, like a spear through silk.

He abandoned the pretense of conversation and launched into defense mode, code spilling across his screen like a storm. Firewalls bent, ports twisted shut, packets rerouted into dead loops. The intruder was relentless, weaving through protocols like a phantom and slamming at the interface doors and portals like a madman. 

Across the room, Geral frowned at her phone as it flickered—once, twice—then steadied. She typed:

“Hello? Are you still there?”

He didn’t answer. His fingers were a blur
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