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This book has been written with the assistance of AI.

Lithium  is becoming an important natural resource in the world. So, this book is timely. 

Just REMEMBER. IT IS FICTION. The Texas Rangers do not have a Special Unit defending natural resources. Perhaps they should, but that is another question. The story, the tech IS FICTION. 

Don’t yell at me that I am scaring people or that I give people ideas. What I hope is that I give you entertainment.  

Lithium is an alkali metal. It is very reactive and does not occur as the pure metal in nature. 



The Briefing

The barn still smelled faintly of hay and motor oil, but the stalls were long gone, replaced by folding tables, laptops, and a tangle of cables strung up the timbered beams. A satellite dish leaned against the hayloft door, and on one side a plywood board bristled with pinned photos and maps of Texas counties. It looked like a place where you could store tractors one day and run covert operations the next.

A government-issue SUV crunched over the gravel outside. Erik, who was the previous owner of the Black Cat Coffee House opened the side door and ushered the visitor in. The Department of Homeland Security (DHS) liaison stepped out of the late night carrying a slim case. He didn’t take off his coat before setting up a portable projector against one of the barn’s rough-plank walls.

The faces of protest crowds lit up the wood grain. At their center, Carmen Viera, megaphone raised, beautiful and composed. The caption above her photo read Lithium Green World (LGW).

“She’s repackaged herself,” the liaison began. His voice carried awkwardly in the barn, bouncing off rafters. “LGW presents as a consultancy for sustainable mining. In reality—” He clicked, and the image changed to an older logo: a stylized tree with the words Let Gaia Win. “—it’s the same radical network, just polished for investors and public opinion.”

Wilhelm,the group’s creole member from Louisiana snorted, leaning back in his chair. “Paint a wolf green, it’s still a wolf.”

The liaison pressed on. “Her group has embedded activists inside mining audits. They’re moving supplies disguised as lab waste. And they’ve chosen an abandoned lithium mine in East Texas for something bigger.”

Erik crossed his arms, eyes locked on the photo of Viera. “Bigger meaning explosive.”

The liaison’s silence was answer enough. He set down a folder on the table. Inside were grainy aerials of a pit mine outside Crockett, half-overgrown, with vehicles parked where no vehicles should be.

“Your official cover is simple,” the liaison said. “Hazard-response advisors under federal contract. You’ll have credentials if stopped.” He lowered his voice. “Unofficially, your task is to stop her before she stages anything on US soil.”

Ram Singh, one of the group’s Agents and an electronics expert leaned forward, his voice low and even. “And if she lights it before we get there?”

The liaison hesitated, then closed the case. “Then pray the cameras aren’t rolling.”

The projector clicked off, leaving only the low hum of laptops and the smell of dust in the rafters.

Erik stared at Viera’s frozen smile on the printout in front of him. He knew that look. It wasn’t just defiance; it was performance.

“She’s not after money,” he muttered. “She’s building a stage.”

The liaison gathered his coat and moved for the door. “Then tear it down before the curtain rises.”

The barn door shut behind him, leaving the team in silence.
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The history of Lithium

A very significant development in Chemistry in the modern days was the development of the Lithium Ion Battery. It was of such importance that the developers (John B Goodenough, M Stanley Whittingham and Akina Yoshino)were awarded the Nobel Prize in Chemistry in 2019.

Whittingham at first used metallic Lithium as the anode, and titanium dioxide as the cathode but the battery short-circuited and caught on fire and Exxon discontinued the project.

John B Goodenough used lithium cobalt oxide as the cathode and that battery worked with its voltage doubling.

Akina Yoshino used petroleum coke as the anode instead of metallic lithium and this produced a battery that was rechargeable, light and safe.

The lithium ion battery in turn made it possible to power many electronic products as well as tools with rechargeable batteries. Current efforts to use such batteries in cars and to store electricity from renewable energy sources, however, is driven by ideology and does not make economic sense. But, battery science is certainly an area of interest. 

At one time, lithium was mined as rock, pulverized and extracted with salty solution to make a brine and precipitate lithium as either a carbonate or as a hydroxide. The solids were then dried and used for making the Lithium Ion Battery. Lithium can also be precipitated from brine, common in some areas. Current plans in my own area within a couple of miles are to fracture the lithium rock (fracking) and extract it as brine. 

This is what is known by almost all people. And here is what only a very few of us know.

On the east coast, two years earlier, an underground greenhouse in Annapolis buzzed under artificial sun.  Rows of red lettuce floated in aerated nutrient broth, monitored by infrared. At bench five, a senior project technician named Travis Elwell injected a clear gel into soil pods filled with lunar regolith simulant. “Should kick off hydration in four hours,” he said into his lapel mic. “Polymer integrity holding.”

The project was code named ASTRA-9, funded by the Defense Advanced Research Projects Agency (DARPA), disguised as a nutritional study for Space Command.

The goal: develop a self-regulating gel that could store and gradually release water into dry soil for long-term missions. Something efficient. Non-toxic. Long shelf life. What they got was Blobeltine — a translucent, viscous polymer with remarkable encapsulation stability. It held water inside itself like droplets in amber.

No one really understood how well it worked until a test chamber went dry three weeks in — and the lettuce was still growing. Not wilted. Not yellowing. Thriving. The gel had been feeding it the entire time without mechanical input.

The lead biologist wanted to patent it. The Pentagon’s liaison wanted it buried. “Too passive for defense,” was the official line. In truth, funding was being reallocated to onboard desalination and magneto hydrodynamics.

Blobeltine was written off as a nonviable application. Two canisters were logged and archived, sealed under nitrogen, and boxed for off-site storage. Travis Elwell signed off on the final containment report. He didn't notice the second copy went into a crate without a barcode. He didn’t know that the off-site facility was in eastern Ukraine.

No one filed a risk memo. No one correlated the moisture-release polymer with the metallurgical data coming out of Berkeley.

Blobeltine was harmless.

Until it met something that wasn’t.

The facility wasn’t on any map. Technically, it didn’t exist. Nestled between a decommissioned coal shaft and a disused telecom tower in the Donetsk region, it had once been a Soviet-era agricultural depot. Now it housed four containers, two foreign operatives, and a small miracle that no one understood.

The file read: Biomaterials – OSINT Recovery / CAT-2 Clearance. Inside Crate 003 was a pressure-sealed capsule of Lithullin, still bearing a worn UC Berkeley lab tag. Crate 004 contained Blobeltine in a thick gel-state, marked “ASTRA-9 / IRRIGATION TEST COMPOUND.” The agents didn’t know the chemistry. They weren’t told. Their job was to log, refrigerate, and await extraction.

The only technician with clearance to handle both samples was a Belarusian ex-chemist named Mikhael. He had a scar like a comma at the edge of his lip and chain-smoked into his lab mask. On the second night of storage, power dipped during a spring storm.

Generator kicked in. One of the capsule seals—Lithullin’s—froze and cracked from thermal stress. No one noticed. Blobeltine, stored above it on an open-shelving unit, leaked four grams of gel through a punctured plastic seal. The drop was microscopic. It was enough.

At 03:48 local time, the sensors recorded a temperature spike of 1600°C in under 0.3 seconds. All external cameras went white. All internal logs were destroyed. When a drone sweep finally arrived six hours later, the entire depot had collapsed inward — no fire left, but a blast crater.

Just warped concrete, super heated pipes, and a lattice of fused re-bar melted into slag.

There were no identifiable remains. Mikhael’s badge was found lodged inside the steel support frame, vapor-welded into it.

The reaction was noisy. Big shock wave. Also an explosion signature. Satellite heat maps chalked it up to an electrical fault — perhaps a methane flare. No one questioned it. Except for one thing.

A back-end relay from the local power grid had been running a diagnostic email to a dormant Ukrainian server cluster.

That cluster was being quietly scanned by an Iranian cyber-forensics AI named ZARDASHT, built to detect radiation leaks from NATO experiments. ZARDASHT flagged the thermal burst and its chemical profile. A digest version was ex filtrated and offered on the black web within three days. The keywords included: organolithium containment breach, encapsulated gel rupture, unstable hydro-reactive event. And two code words nobody recognized. LITHULLIN. BLOBELTINE.

And a half of the world away.

The lights in the sub-basement flickered when the centrifuge has peaked. Dr. Lenora Halden, a chemist stood motionless in her nitrile gloves, watching the digital readout climb past safe thresholds. “Still holding,” she muttered to herself, not blinking. “Still... behaving.” The lattice was tighter than anything she’d engineered before — tighter than lithium titanate, tighter than any published carbon structure. And it was doing something impossible: Extracting lithium ions directly from unfiltered brine . . . and reducing them. Not as salt. Not as carbonate. As metal. Stored, somehow, inside itself.

She hadn’t meant to build a containment matrix. The goal was selective targeting — to pull lithium from South American brine without the waste or the sun. A zero-evaporation process. What she had instead was an organolithium shell that held its payload like a tick swollen with blood.

The sample cooled. The color dulled to a soft gray. No smoke. No pop. Just a silence that unnerved her. She approached, scanning the nanostructure data on her cracked tablet. Every test showed stability. But she didn’t trust it. Something this reactive shouldn’t sit this still. Lithullin, she had nicknamed it in the margins — a lazy hybrid of lithium and “null,” the math function she used to model its discharge curves.

The UC lab director wanted results by end of quarter. The Department of Energy contact wanted scale. But Lenora was days from pulling the plug. The compound was too efficient, too aggressive. Its selectivity was unnatural — like it knew what it wanted.

She’d tried to dissolve the lattice once. The reaction had foamed up, hissed, and popped a glove box seal. No one was hurt. But the lab had reeked of ozone and burnt hair for three days.

She had dreams, sometimes, of it reacting inside her bloodstream — picking lithium out of her cells, collapsing her from the inside. She laughed when she told her grad assistant. The assistant didn’t laugh back.

She kept the prototypes in a private mini-fridge — sealed under pressure, triple-bagged, logged in no formal record. Not even her department chair knew what she’d built. She intended to keep it that way. She didn’t notice the email spoof attempt that pinged her Berkeley credentials two days later. Nor the odd power flutter during her last recorded experiment. Nor the man in the beige windbreaker, leaning against the emergency exit at Sproul Hall. 

In another lab.

In the clean lab, Elen, a research chemist working on a contract unpacks the canister with her assistant, noting the yellow, faintly viscous liquid inside. Under microscope, the team observes the presence of minuscule water droplets, suspended but unmoving — impossible without chemical structuring. She logs it as “aqueous-matrix micro-encapsulation.

Elen tapped her badge twice against the reinforced glass reader. The door to Lab C5 clicked and depressurized with its usual irritated sigh.

She stepped through the airlock into the main chamber, shoulders stiff under the weight of too many nights like this one—half-slept, over caffeinated, and threatened with the apprehention of things she couldn’t quite name.

The lab’s cold light woke up slowly, in uneven blocks across the ceiling. Her boots echoed on the aluminum flooring. Monitors blinked amber in standby.

Elen inhaled the familiar scent of polymer and ionized air—a synthetic cleanness that somehow always smelled a little burnt.

She walked past the high-density shelving to the far wall, where the triple-sealed containment unit sat like a monolith, humming quietly.

The sample logs for Blobeltine were due to resume thermal modulation testing in ninety minutes.

She had wanted one last physical confirmation—just to verify vial integrity before introducing even low-level heat.

The secondary locker required both a biometric and passcode entry. She placed her palm on the reader and leaned in.

“Rhee, Elen. Authorization: Mu-nine-Twelve-Vega.” The lock disengaged with a muted chime. The drawer slid out.

She blinked.

Three vials. Not four.

No fog, no internal condensation, no seal tampering, no disarray. Just three.

Her brain didn’t panic at first. It did something worse—it paused. Like a buffering wheel.

She checked the internal rack. Vials 1-A, 1-B, 1-D. 1-C was gone.

Her hand reached to the back edge of the containment drawer, as if it might have slipped, rolled—something. But the interior was precision-cut to hold only four vials.

No room for movement. No possibility of “slip.” Her breath misted on the door glass.

“No no no—what—” She yanked the logs. Nothing. No opening, no breach. All internal sensors showed pressure maintained at 100%.

The vacuum sensor hadn’t dropped by even a fraction of a kilopascal. No alarms. No alert. Nothing.

Her throat tightened as her eyes traced the access log time stamps.

Last recorded access: herself, 03:48 yesterday. The final entry, after sealing the secondary containment. Logged as successful. Verified.

She stared at the slot again, now brutally empty.

The vial wasn’t there. But nothing had opened the chamber. And that was hard to explain.

Elen stood motionless for nearly a full minute, listening. Not for sounds, but for *changes*—temperature shifts, airflow stutters, that low vibration that indicated a seal failure. Nothing.

She activated the diagnostics console beside the unit.

The touchscreen displayed internal telemetry in a clean, DARPA-standard font:

Pressure: nominal. Temperature: nominal. Seal integrity: 100%. No breach flags. 

No alarm states.

She keyed in a full archive pull from the last 48 hours. The logs returned clean. Only two entries: yesterday’s final chamber seal, and this morning’s authorized access.

She opened the diagnostics menu again and manually engaged the unit’s seal stress test. A high-frequency hum filled the drawer as internal ultrasonics pinged the chamber walls.

Diagnostics returned green across the board. Elen stepped back and stared at the interior of the containment drawer.

“Okay. Let’s pretend you’re smarter than the drawer,” she muttered.

She removed each of the remaining vials and placed them under the sterile lens.

1-A: intact. 1-B: intact. 1-C: nothing. 1-D: intact

All seals were visually unbroken. No micro fractures. No evaporation. No biological growth.

No sign of leakage, corrosion, condensation, or any breach path through which someone, or *something*, could have taken the missing vial.

But it wasn’t there. And the drawer had been sealed.

“This isn’t just a misfile. This is surgical.”

Her hands hovered over the console again, hesitation slowing her fingertips. If she reported it now, they’d shut down the entire project before she could find out how. Or who.

But if she didn’t, and it got out... the consequences depended on where that vial was now. And who had it. She closed the drawer softly.

The room suddenly felt too clean. Too quiet. Like someone had already been here.

"Reporting Channels"

“You're sure it's not a cataloging error?” Hardwick, Elen’s boss  asked and didn’t even look up from his tablet.

Elen stood across from him in the secondary admin corridor, arms folded, posture locked.

“I know what I logged. I know what I sealed. And I know what’s not there.”

“We run a hundred compound logs a week. One misfiled entry isn’t exactly headline material.”

“It’s not an entry. It’s a vial. A physical object. Gone.”

Hardwick finally looked up. His face was the kind that had forgotten how to be surprised.

“Alright. Humor me. What’s the containment log show?”

“Perfect seals. No breach flags. No tampering.”

“So it’s *still in the drawer*.”

“It’s not in the drawer, Clive.”

He exhaled like she was giving him a headache he didn’t want to log.

“Maybe someone moved it to refrigeration. Or samples got consolidated. Talk to Finch.”

“Finch was off rotation yesterday.”

Hardwick flicked through her inventory log with a bored thumb. “Then it’ll turn up.”

“You’re not going to open an incident case?”

“Not unless I see a reason to. No alerts, no evidence of entry, and no confirmed breach.”

“The absence *is* the breach.”

“The absence,” he said, “is a discrepancy.”

Elen stared at him, heart hammering in that slow, stubborn rhythm that started when people pretended they weren’t afraid.

“If it’s gone,” she said, quietly, “and it’s in the wrong hands... you understand what it could react with.”

“Nobody outside this facility even knows what Blobeltine *is*, Rhee.”

“One unstable compound in the wrong place and—”

“We’re not triggering a full trace-and-contain based on a misplaced test vial.”

She looked down at the floor for half a breath, then back up.

“You’re protecting something. Or someone.”

“I’m protecting operational continuity.”

“Same thing.”

Hardwick stood, collected his tablet, and offered her nothing.

“I’ll make a note. That’s the most I can do today.”

“And if it doesn’t turn up?”

“Then we’ll revise the inventory log.”

He walked away without a goodbye.

Elen stood there, skin prickling, watching the door hiss shut behind him.

The facility had just told her, in clean procedural language, that it would rather lose a weapon than admit it was ever stolen​

The Leak

The post appeared on RedCasimir, a darknet board dedicated to unusual materials. It was titled: Harvest Protocol Debrief – Partial / Corrupted / Chem Spike Data.

The text was mostly gibberish — compression artifacts, mathematical notations, half-broken Ukrainian. But line 17 stood out: ΔLIT 7.2B :: 63/Cl + 1/Null = high-eff H2 liberation > therm spike (latency 0.3s) One user replied: “This reads like an unregistered flash point test. What the hell is 63/Cl?”

Another: Is Null a placeholder or a polymer name?

The thread was deleted two hours later. Cached copies spread in pieces — file hashes only, buried inside encrypted archives. The chemical names were tagged separately by a Romanian data broker known only as “FarEcho.” He marked the thread with a single word: VALIDATED.

Within 72 hours, fragments of the thermal event reached a private Slack group of former Shell engineers who maintained a defunct lithium mining startup in Argentina. 

One of them, a process chemist, read the ratio 7.2:1 and said, “That’s lithium. It’s always lithium.” He was joking. But he logged out five minutes later and never logged in again.

By the end of the week, Carmen Viera had a decrypted summary of the incident on her solar-battery server in the Chilean Atacama plateau. In Caracas, a Venezuelan colonel forwarded a purchase order through a shell company to acquire six tons of “inert polymer media.” In Ramallah, a narrow-faced man in a leather coat slid a printout across a table and said, “Find me the professor.”

The professor had already gone dark. She knew they were coming. She had named the compound Lithullin out of irony. But the world had chosen to take it literally.

The Natural Resources Protection Unit (NRPU) of the Texas Rangers.

This is a semi-secret organization. I don’t want to label them but then again, they like to be behind the scenes. Erik impressed the Rangers when they were in a tight spot with their shortage of personnel because of the need to strengthen the border and not having enough personnel. And the way he handled the situation in Borderpost as well. And the promotion of Wilhelm to being an Agent was a masterstroke. You see, Wilhelm is an easygoing guy, cuts your grass and fixes engines and does odd jobs, people talk around him. He hangs around the place like he is killing time but he collects useful info. He has lost about 20 lbs and in his lighter Summer outfit he looks like a different guy. Sadly, his Senorita and he are off again and I am sad to see that. But it is the way it is. Erik’s coffee house has not been a success. 

The wooden sign above the Black Cat Coffee House creaked in the breeze, its faded silhouette of a cat mid-pounce more ghost than logo now. Inside, the smell of roasted beans lingered despite the place being shuttered for two years. Erik Bergren sat at the counter, sleeves rolled, steel thermos steaming beside a small tray of mismatched mugs. He swept up the reports on the counter and looked at the team members.

“Take a seat,” he said as the last of the five walked in, boots echoing on the scuffed floorboards. Delahay, from the Rangers, leaned against the wall with arms crossed. Wilhelm Morel, still wearing a mechanic’s shirt stained with grease, sat heavily at the far end. The other members of the staff — Cho, Lyle, and Ram Singh — spread out.

Erik clicked the remote. A portable projector cast a flickering image against the blank wall: a lithium brine evaporation field somewhere in South America, pale green water glinting under a pitiless sun. “Let me be clear. This isn’t about lithium,” Erik said. “It’s about what someone’s trying to do with it.”
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