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Chapter 1: Bromon
The year was 4609. The BoogyJi had returned for a second time, waging a slow, crushing war against The How that had now stretched across five hundred years. Four years prior, the planet had officially surrendered to BoogyJi rule. Invidia and his ruthless Fictus gang now ran the world, infecting every facet of daily life with thousands of suffocating policies, laws, and regulations.
Everything was done in the name of "safety"—a concept that had never been much of a concern before the occupation. A rigorous Job Safety Analysis had to be written up anytime a basic task needed to be done, and woe to the worker who messed up their paperwork, for the BoogyJi monitored every compliance log with iron-fisted wrath. Life in the remote water fields was no exception.
Amidst this heavy bureaucratic gloom, a brilliant breakthrough had arrived from Planet-Z just days earlier: a revolutionary teleportation device known simply as a Window. Tens of thousands of these portals had been manufactured for immediate deployment. Unfortunately, the occupying BoogyJi immediately seized control of the invention, slapping a massive price tag on what the original engineers intended to be free public infrastructure.
Desperate to cut transportation costs and move workers efficiently without relying on traditional ground transit, the water field management purchased a couple of hundred pairs of Windows. They installed them at remote water well pads and major urban centers alike. Two Windows arrived at the new A42 water well pad: one linked directly to South OrijiBay, and the other to the sprawling hub of the Capitolium, which was being converted into a central nexus connecting every city on the planet.
Stepping through the portal from South OrijiBay onto the A42 pad was a newly hired water tester and secret electronics prodigy named Bromon, hailing from his home city of Belator.
Bromon had spent years training for a career in advanced electronics development, but the BoogyJi regime had arbitrarily forced him into the water field instead. Naturally, he was severely overqualified and deeply unenthusiastic about his new assignment. Suiting up in heavy coveralls and safety gear, he stepped out onto the metal grating to relieve the outgoing greenhand.
Before he could reach his station, his supervisor stepped into his path.
"You must be Bromon. I’m Omoho," the supervisor said, reviewing a digital slate. "I looked over your education history—you hold a master’s degree in electronics engineering. Impressive. Listen, we have a broken pressure gauge over by the high stage. Do you think you could take a look at it?"
"I’d probably need specialized micro-soldering tools," Bromon replied cautiously.
"This is the water field, kid. We’ve got every tool imaginable crammed into the tool shack. I’ll show you around the pad," Omoho said, gesturing toward the towering, fifteen-foot wellheads wrapped in intricate scaffolding and a chaotic maze of high-pressure piping. "Did you bring a book or an E-pad to keep you busy between readings?"
"Just my PMD," Bromon answered, tapping his personal mobile device.
"That's all anyone needs out here." Omoho walked him through the facility, pointing out the emergency shutdown valves and the open manifold. Behind it stood the high-stage separator, monitored by a tall, long-haired operator named Owaji, with whom Bromon exchanged a polite nod. Beyond that, Omoho introduced him to the greenhand he was replacing at the low-stage separator—a sharp-eyed young operator named Omonija.
As soon as Omoho walked away to handle supervisor duties, Omonija let out a massive sigh of relief. "Thank god you’re here. I’ve been working thirty-seven days straight. I am so overdue for days off."
"I thought twenty-one days was supposed to be the maximum rotation," Bromon said, blinking.
"That’s what they promise to get you out here," Omonija laughed bitterly. "Last year, I worked fifty-two days in a row without a single break. I’d quit, but the hazard pay is too good. Nothing on The How pays like the water field unless you want to spend thirteen years in school to become a surgeon."
"Well, I did go to school for electronics development," Bromon muttered, gesturing at the sprawling industrial landscape. "The BoogyJi forced me out here. This is my first day on any pad, and this place looks like a piping amusement park gone wrong."
"You’ll get used to it in no time, trust me," Omonija smiled. She quickly showed him the ropes—monitoring sight glasses, keeping fluid levels between two and twelve cubic meters, and bleeding off tank pressure before safety pop-valves triggered. Once her final transfer was complete, she grabbed her backpack and bolted for the portal, eager for freedom.
Left alone by his tank, Bromon stared into the empty space. For twenty-seven minutes, nothing happened. He sat in silence, cursing the BoogyJi and wondering if his planet would ever be free again.
Then Omoho reappeared, holding a shattered gauge. "If you get bored and want to test those fancy skills of yours, feel free to fix this. It’s not technically your job, but the tool shack has everything you need."
"I'll put my education to good use," Bromon agreed.
Taking the gauge apart back at his station, Bromon discovered a sheared micro-chip trace. He hurried to the tool shack, fired up the micro-solder station, and restored the circuit board. Twenty minutes later, he screwed the repaired gauge back onto the low-stage tank. It hummed to life, reading pressure with absolute precision.
When Omoho inspected it, his eyes went wide. "Great work, Bromon! Next time something electronic blows up on this pad, we’re coming straight to you. You’re easily the handiest greenhand we’ve ever had. Go grab a coffee."
Bromon spent the rest of his shift adjusting to the gentle, rhythmic hum of the separators. At the end of the day, Omoho drove the crew back to the A42 camp, where Bromon enjoyed a hot meal in the cafeteria and retreated to his private room to watch television. His first day hadn't been nearly as bad as he feared.














Chapter 2: Second Day
Working the day shift (AT shift) meant Bromon enjoyed steady sunlight, a luxury denied to the night and mid-tier crews. On his second day, he relieved a friendly, weathered veteran named Menio.
Scarcely an hour into his shift, a rugged company consultant walked up to Bromon holding a crushed, rectangular device.
"I hear you're the pad’s electronics wizard," the consultant said anxiously. "Can you fix this? I’ll pay you a thousand Boogy dollars right now. There’s vital operational data on this drive that I cannot afford to lose."
Bromon examined the wrecked hardware. It was an older, rectangular-shaped personal computer—a design strictly outlawed by the BoogyJi, who mandated round-screen interfaces.
"The chassis is completely totaled," Bromon said. "However, if you have a replacement unit, I can harvest the internal memory chip from this one and port it over."
"I have a brand-new, un-opened unit right in my shack!" the consultant beamed. "Come with me."
"What about my tank readings?" Bromon asked.
"Don't worry about it. I'll get Owaji to cover your station. He won't mind."
The consultant introduced himself as Ofmor. Inside Ofmor’s private office, Bromon unpacked his kit. With delicate, surgical precision, he cracked open the smashed laptop, extracted the intact memory module, and carefully integrated it into Ofmor’s new machine. Within an hour, he booted up the system, navigated to the secure data partition, and confirmed all files were intact.
Ofmor looked like a man who had just dodged an executioner's axe. "You just saved my career. Here—take two thousand Boogy dollars." He slapped a thick stack of currency onto the desk.
"Thank you, Ofmor," Bromon said, pocketing the cash. It amounted to nearly a week's regular wages in a single hour.
As Bromon stepped back outside, a water truck driver approached him with a pair of high-end Z-binoculars coated in fine desert sand that had jammed the internal focus gears. Taking them apart, Bromon cleaned out the abrasive grit and recalibrated the optics.
"These cost me three thousand Boogy dollars," the driver marveled as the lenses snapped into crystal-clear focus. "Let me pay you five hundred for saving me a replacement trip."
Pocketing another windfall of cash, Bromon whistled as he walked back to his tank. His second day on the job was turning into an unexpected goldmine.




Chapter 3: Promotion
Over the next two weeks, Bromon’s reputation as the miraculous tech-fixer of the A42 pad spread like wildfire across the district.
Then, on his eighteenth day, disaster struck. A clumsy crane operator backed into the local Window portal leading to the Capitolium, shattering its delicate plasma array. Panic rippled across the camp.
Ofmor dragged Bromon over to the sparking frame. "Can you salvage this?"
Bromon spent a full hour inspecting the charred field generators, drafting a precise parts manifest. Furnished with a company debit card, he hopped through the surviving South OrijiBay portal, rushed to an industrial supply depot, and returned within two hours with a heavy bag of components.
Working late into the night long after his shift ended, Bromon meticulously re-wired the spatial-folding matrix. Three hours past sundown, the fractured air rippled, and the brilliant blue plasma field hummed back to life, stable and secure.
Ofmor clapped him hard on the back. "Brilliant work! Word of this is going straight to the occupation authorities. You just saved the company a million Boogy dollars—the baseline cost of a new Window pair. Pack your gear, kid. Your life on the water pad is about to change."
The very next morning, Ofmor summoned Bromon to his office with an official communication from the high command.
"Bromon, the report reached Invidia’s inner circle," Ofmor announced, grinning broadly. "They’re creating a dedicated orbital and regional Window Repair Division. They want you as a master technician, paying three times your current rate with substantially better leave rotations."
"That... actually aligns with my training," Bromon admitted, stunned.
Within hours, orders were cut. Bromon stepped through the repaired portal straight into the bustling heart of the Capitolium. Waiting for him on the other side was an administrative handler in a striking red uniform holding a welcome placard.
"Welcome, Bromon. I am Osweety," she greeted him smoothly. "We have another damaged terminal across the plaza that needs your touch."
Bromon inspected the Capitolium terminal, diagnosed the sub-harmonic feedback loop, and repaired it with surgical efficiency in record time. Impressed by his brilliance, the administration immediately assigned him a luxurious high-rise apartment in the upper tiers of the Capitolium.
Bromon spent the rest of his life working as a premier Window Repair Technician. While life under the shadow of the BoogyJi remained complicated, he carved out a comfortable, secure existence, eventually marrying, raising two children, and retiring as a respected pillar of the Capitolium. When his time came, he was laid to rest with full professional honors in the city's grandest cemetery.
THE END
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