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		Introduction - LUMEN

								

	
				Roman Navarro had always felt more comfortable inside fictional worlds than the real one. At twenty-six years old, he spent most of his nights working quietly inside a public library in, organizing shelves, processing returned books, and recommending fantasy novels to strangers who rarely remembered his name after leaving the building. The fiction section had become his favorite place in the entire library because it allowed him to disappear into stories where ordinary people transformed into heroes, impossible things became real, and life carried meaning beyond routine survival. While the city outside chased fame, money, parties, and attention, Roman lived in silence between rows of books and fluorescent lights that hummed softly above him long after sunset. Most people saw him as shy, awkward, or forgettable, but Roman carried an imagination so vivid that fictional worlds often felt more real to him than the streets waiting outside the library doors. He secretly wondered if his own life would always remain small compared to the stories he loved so much. Deep down, Roman feared that he was becoming invisible inside a city built for louder people.
 Most evenings followed the exact same pattern. Roman would finish shelving books after closing time, lock the front desk area, and wander through the nearly empty aisles while the rest of continued moving outside without him. Sometimes he stayed late reading scenes from his favorite novels, quietly acting them out to himself like a child pretending to belong inside the story. The library became different after midnight, transforming into a strange world filled with shadows, silence, and endless shelves stretching beneath dim lights. One evening, while reading an action scene from one of his favorite fantasy novels, Roman became so emotionally invested in the moment that he extended his hand forward dramatically as if he were the hero inside the book. Without warning, several books suddenly launched themselves off a nearby shelf and crashed violently onto the floor across the aisle. Roman immediately froze in shock, staring at the scattered books while his heartbeat pounded through the silence around him. Convinced exhaustion had caused him to imagine the entire thing, he nervously closed the novel, gathered his belongings, and left the library disturbed by something he could not explain.
 The following night, Roman returned unable to stop thinking about what happened. The memory followed him throughout the day, replaying itself in his mind with growing intensity until curiosity eventually overcame fear. After the library closed again, he walked back into the fiction section, reopened the same novel, and carefully repeated the exact movement from the night before. This time the reaction was immediate. Several books trembled violently before sliding across the shelves as though an invisible force had shoved them through the air. Roman stumbled backward in panic, nearly knocking over a chair as more books shifted around him without anyone touching them. For the first time in his life, fiction was no longer remaining safely trapped inside pages. Something impossible was happening to him, and deep down Roman understood that whatever had awakened inside him was only the beginning.
 At the same time, another world was quietly waiting for him beyond the safety of the library. The glowing nightlife of pulsed with music, neon lights, hidden violence, and powerful people operating beneath layers of glamour and excess. Roman usually avoided clubs, parties, and crowded social scenes, believing he did not belong in spaces designed for confidence and attention. Everything changes after a charismatic library patron invites him out for one night, promising him an escape from the repetitive loneliness consuming his life. What begins as a harmless invitation soon pulls Roman into a dangerous underground operation connected to drugs, organized crime, and powerful figures desperate to protect their secrets at any cost. Suddenly hunted across Los Angeles while struggling to understand his growing abilities, Roman finds himself standing between two impossible realities: the quiet librarian he has always been and the powerful force he is slowly becoming. Soon, the city will give that force a name. LUMEN.
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		The Fiction Section

								

	
				Roman Navarro arrived at the public library in a few minutes before sunset, carrying the same worn messenger bag he had used for nearly three years. The streets outside remained crowded with impatient drivers, glowing billboards, and people rushing toward lives that always seemed more important than his own. Inside the library, however, everything immediately slowed down into silence, routine, and familiarity. Roman quietly greeted the security guard near the front entrance before walking past rows of computers and reading tables toward the employee break room in the back of the building. He preferred evening shifts because the library felt calmer once most families and students disappeared for the night. The late hours allowed him to focus on shelving books without constant interruptions from loud visitors or impatient customers asking questions he had already answered a hundred times before. Most of the employees considered the evening shift depressing, but Roman secretly enjoyed the isolation that came with it.
 After clocking in, Roman pushed a cart overflowing with returned books toward the fiction section located near the far side of the second floor. The fiction aisle had always been his favorite part of the library because it felt alive in a way the rest of the building did not. Mystery novels, fantasy adventures, science fiction epics, and old supernatural thrillers filled the towering shelves surrounding him from every direction. Roman often stopped while shelving books just to admire cover artwork or reread random pages from stories he already knew by heart. To him, fictional worlds felt safer than reality because they followed emotional logic that real life rarely respected. In books, heroes discovered hidden strength, ordinary people mattered, and darkness eventually lost no matter how impossible things became. Real life outside the library felt far less forgiving. Roman sometimes wondered if he had spent so much time reading about brave people because he secretly feared he would never become one himself.
 A little after eight o’clock, the library became noticeably quieter as visitors slowly filtered out of the building one by one. Roman continued organizing returned books while soft instrumental music played faintly through the library speakers overhead. As he reached for a misplaced fantasy novel near the top shelf, he noticed a man sitting alone nearby reading at one of the corner tables. Roman recognized him immediately because he visited the library several nights every week and always checked out books about nightlife photography, fashion, and music culture around . The man looked slightly older than Roman, probably around thirty, with sharp features, dark hair, and a confidence Roman immediately found intimidating. When their eyes briefly met across the aisle, Roman quickly looked away and pretended to focus on shelving books again. A few seconds later, however, the man smiled faintly before returning to his book. Roman felt strangely nervous afterward for reasons he could not fully explain.
 Near closing time, Roman passed by the same table while collecting abandoned books left behind by visitors. Before he could continue walking, the man closed his book and casually started a conversation that caught Roman completely off guard. He introduced himself as Mateo Cruz and joked that Roman always looked far too serious for someone surrounded by fantasy novels all night. Roman laughed awkwardly, embarrassed by how accurate the comment felt, while Mateo continued speaking with an effortless charm Roman immediately envied. Their conversation only lasted a few minutes, but it felt longer to Roman because he rarely connected with strangers so easily. Before leaving the library, Mateo casually invited Roman to visit a club in later that weekend, promising him that he needed at least one exciting night away from books and fluorescent lights. Roman almost refused automatically, but something stopped him before the words could leave his mouth. For the first time in a long while, the possibility of saying yes frightened him more than staying comfortable.
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		After Closing Time

								

	
				Roman Navarro spent most of Friday thinking about Mateo Cruz’s invitation even while pretending he had already decided not to go. Every time he tried focusing on work inside the library, his mind drifted back toward the conversation near the fiction section and the confidence Mateo carried so naturally. Roman could still hear the teasing tone in Mateo’s voice when he joked that Roman looked trapped inside the library like a character who forgot to leave the story. The comment should have embarrassed him, yet somehow it stayed with him throughout the day in a way that felt strangely personal. Roman rarely received invitations anywhere, especially from people who seemed completely comfortable inside worlds he usually avoided. By the beginning of his evening shift, he had already convinced himself at least six different times that going to a nightclub in would be a terrible idea. Even so, he had not stopped thinking about it for a single moment.
 The library felt unusually quiet that night, almost as if the building itself had settled into sleep earlier than normal. Rain tapped softly against the tall windows while Roman pushed a cart of returned books through the second floor fiction aisle under dim overhead lighting. Most visitors had already gone home, leaving only a few students scattered near the computer section downstairs. Roman quietly shelved novels while replaying scenes from his favorite fantasy series inside his head the way he often did when nobody else was around. Acting out fictional moments had become a strange habit over the years, something he only allowed himself to do when the aisles were completely empty. Sometimes he imagined battle scenes while shelving books, extending his hands dramatically like the heroes he admired growing up. It felt childish, but it also helped him escape the loneliness that waited for him outside the library every night. Fiction allowed him to become someone fearless for a few seconds at a time.
 A little before closing time, Roman carried one of his favorite fantasy novels toward a small reading table hidden between two tall shelves near the back corner of the fiction section. The scene he opened to involved a young hero discovering hidden powers for the first time during a confrontation inside an ancient castle. Roman quietly read several lines aloud beneath his breath before instinctively acting out the scene with more energy than usual. As the fictional character pushed invisible force outward with both hands, Roman mirrored the movement without thinking, fully immersed inside the moment. Suddenly, several books violently slid across a nearby shelf before crashing onto the floor hard enough to echo through the empty aisle. Roman immediately jumped backward in shock, his heartbeat slamming against his chest while he stared at the scattered books in complete silence. For several seconds he remained frozen, unable to process what had just happened or explain how the books could have moved on their own.
 Roman nervously looked around the aisle to make sure nobody else had seen what happened. The library remained completely silent except for the distant hum of fluorescent lights overhead and rain continuing outside the windows. Slowly, he bent down to gather the fallen books while convincing himself exhaustion had caused him to imagine the entire thing. Even after reshelving the novels, however, Roman could not ignore how unnatural the moment had felt. The books had not simply slipped off the shelf; they had launched outward as though something invisible shoved them across the aisle. Roman quickly closed the fantasy novel and placed it back onto the shelf with trembling hands before grabbing his bag to leave for the night. As he walked toward the employee exit downstairs, he could not shake the growing feeling that something inside him had changed. For the first
 
	

			
			


		
	
		
			
	
		3

		The Second Time

								

	
				Roman Navarro barely slept after leaving the library that night. Every time he closed his eyes, he saw the books flying across the aisle again with impossible force, replaying in his memory so vividly that it no longer felt like exhaustion or imagination. By morning, he had almost convinced himself that the entire incident had been some kind of stress reaction caused by working too many late shifts alone. Even while making coffee inside his small apartment in , Roman kept forcing himself to think logically about what happened. Books did not move on their own, and people certainly did not push objects across rooms without touching them. Still, the memory refused to disappear no matter how many times he tried dismissing it. Something about the moment felt real in a way that frightened him deeply. The worst part was not the fear itself, but the growing curiosity beginning to overpower it.
 Throughout the day, Roman found himself distracted by small things he normally ignored. While waiting at a crosswalk after lunch, he caught himself staring at a loose newspaper shifting across the sidewalk beneath strong wind, wondering whether movement itself could somehow be manipulated. Later, while shelving books during his evening shift, he repeatedly glanced toward the same aisle where the incident happened the night before. The fiction section suddenly felt different now, less comforting and far more unsettling than it ever had before. Every shelf seemed filled with impossible stories quietly waiting to become real. Roman tried focusing on work, but the strange tension inside him only continued growing stronger as closing time approached. He kept hearing the scene from the fantasy novel replaying inside his head like unfinished dialogue demanding resolution. By the time the last visitors finally left the library, Roman already knew he was going back to the aisle.
 The second floor became completely silent after closing, leaving Roman alone beneath rows of dim fluorescent lights stretching endlessly above the shelves. Rain no longer fell outside, but the city glowed faintly through the tall windows surrounding the library, covering the dark interior with soft reflections from traffic and neon signs below. Roman slowly walked back toward the hidden reading table near the rear corner of the fiction section with nervous energy building inside his chest. The same fantasy novel remained exactly where he left it the previous night. For several seconds, he simply stared at the cover without touching it, almost afraid that opening the book again might confirm something impossible about himself. Finally, Roman sat down, opened to the same chapter, and reread the scene carefully while trying to control his breathing. When the moment arrived again, he hesitated briefly before extending his hands forward exactly the way he had the night before.
 The reaction happened instantly. Several books trembled violently before sliding off the shelves with enough force to slam against nearby tables across the aisle. Roman immediately stumbled backward in panic as more books began shaking around him like invisible vibrations were moving through the air itself. One hardcover novel lifted several inches off a shelf before dropping hard onto the floor directly in front of him. Roman stared at it in horror, realizing there was no possible explanation left anymore. This time he knew he had caused it. Fear rushed through him so intensely that he nearly ran out of the aisle without stopping, but something stronger held him in place. Beneath the fear, Roman felt something else beginning to awaken inside him for the first time in his life: excitement.
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		Fiction Becomes Real

								

	
				Roman Navarro remained frozen in the center of the fiction aisle long after the books stopped moving. The silence surrounding him suddenly felt heavier than before, pressing down against the library with unnatural tension while several scattered novels remained spread across the floor near his feet. His breathing became uneven as he stared at the shelves around him, half expecting another violent reaction to happen without warning. For years, Roman had escaped into stories about impossible abilities, hidden destinies, and ordinary people discovering powers they never imagined existed. None of those stories, however, prepared him for the terror of watching reality break apart directly in front of him. The hardest part was not understanding how it happened, but accepting that it happened because of him. Somewhere deep inside his chest, Roman felt the terrifying certainty that this was only the beginning. Whatever had awakened inside him was growing stronger.
 Carefully, Roman crouched down to pick up the fallen books while his hands continued trembling uncontrollably. As he reached toward one hardcover resting several feet away, the book suddenly slid across the floor toward him without being touched. Roman instantly pulled his hand back in shock, causing the book to stop moving halfway between them. He stared at it silently while panic and disbelief collided inside his head at the exact same time. Slowly, Roman extended his fingers again, focusing harder now as though instinct itself was guiding him. The book shifted slightly before lifting a few inches from the ground and hovering uncertainly in the air. Roman gasped and immediately lost concentration, sending the novel crashing back onto the floor loud enough to echo throughout the empty second floor. His heartbeat pounded violently against his chest while he backed away from the floating book like it had become something dangerous.
 Roman hurried through the remaining cleanup before practically fleeing the library for the night. Outside, downtown glowed beneath reflections of neon signs, passing traffic, and distant sirens echoing through the streets. The city suddenly looked different to him now, almost unreal compared to the version of reality he believed existed only a few days earlier. Roman walked several blocks without fully paying attention to where he was going, replaying the impossible moment inside his head over and over again. Books did not levitate. Objects did not move simply because someone imagined them moving. Yet no matter how much logic he forced himself to use, the truth remained standing directly in front of him. Somehow, his thoughts were beginning to affect the physical world around him.
 By the time Roman finally returned to his apartment later that night, fear had slowly begun mixing with fascination. He locked the front door behind him, dropped his messenger bag onto the couch, and stared across the small living room while trying to process everything happening to him. Part of him wanted to ignore the entire situation and pretend none of it existed. Another part desperately wanted to test the ability again just to prove
 
	

			
			


		
	EPUB/assets/LUMEN-Front-Book-Cover-1.png
JUAN PABLO OCHOA





