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That morning, Robert Peterson rose from his bed just like any other day, with no changes to his routine. After getting cleaned up, he prepared for a new day of work at his office, at the same time as always. He lived in a studio apartment provided to him thanks to his position as Director of Operations at the embassy located in the Union of Consolidated States (UCS). The Ambassador, appointed by the Ministry of Foreign Affairs of their nation, Adana, was his immediate superior.


His responsibilities were complex and required his complete attention as supervisor of the embassy’s various departments. At eight-thirty in the morning, he arrived punctually at the entrance guarded by soldiers assigned to the defense of his nation's diplomatic territory. Although they recognized him immediately, he presented his identification and waited for the brief security check to conclude, allowing him entry.


While waiting for the check to finish, he noticed a long line of people waiting for the embassy's activities to begin. Robert Peterson thought it would be a busy day for him and his staff. The doors of the building were open, ready to receive applicants for the various services they offered.


He walked past, greeting the soldiers handling the embassy's internal security; as he passed the public service cubicles, he offered the same courtesy to the staff present that morning. He climbed the stairs and passed through the security inspection that blocked passage to the second-floor offices, a restricted area accessible only to embassy workers. Robert Peterson’s office was at the end of the hallway, next to the Ambassador’s, which remained closed most of the time as he did not typically get involved in daily operations. Upon entering, he found his assistant waiting for him, as was customary every morning. His desk was in one of the general offices with the rest of the supervisory staff.


"Good morning, Director Peterson."


"Good morning, Steve. Any messages or news?"


"No, sir, you have no messages."


"And the Ambassador?"


"He is still in Adana; he has two days of meetings left."


"Understood. No news."


"Yes, Director."


Steve left the office, leaving him alone as he concentrated on organizing his desk and preparing for the day's activities. He turned on his computer, logging into the system with his username and password for a secure start. He checked his emails and answered those requiring an immediate response. Once done, he continued analyzing the files on his desk.


Hours later, he finished signing and evaluating the last file, placing it in a pile ready to be filed by his assistant. As part of his routine, he took a break by walking through the embassy and observing his staff. From the hallway, he looked out at the activities in the second-floor offices. He went down to the ground floor and entered the internal area where the staff had their desks, next to the public service windows.


At least twelve employees worked on the ground floor. Six attended to the public, and the rest were responsible for application verification processes. He watched with satisfaction as his staff worked diligently. The supervisor noticed his presence and approached him.


"How are you, Director?"


"Hello, Joshua. I see everything is in order."


"Yes, sir, we have received many applications. We have already processed sixty percent."


"Anything to report?"


"No, sir, nothing to report."


"Very good, Joshua."


He left the area and, after observing the public waiting patiently in lines on the ground floor, continued toward the stairs. As he ascended, he noticed something that caught his eye among the waiting people. In one of the lines moving toward the reception, a person stood out. His height exceeded that of most people; he wore a sweatshirt with the hood pulled over his head. He wondered how they had allowed him entry while hiding his face. The other detail that drew his attention was his posture; there was something strange about the way his body leaned with his head down.


He stopped halfway up the stairs and began to descend. As he went down each step, he scanned for the person he had seen just seconds ago. He looked in the last place he had seen him, but he wasn’t there. He focused and searched again, trying to find the details he had identified. He was at least two meters tall and wore some kind of green sweatshirt. As he searched, he noticed one of the security soldiers closer to him. The soldier reacted immediately, nodded, and followed Robert’s gaze in search of something suspicious.


As he continued looking, he noticed something odd in a group of people in one of the lines: they were looking to their left and then at each other. He kept watching until a figure emerged from a blind spot. He had a green sweatshirt with the hood covering his head. He began to move away slowly, weaving between the people in the line. He was trying to reach the embassy entrance, but a crowd of people obstructed his path. The soldier with whom Robert had shared the silent exchange alerted the rest of his colleagues around the reception. Two of them positioned themselves at the building’s entrance.


The Suspect noticed the shift in security and stopped approaching. Robert continued down the stairs without losing sight of him; suddenly, he changed direction and moved slowly toward the service area to the left of the stairs. One of the soldiers took a position in front of Robert, monitoring the behavior of the person in the green sweatshirt. Little by little, security began to surround the suspicious individual without drawing the attention of most of the applicants. Robert wasn’t sure about the security team’s actions; he feared what this person might be willing to do if cornered. He approached the soldier in front of him.


"Do not do anything that might create a violent situation; there are too many people in here."


"Yes, sir," the soldier replied.


He took his communicator and repeated the instructions to the rest of the security team. The soldiers' demeanor changed, and they held their positions. Noticing the sudden change, the suspect stopped and did not advance further. Robert spoke to the soldier again.


"Carefully approach him and take him to the security area."


The soldier nodded and repeated the instructions. Slowly, he approached the suspect; oddly, he made no move to flee. He remained in the same spot between several lines. The soldier got close enough to speak to him and escort him if he offered no resistance. When he reached for his arm, the stranger reacted, preventing him from grabbing hold. He stepped closer again; Robert decided to intervene and avoid any violence. He took a step forward; at the same time, the soldier whit a quick movement to remove the hood that still concealed his face.


Screams and panic filled the place; people scattered and began to run in different directions, moving away from the soldier and the stranger. Robert advanced until he was two meters from the soldier; there were no people obstructing his view. Four soldiers had their weapons trained on the suspect, who was kneeling. His heart filled with fear, and the soldiers shared the same sentiment as they shouted relentlessly.


"Don't move!"


Despite the fear, he continued to approach until he was next to the soldier he had communicated with. In front of him, the stranger remained kneeling with his head down and his arms suspended in the air, showing he had no weapons. At that distance, the source of the fear became reality: what at first seemed like a person could not even be identified as a human being. The color of his skin was dark brown, and his head was oval-shaped, different from any head he could recognize on Earth, whether animal or human. The lack of comprehension of what he was observing made him look at the arms; the sweatshirt covered most of them, but not the hands. They were not human hands; three dark fingers protruded from the ends of the sleeves.


The soldier beside him was trembling as he continued to aim his weapon while shouting the same phrase. Suddenly, the being lifted his head; Robert stifled his astonishment; that was not a face he could recognize. None of its features were familiar; there were eyes and a mouth, but it was only a face because it contained them. The being moved its mouth and, with a harsh voice, repeated the same phrase over and over.


"I request asylum… I request asylum… I request asylum…"


The soldiers continued aiming at him; they didn’t seem to hear the words of the being in front of them. Robert remained motionless, still stunned by everything that had happened and listening to the phrase repeating without pause in that raspy, inhuman voice. The being looked from side to side, searching for evidence that his words had been understood; Robert focused on his face. Even in the strange features, he could recognize fear; the rest of the people in the vicinity were moving as far away as possible, while others recorded what was happening with their phones.


The being, in desperation, lowered his head again and placed what were his hands on the floor in an act of supplication. It was this action that brought Robert back to the reality of what was happening. Whatever it was, it understood where it was and what those words meant to this institution. The soldier next to him reacted to the movement, panic rising in his voice. He was sure he was about to shoot; at the same time, the being remained prostrate, defenseless. He stepped between them and, with a firm voice, asked him to calm down.


Using the full volume of his voice, he ordered the rest of the soldiers to lower their weapons and back away slightly. The soldiers reacted confused, but he repeated the instructions. Slowly, they lowered their weapons and took a few steps back but remained vigilant. Noticing them backing away, the being lifted his face; his head moved at an angle impossible for a human being. That action alarmed Robert, but he maintained his composure.


"Can you understand me?" Robert asked calmly.


The being blinked rapidly and, with the same harsh voice, replied:


"Yes…"


"Do you know where you are?"


"…Embassy…"


"Where do you come from?"


The being shifted his hands from their position and brought them closer to his body. He continued staring at him. Suddenly, the color of his body changed for a second, turning paler, before returning to its dark brown.


"…Prisoner…"


Robert took it to mean he’d been held captive and had somehow escaped. He formed an idea of what was happening quickly. No briefing or memo had guidelines for an event like this. People began to approach, losing their fear and unable to control their curiosity. Slowly, they were being surrounded; he had to make a decision, and fast. He crouched down until he was close to the being's face.


"I need you to come with me without offering resistance."


The being stood up with unexpected speed. He had to control the soldiers, who reacted immediately to the sudden movement. The being noticed the reaction and lowered his arms, addressing Robert.


"No violence. I request asylum…" he repeated again.


He ordered the soldiers to escort them to the embassy’s detention area. They nodded and surrounded the intruder. He approached him again.


"Follow me. Do not resist."


"Yes," he replied simply.


He began to walk, and the being followed immediately. The soldiers followed alongside both of them. Robert entered the reception area. At that moment, all the employees stepped aside and watched them in astonishment. He continued moving forward without saying a word, while the being followed him without hesitation. At the end of the cubicles was a door leading to the basement, which served as a detention area. In the years he had been director, those cells had never been used. He opened the door and advanced; the being stopped for a moment, showing what looked like fear. Noticing it, he approached him.


"Do not fear; nothing will happen to you. But you have to follow me."


The being watched him without any expression, looked around again, simply replied "yes," and followed him. They went down the stairs and, passing a reception desk, reached the cell area. One of the soldiers opened the last of the cells, and Robert entered it. The being seemed afraid; again, the color of his skin turned pale. He entered but continued looking everywhere without stopping. Robert gestured for him to sit on the bed.


"You must wait here until I return."


The being remained standing, looking around. He called his attention until he held his gaze on him.


"I need you to wait here while I decide on your request for asylum."


Upon hearing the word "asylum," his skin color returned to a brown tone. Robert noticed that he seemed calmer. Slowly, he sat on the bed and continued watching him.


"I will be back; you must wait here."


"Yes," he replied, still watching him.


Robert left the cell, and it was immediately locked; upon reaching the desk of the on-duty guard, he caught his attention.


"No one is to interact with him, and do not approach him or try to harm him, no matter what happens. Understood? I will be back as soon as I can."


The soldier answered immediately, showing evidence that the idea of not getting close to the being was perfectly acceptable to him. He gave one last look and left the basement. Crossing the door that led to that place, he was received by a group of his staff interrogating him, waiting for answers that would make sense of what they had witnessed. But he had no answers to offer and approached the supervisor of the public service floor.


"Suspend operations until further notice and have the embassy evacuated. Only our staff must remain; no one is to leave their post."


The supervisor seemed to want to ask something; eventually, he nodded without saying anything and proceeded to carry out the orders. He moved forward, paying no attention to the questions echoing around him until he reached his office. On the second floor, the panic was greater. Upon reaching his door, he found Steve, who was waiting for him with an expression full of confusion.


"To my office."


Steve nodded and followed him. He waited until he closed the door to give him new instructions.


"Are you aware of what happened?"


"I think so, sir. An extraterrestrial?" he asked simply.


"It seems so. He requested asylum."


"What? Asylum? But how?"


"I only know that he spoke and asked for asylum."


"What will you do, sir?"


"For the moment, I need you to set up a secure line with the Ministry of Foreign Affairs. Tell them I want to speak with the minister and stress that it is urgent. Do not say anything about any extraterrestrial; it will take some time for the news to spread through all social media."


"Yes, sir."


"And Steve, you will not speak of this to anyone. Understood?"


"Yes, sir," he repeated, leaving the office.


He sat at his desk; he felt an immense weight on his shoulders. A minute later, his main phone rang, and he picked up the receiver.


"Sir, the line is ready. The call is on hold," Steve explained.


"Thank you."


The phone rang a couple of times until he heard the voice of his boss.


"What is happening, Robert? Is there a problem?"


"Yes, sir, you aren't going to believe me. So I will simply tell you."


"Why wouldn't I believe you?"


"Sir, an extraterrestrial entered the embassy and asked for asylum."


There was silence until he heard the sound of the minister laughing.


"I didn't know you had a joking side, but you shouldn't use secure lines for that," Herman Retik added.


"It is not a joke; it is the truth. The being is in the detention area."


Herman began to grasp the seriousness in his tone.


"Robert, if this is a joke, you are taking it too far; it could cost you your position," he indicated in a tone full of threat.


"I repeat, sir, it is not a joke. It just happened, and I am sure that in the next few minutes, the entire world will know the news. It happened during public service hours. I suspended operations and cleared the embassy of unauthorized persons. Many of them took videos and photographs with their phones."


Another pause created a silence in the conversation.


"Wait a moment."


Robert waited on the line with anticipation, and a few minutes later, the minister spoke to him again.


"Security confirmed your claims. What do you need?"


"I don't know how to move forward, sir. The extraterrestrial clearly requested asylum. How shall we proceed? I am in uncharted territory."


"You are right. Give me some time to discuss what happened with the president; in the meantime, keep him in detention and try to communicate with him. Get additional information."


"One question, sir. Do I follow asylum application protocols?"


"I don't know. For the moment, I think it is best to wait and get more information. There is too much we don't know; it is not a bad idea to limit access to the embassy itself as a security measure."


"Understood, sir."


"Be careful, and I trust your judgment from here on out. Wait for my call."


"Yes, sir."


Robert hung up the phone, ending the call, and closed his eyes, waiting for some idea of how to proceed. Without warning, his office door opened, and Steve entered.


"Sir, National Security agents from the UCS are requesting to speak with the person in charge."


"Where are they?"


"They are at the main entrance. Security did not allow them through, but they insist."


"Very well, call them to have the agent in command escorted to my office. But do not allow entry to anyone else."


Steve looked frightened at the instructions but nodded and left the office. Robert had an idea of what the visit was about, and he had only a few minutes left to decide how he should act.
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In the main entrance, the commander of the security unit got in touch, confirming authorization to allow entry to the agent in charge of the contingent stationed outside the embassy.




Steve knocked on the door before opening it and stepped inside to announce the Chief of National Security, Michael Faraday. Robert rose from his seat and received the agent. He was an older man with black hair and an intimidating face; his eyes were what struck him the most. Due to his position, he interacted with all kinds of people, many of them with questionable pasts. Agent Faraday’s eyes were similar. He predicted it would not be a pleasant conversation.




"Please, take a seat, Agent Faraday." he said, pointing to the chair in front of his desk.



Faraday nodded without a word and sat down. Robert took his seat and braced himself for what he knew was coming.


"How can I help you?"


"You can start by allowing my agents entry and not obstructing the retrieval of the extraterrestrial you have in one of your detention cells."


Robert thought immediately, "Straight to the point, then."


"I remind you, Agent, that you are on sovereign soil of Adana, and, for the moment, said extraterrestrial is under the jurisdiction of our laws."


"I am just trying to do you a favor, Director Peterson. That extraterrestrial is dangerous, and you lack the facilities to hold it effectively."


"I have notified my superiors in my nation, and I am awaiting a decision on how we will proceed. I recommend you allow negotiations to take their course. Furthermore, what makes you think he is dangerous? He turned himself in without offering resistance and allowed himself to be locked up."


"It is impossible to know with certainty what it is capable of. I repeat that you do not have the facilities to handle a prisoner of this type."


"So far, everything is under control, but I assure you that if my superiors order me to hand over custody, I will do so immediately."


Faraday continued watching him with the same severe gaze. Upon hearing those words, he seemed to relax.


"Can I see it?"


"May I ask you a question?" Robert asked.


"Yes."


"How did you know the extraterrestrial was in the embassy's custody so quickly?"


He answered immediately without any hesitation.


"We were monitoring social media when we saw the news about his appearance at the embassy."


"Do you have any idea where he came from?"


"Unknown. We are here for the security of my nation and yours."


"Thank you for worrying about our security, Agent Faraday."


Robert didn't believe for a moment that they arrived so quickly for that reason, and he was sure that the embassy's security was the last thing he cared about. The only reason preventing him from entering by force was the diplomatic repercussions.


"Can I see it?" he asked again.


His first instinct was to deny the request, but something he considered prompted a new decision.


"Of course, Agent. That way you will be able to see that the extraterrestrial is detained and guarded."


He got up from his seat. Faraday imitated him. They left the office without saying a word. Robert guided him to the entrance of the detention area. Two soldiers were guarding it. Upon seeing him, they nodded and opened the door. They went down the stairs with Faraday following. They passed the desk of the soldier on duty; he saw that he had an expression full of fear, even though he tried not to look toward the last cell. Upon reaching the entrance to the cells, Robert stopped.


"From this distance, you can see him."


From that position, they could see him perfectly. He was sitting on the cot, about six meters away in the last cell. Faraday looked visibly annoyed at not being allowed closer.


"Why can't we get closer? I want to see it up close."


"Those are security protocols."


The soldier reacted almost imperceptibly but tried to hide it. Faraday approached the bars blocking the path and focused his gaze on the extraterrestrial, who remained seated with his arms covering his head, hiding it from view. A second later, he lowered them and focused his gaze in Faraday's direction. Robert perceived the intensity in the agent's reaction.


In that same instant, the extraterrestrial's skin turned pale and changed color. Immediately, he lay down on the cot, turned his back to Faraday, and protected his head with his arms again. Robert observed the agent's behavior; he had an expression full of satisfaction. What he saw gave him all the answers he needed.


"Satisfied?"


"Yes," he replied simply without looking away from the extraterrestrial.


"Now, please follow me so you can leave the embassy premises."


His gesture made it clear that he didn't like those words, but he followed without objection. They left the detention area, and he accompanied him to the embassy entrance. When they reached the dividing gate by the streets, Robert noticed the high number of agents and cars stationed at the entrance. Some reporters were taking pictures and videos from several meters behind the agents. Before taking the path that would allow him to cross the security gate, Faraday turned around and offered a few last words.


"Remember what I told you and be prepared to hand it over to me when my government finishes negotiating with yours."


"I doubt it will be that simple, Agent Faraday."


"Why wouldn't it be simple? This is not a game; the security of the world depends on it as long as that thing is not in my custody."


"That thing, as you called it, knows enough about our culture to enter my embassy and request asylum. It possesses intelligence similar to ours."


"Do not compare me to that thing. You do not understand the danger you are putting the world in by allowing this farce."


"This institution does not represent farces. We represent the values of my nation. Any individual who requests asylum is deserving of the existing mechanisms to evaluate that request."


"You are a fool. I hope I don't have to continue dealing with you. I will make sure that is the case," he replied abruptly.


"I wish you luck, Agent," he answered with a smile.


Faraday did not seem very happy with the response and left through the embassy, immediately entering one of the parked cars and leaving the area. Robert watched as the car disappeared at full speed, followed by some of those parked around the embassy. The sound of reporters shouting questions and soldiers trying to maintain order brought him back to the reality of the moment. He turned around and returned to the building, advancing toward the stairs leading to the second floor, stopping on the first step. He looked around, trying to make a decision.


Momentarily, he intended to communicate with his superiors and verify the status of the situation, but he had more questions than answers, and he was sure he wouldn't find them on the other end of the phone. If he sought answers, they were in the detention area.


Upon reaching the entrance, the soldiers allowed him access. He passed the desk with the soldier on duty, and, without exchanging words, the division door was opened. Before crossing the threshold, he looked at the soldier and asked a question.


"Did he do or say anything during the entire time he has been there?"


"No, sir. The only movement he made was when you were here accompanied by that other person; before that, he hadn't moved at all," he replied immediately.


Robert nodded slightly and continued until he was in front of the cell containing the extraterrestrial. He pulled up a chair and sat down, observing the prisoner. He was still in the same position, turning his back and covering his head with his arms. He watched him in silence; the arms seemed longer than a human being's, allowing him to cover himself completely at an impossible angle. After a few minutes, he realized for the first time that he didn't seem to be breathing. He straightened in his chair and, with a clear voice, called for his attention.


"Can you understand me?"


There was no response.


"Can you understand me?" he repeated.


Again, there was no response.


"I am the person who brought you here. Can you understand me?"


Slowly, the arms covering his head relaxed, and little by little, he looked in his direction. After observing him for a few seconds, he seemed to recognize him and rose until he was in a seated position facing him. Robert felt chills watching the movements he made to get up; a human being would not move that way to perform the same action. His mind did not recognize what it was observing and, unable to help it, perceived it as a threat.


"Can you understand me?" he repeated again.


"Yes... under... stand," the extraterrestrial answered.


The voice he heard filled him with terror; there was nothing human in the sound he perceived, and he could discern the difficulty it cost him to communicate.


"Do you know where you are?"


His eyes remained focused on Robert's face; the retina was enormous, and he could see how it expanded and contracted at certain intervals.


"Captured."


"We did not capture you; you were detained for entering this building. Can you tell me what institution you are in?"


"Em...ba…ssy," he replied simply.


That answer gave him satisfaction. It showed that he understood his situation and the nature of his reality.


"You understand that this embassy is the territory of a different nation, and you are under the laws of that nation."


"Yes... Under...stand, only op...tion."


"Where do you come from?"


"Es...cape. Cap...tured."


"Were you a prisoner?"


The extraterrestrial remained silent, but the color of his skin changed tone rapidly until it returned to the usual dark brown color.


"Cap...tured," he said again.


"How did you get here?"


"Ship... failed... Earth... captured."


"How long and where did they hold you captive?"


"Time, no... place... nearby."


Robert wanted more details, but it seemed the extraterrestrial's knowledge of human language limited his answers. He continued watching him expectantly, but he remained in the same position, looking at him without moving.


"How is your physical condition?"


The extraterrestrial changed his hue to a reddish one and then back to his normal color.


"Fear... fear..."


He was still hoping for more complete answers, but it seemed impossible. Only one question remained that still needed an answer.


"Do you understand what it implies when you requested political asylum?"


"Yes... help... help... fear... captured."


"How did you know you could ask for help at this embassy?"


"Lis...ten... understand... image... help."


Robert understood something amidst the simple answers. He got up from his chair, and the extraterrestrial looked at him with curiosity, following his movements.


"Are you hungry or thirsty? Can you tell me what you need?"


The color of his skin changed to a dark reddish tone and remained that way for a few moments until returning to his usual hue.


"Water... Water."


"They will bring you water soon. When I have news, I will come to see you."


"Yes... help," he replied in the same tone.


Leaving the cell area, he returned to the soldier on guard duty. It was clear he had heard the entire conversation, and his face reflected surprise just as much as Robert's.


"Please, bring water to the prisoner and replenish it when necessary."


Upon finishing the instructions, the soldier responded with an immediate "Yes, sir." Just as he was about to go up the stairs, he noticed a tablet on the desk.


"Does that tablet have internet access?"


"No, sir, it only contains videos, games, and programs that don't depend on the internet. I use it when I'm on duty. This is the first time I've had to guard someone in the cells," he explained, trying to excuse himself.


"Don't worry. Can I ask you a favor?"


"Of course, sir."


"Can you lend it to me to give to the prisoner while he is here?"


The request surprised the soldier; not knowing what to say, he looked in the direction of the cell and then at Robert.


"Yes, sir, no problem."


He took the tablet and returned to the cell. The extraterrestrial remained in the same position, watching his interaction with the soldier. He approached the cell and, passing his arm through the bars, offered it to him; the extraterrestrial hesitated for a few seconds, standing up slowly. Again, he noticed the strangeness of his movements; with one of his hands, he took the device without a word, sitting back down. While sitting, he contemplated it for a second and began to explore its surface until he found the power button.


The color of his skin changed to a yellowish one, noting that he seemed entertained manipulating the device's functions. Robert left the cell area. The moment he reached the soldier's desk, he could hear the extraterrestrial's voice say, "thank you." When he looked back, he continued manipulating the device. Robert smiled and left the detention zone. He walked in silence to the stairs and continued processing what he had discussed with the guest in the cell. The simple answers left much to speculation, but he could conjecture the missing pieces.


It was clear that his ship had crashed on Earth; he was captured by one of the government agencies associated with national security. This hypothesis was supported by the rapid appearance of Agent Faraday. Somehow, he escaped from where they were holding him. How he managed to move through the city until reaching his building was a mystery. He understood enough about human culture to request asylum at an embassy, taking into account that he insinuated he arrived there by mere proximity, without any special reason.


Depending on the decision his superiors took, he would have to offer more concrete answers. One of those might involve Agent Faraday's role in this story. This scenario does not consider the thousands of questions that would arise worldwide once the physical presence of an extraterrestrial inside a UCS embassy becomes known. The political repercussions were indeterminable, but he wasn't too worried; he doubted that by that time he would continue to be involved in the extraterrestrial's fate. When new decisions were made, people with more political and governmental power would take the leading role in this story and future negotiations.


He breathed deeply, thinking of the moment when this whole situation would cease to be his responsibility. Looking around, he noticed that for the first time, he was in his office sitting at his desk without remembering how he got there. The door opened, and his assistant entered, sitting across from him.


"Is it true you spoke with the extraterrestrial, sir?"


"Yes, I spoke with him."


"And what did he say?"


"Not much; the answers he gave me are limited. He doesn't seem to master our language completely, only the basics to ask for help."


"For what reason did he come here?"


"It is simple: he escaped from somewhere and came looking for help. We were lucky enough to be the nearest embassy."


Robert didn't mind sharing that information; anyone could deduce that part.


"What are you going to do, sir?"


"For the moment, the only thing I can do is wait. Until they give me orders on how to proceed."


"Wait? It seems impossible. The whole world will want to know what is happening inside these walls."


Robert assimilated his assistant's words. The world would be waiting for the full story of what happened today. For some reason, that perspective seemed funny to him, and he began to laugh. Steve looked at him in confusion; for him, there was nothing funny about the eyes of the world being focused on them. The only thing he felt was fear.


"Why are you laughing, sir?"


"I am not laughing because it is funny, but because it is incredible. This morning I got out of bed and prepared to come here, crossed the gate, and said good morning to each of my employees and colleagues inside this institution. Who would think that a few hours later I would be speaking with an extraterrestrial and people like us would be involved?"


Steve began to understand the reasoning behind that laugh, but he continued to feel only fear. Robert noticed his assistant's mood and lost the momentum generated by that unusual laughter.


"Don't worry, it will all be over soon."


"You think so, sir?"


"I don't think; I am sure. Soon this whole matter will disappear from our hands, and we will return to our normal routine."


The truth was that he wasn't sure of that. He only said it to reassure his colleague. Both men remained silent for a moment until the sound of the phone caught their attention. Robert picked up the phone and signaled Steve to give him privacy; he took a deep breath and calmed his heart.
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The center of the world's attention focused on one embassy among the many located in the UCS. The news traveled instantly, captivating the interest of the media. Within hours, it became the most relevant story; little was known about those involved, but what was certain was the presence of an extraterrestrial. On the perimeter of the embassy entrance, a reporter maintained coverage while the camera captured images of the security gate. With no new information to offer, his narration contained only speculation about what was happening inside.


"It has been three hours since the embassy closed its doors, and no one has entered its premises."


The cameraman focused his lens on the center of the fence, showing the soldiers guarding it.


"Before the total lockdown, we were able to see an unknown official leave the premises, and we confirmed the presence of the Director of Operations, Robert Peterson."


The reporter listened to the responses of the commentators in the studio accompanying the broadcast through his earpiece.


"We could not determine the identity of the official. It is apparent that he met with the director and left the embassy; he immediately got into a car with government plates. We believe he belongs to National Security," the reporter continued as the studio commentators asked him questions.


"We do not know if he had contact with the extraterrestrial, but we believe the reason he entered the embassy was to verify its presence."


"It is not confirmed where he is being held captive, but most embassies have lodging and detention areas. Considering the situation, it must be in that place."*


The moment the extraterrestrial was mentioned, the screen cut to images and videos circulating on social media from people who witnessed what happened at the embassy at the time of the incident. The videos were short and shot from confusing angles. None managed to see the full appearance due to the people and soldiers surrounding the figure, aside from the hood covering its head. Some of the videos showed Robert approaching until he was in front of the being prostrate on the floor. The best angles showed the only part of the extraterrestrial that identified it as different from the human race: the moment it extended its arms, revealing its skin and the three appendages that made up each of its hands. The videos disappeared, and, thanking the reporter for the broadcast, they ended the segment.


In the studio, behind the commentator, the video was paused at the moment Robert was close to the extraterrestrial. One of the commentators asked the rhetorical question that initiated that aspect of the story's development.


"What do we know about Robert Peterson, Director of Diplomatic Operations?"


His studio partner answered the question as the camera focused on her.


"In the image, we can see how he interacts with the extraterrestrial, and different videos corroborate that information. His position as Director of Operations makes him the second-highest-ranking person within the embassy. The ambassador is the only one with higher authority. We know that Robert Peterson decided to detain the extraterrestrial and accept the potential asylum request, including the order to close the embassy and evacuate unauthorized personnel and the people present during the incident. Additionally, he was the one who received the National Security agent."


The image was replaced by the video showing the moment Robert accompanied Faraday to the embassy entrance. From the distance of the shot, they could see the two men exchanging words without discerning what they were saying.


"The director is a former soldier of Adana who reached the rank of captain and was decorated on multiple occasions. He graduated in international studies from the Central University of Adana while still in active service. Upon retiring from the army, he held various diplomatic positions until three years ago, when he was appointed Director of Operations for this embassy."


The camera zoomed out to show the two commentators again; the second continued the line of inquiry.


"At this moment, Robert Peterson is the center of the story. Do we know anything else about him?"


"No, this is the known information regarding his record."


"Is anything known about the Ambassador?" Her partner responded immediately.


"Ambassador Mikal Matter was not at the embassy at that time. He is on a diplomatic tour in the countries of the center of the continent. Our team tried to get a comment from the ambassador, but the entire diplomatic apparatus of Adana is not answering requests from the press or other media. Apparently, they will wait until they issue some kind of official statement about what happened."


"What do we know about the Ambassador?"


The image of Robert on the screen was replaced by one of the ambassador at some kind of diplomatic meeting.


"Ambassador Mikal Matter was appointed only a year ago. He is a career politician in his country who has passed through various government positions. After the last elections, where his party won the majority, he was given the post. He has twenty years of political experience and has only taken diplomatic positions recently. He was a representative at the United Nations and held posts within the Ministry of Foreign Affairs of Adana."


The commentator thanked her for the information and continued speaking as the camera focused on him.


"We are awaiting the official response from the executive press room and the statement from the nation of Adana." He continued after a pause: "The real answer the world wants to hear is about the extraterrestrial. Where does it come from? Why is it here? And why did it show up at that embassy requesting a diplomatic right, such as asylum?"


"That is correct; in a single incident, one of the most crucial questions of the modern age was answered. We are not alone in the universe." The female commentator answered the rhetorical question.


"We can only imagine its origin and appearance. Its actions are a little more understandable: political asylum is requested when an individual fears for their safety in their country of origin and asks for the protection of another nation. Using that definition, the extraterrestrial decided to ask the nation of Adana for help."


"We can assume that somehow its life could be at risk, and that is why it decided to ask for help," her partner said.


"It is not something we can know for certain until the embassy makes its statements public, but it is easy to reach that conclusion. On social media, that is the strongest hypothesis."


"There are also theories that position the extraterrestrial as an enemy, part of an invasion of Earth, and that, finding itself cornered, decided to use human customs to its advantage; others believe it was conducting experiments on Earth and was detained by security forces."


After a pause, her partner continued the line of information.


"At this moment, these are just conjectures that must be proven. We heard the statements from government security agencies; as of this moment, they are on high alert. Satellites are being used to monitor Earth's perimeter looking for enemy presences. Guided by the events, security forces of the most powerful nations in the world are on alert following the same protocol."


"The real question would be if asylum is granted. Can asylum be granted to a being that does not belong to the human race? Political asylum is an instrument of human political use within democratic societies. There are philosophical and political implications that go beyond current ideas about the innate rights of sentient beings and their equality under human laws."


The camera focused on the female commentator, and new videos appeared on the screen to her right.


"This is the world's reaction to the appearance of the extraterrestrial and everything that is happening."


The videos showed groups of people with signs containing messages of support and welcome. A few seconds later, it changed, showing people with signs for the defense of Earth against invaders. The next segment featured groups of people dressed as science fiction characters, along with claims of abductions and human experiments.


"As you can see, the population is divided in its perspectives on the extraterrestrial. Some offer support, while others reject and fear it."


The two commentators were seen on the screen.


"Those reactions were to be expected; this situation has no comparison in history."


"Some voices question the credibility of what is happening."


"In what way?" asked her studio partner.


"They state that everything that occurred is a farce to divert public attention from the real problems affecting our nation. Combined with the little evidence there is of the event, including the silence of official bodies."


"Due to that reason, we will stay on top of the development of the news and find the truth in this story together with our audience."


"That is correct; for that reason, you must stay tuned to our broadcasts."


The camera focused on the male commentator. In the main shot, he gestured toward his left ear with his hand to listen to new information.


"We now have on the line the former Director of the National Security Agency, William Angert, who will help us understand what is happening."


The image on the screen split into two segments: the left kept the image of the commentator, and the guest appeared on the right. In a rectangle below the image, "William Angert, Former Director of National Security" could be read.


"Thank you for being here with us and helping us understand the situation, former Director Angert."


"I am delighted to offer my point of view on what is transpiring."


"What can you tell us about the situation?"


"First, I must clarify to your audience that what is happening is real; all my sources in the security agencies confirm that what was seen in those videos is true, and inside that embassy is a being that does not belong to our planet. The reasons for why it is in that place or what its objective is are unknown."


"Can you confirm to our audience that everything seen is not an elaborate plan to distract the public?"


"There are subtler ways to distract the population's attention. What is happening is backed by too much evidence, but I repeat, several people within the national security apparatus have confirmed to me that it is real."


"What can you tell us about the extraterrestrial's purpose at the embassy?"


"I can only speculate; no one knows its concrete purpose, except the people in charge inside. Although there is no doubt that it chose a problematic way to appear before the world. If it had been captured by state security forces, even if film evidence existed, everything could be denied, and the public would lose interest over time. On the other hand, if, for example, it had appeared in front of cameras asking for help, the same thing would happen, except it would be more complicated to hide, and they would have to give some kind of explanation. However, by seeking refuge in an embassy, it technically gained protection under the laws of another nation. Diplomatically, there is no reason that allows security forces to enter the embassy without permission, and even if they had authorization, they could not take the prisoner without a rendition by their government. Adana typically rejects most requests of this nature, whether they are judicial or extrajudicial.


"Rendition?"


"Yes, it is when a nation, whether for legal or political ends, hands over a prisoner to another one where their life will likely be at risk. For this reason, from the perspective of human rights, renditions are viewed as a criminal act in themselves. Due to that perception, many countries have written restrictions prohibiting their execution under any circumstance."


"Can we deduce that there is an intention in the place where it was captured?"


"Everything points to that. As I explained, it chose the most complex way, one that offers it the greatest protection."


"What can we expect to happen in the next few hours or days?"


"The embassy will issue some kind of statement of intent. From that moment on, two things can happen. Once the asylum application process begins, it will face the legal problems that decision entails."


"What kind of problems are we talking about?"


"The main one is the validity of an asylum request from a being that does not belong to the human race: how to justify attaching that right to a being that, according to the law, does not have access? If they overcome that obstacle, it would remain to demonstrate that the applicant has no criminal record, fears for its life, and requires protection."


"What is the second thing that can happen?"


"They will deny it asylum and will have to hand it over to security forces, where it will fall into a legal void due to its origin."


"In your experience, what will happen?"


"I don't know, but I would bet on the second. The first would bring many problems to a nation not used to being the center of attention, although I could be wrong."


"Former Director Angert: In most science fiction stories, extraterrestrials are the enemy of humanity, or the treatment they receive in our world is not the best. Could something like that happen in this case?"


For the first time since the interview began, former Director William Angert smiled at the question. Maintaining the smile, he replied,


"What you describe is fiction, and in my experience, reality is infinitely more complicated."


The commentator smiled in the same way at the remark.


"Is there anything you can add that is not currently being discussed?"


"There is one thing I haven't heard in conversations about what is happening, and that is the profile of the nation to which the embassy belongs."


"Are you talking about Adana?"


"Yes, no one talks about it. Everything focuses on the extraterrestrial. Adana's profile is crucial to predicting the events of the coming days."


"You are right; that part of the story is going unnoticed. Why is that?"


"This is mainly because it is a small nation that does not have a significant impact on global affairs. They are an agricultural country and part of a continent that has remained democratically stable for over fifty years. They are one of the most stable democracies on the planet with a high standard of living. Furthermore, they maintain an army mainly out of habit, not out of true real necessity. Their interventions in diplomatic matters are innocuous and directed toward pacifism, often focusing on humanitarian aid and conflict resolution rather than military involvement. It does not possess many embassies in the world, so its diplomatic presence is minimal. The embassy in the UCS is one of the largest among them all. In general, their ambassadors seem more like agents for tourism promotion and private investment rather than true diplomats."


"Will those characteristics bring a simple outcome?"


"We cannot know; all the points I offered you indicate simplicity and little experience in diplomatic situations. From my point of view, that makes them unpredictable."


"Unpredictable?"


"Yes, a nation with major diplomatic incidents or participation in global conflicts creates a pattern of conduct with which we can try to predict a result. With so little information on which to base their decisions, that makes them unpredictable."


"That means we are in for some interesting days, don't you think, former director?"


"It could be, but that unpredictability can generate conflicts and situations that can get out of control."


The commentator noticed the change in the former director's attitude.


"Let's hope that is not the case. And we thank you for your participation in our program, shedding light on more details in this situation."


"Delighted to speak with you."


A moment later, the split screen disappeared, and both commentators appeared on screen smiling.


"Now our colleague will continue with the main news from the world of sports. Thank you for choosing us. Stay tuned: we will be the first to bring you news on this story."


"Thank you very much for your attention," the female commentator added.
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After ending the call with his superiors, Robert placed the phone on his desk; his mind tried to comprehend the ramifications of the information he had just received. He tried to protest and prevent what was about to happen, but in the end, none of his objections were heard. He activated the intercom next to the phone and called his assistant. He waited in silence until Steve entered the office and, without waiting for an invitation, took a seat.


"Yes, sir?" he asked nervously.


"How many people are still in the embassy, including us?"


Steve reacted to the question, but seeing his boss's seriousness, he answered without hesitation.
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