First Interlude: Meeting in the White House
     A lone man sat in the Oval Office, going through a whole file of papers taken from his drawer. It was late at night in Washington D.C. The streets were unusually quiet. The place was unsettlingly serene, a rather unusual atmosphere that one can rarely get in the capital city.

     His coat was laid on a chair nearby. The White House was quiet. Everyone people had left, save a few who remain to maintain the place. He gave a loud yawn and looked at his watch. It was seven minutes pass midnight.

     The man looked up immediately as he heard the sound of a knock on his door. It opened and a face peered in.

     “ Mr. President, you told me to inform you when the person was arriving,” the face said.

     “ Yes, Graham, is he here?” the President asked, standing up and straightening his shirt.

     “ He’s waiting outside…”

     “ Bring him in, Graham,” the President said.

     The man nodded and left. The President walked over a chair and picked up his blue coat and put it on. He continued to pour himself a cup of coffee when there was a second knock on the door and someone entered.

     The President turned to look at who had come in. A tall, regal looking man with short cropped hair entered. He was carrying a black suitcase in his hands. The visitor was imposing, his shoulders broad and there was this arrogant air that surrounded him, arrogant enough to allow the most powerful man in America to wait for two hours in the Oval Office and not be sorry about it.

     “ About time. I received your call. What is it about this time?” The President asked, taking a cup of coffee. He did not bother to ask the man to take a seat. Their meetings never took long and the man never bothered.

     Setting his suitcase down on the table in the middle of the room, he opened the locks and of the case and drew out a piece of paper. The President sighed, taking the paper.
     He read the first few lines, then frowned. He looked back at his visitor to make sure this was not some kind of farce. His stern face showed there it was not. The President reread the piece of paper again. He felt his stomach drop as he finally understood the meaning of the parchment.
     “ What is the meaning of this?!” The President demanded.

     “ I’m sure you understand plain English,” the visitor replied, closing his bag.

     “ But…this is another one! Can’t you keep your bloody viruses in a safe place without spilling them all over the place?!” The President practically yelled.

     “ Please, are you questioning our methods?” the visitor asked with deadly calm. The President held his peace.

     “ We sincerely hope you can comply with our wishes. We will need whatever that is stated,” the visitor said, taking his leave.

     “ You already have been asking too much since the Raccoon city incident,” The President retorted.

     “ Have we? Have a nice night,” the visitor said, leaving the room.

***

     The visitor walked briskly towards his car parked outside the White House’s compound.
     “ Thank you for your time, Vice President,” the visitor said as his driver opened the passenger’s compartment. Graham merely grunted. The two secret service agents, who had escorted the visitor to his car, merely glanced at Vice President Graham as he openly showed his displeasure.

     The visitor entered the car and the driver immediately drove off. Graham watched as the car drove away into the darkness. After the car was gone from his sight, he signaled to one of his agents.

     “ Tail that car. I want to know where it is going,” he said, sternly. The agent nodded and left.

Writer's note: A very short chapter. I'm keeping something fishy going on in the White House. I'm thinking that in the game, Umbrella might be having a hand in politics, especially the U.S. Government, which explains their grasp over a lot of things and why they can stay in 'business' for so long. I know this is just a theory, but I like to think that powerful people are inolved in such matters.
