 “SWITCH BLADE”
A shadowy figure stirred in the dim artificial yellow light of the underground car park underneath the 20 story government complex as he loosened a K-bar from a thigh holster and climbed into the back seat of a red parked SVU.  In the same building Robert Burton fixed his tie in the mirror of the descending elevator.  He looked at his watch: 11:42 pm, it had been a long day.  Wishing the elevator to go faster he instinctively pushed the car park button another time, realizing what he had just done he laughed at himself.  This was the last time Robert Burton would laugh.
Later that night there was a car crash involving a red SVU.  A witness reported he saw the car swerving across the road then crash through the fence of a power station.  He also vaguely remembered that at the last second what looked like a shadow, jump out of the back seat of the car.  The subsequent explosion plunged 12 blocks of New York into darkness and it was through this darkness that switchblade stalked away from the crash.

As you can already tell Jack ‘switchblade’ McKenzie was not someone you wanted to get angry at you at 25 years of age standing at an impressive 7 feet he was at his prime.  With scruffy brown hair and piercing blue eyes as an ex SAS soldier jack had been ‘discharged’ after witnessing what he wasn’t meant to.  From then on he was on the run.  And became very withdrawn but even still he didn’t crack under pressure and was deadly in a storm.  As one of his mottos went: when you have lemons make lemonade, he made use of his ‘special’ abilities and became a bounty hunter/ mercenary.  Robert Burton just happened to be his last target.
Jack gave the vial of blood collected from his K-bar to the young Asian boy standing out side the BBQ dragon in china town like always, and in turn he got handed a hefty envelope containing his payment ant the next target.  Jack had never actually seen who he was working for.  But he gave payment and that was all that mattered, for now.  It wasn’t until he got back to his run down apartment that jack opened the envelope the $5 000 was all there, so was a computer disc and a note.  Jack sat down on the unmade bed and unfolded the crumpled paper and skimmed through the messy hand writing.  It read as follows:
Name: Bradley Lorozivic

Age: 48
Occupation: drug lord
Any other information: don’t be fooled by his appearance, like you he has special service training and normally has at least one body guard on him at a time.  Like always this has to be a quiet kill.  He usually spends his time in his luxury apartment (coordinates given on disc).  But to be on the safe side I have added his daily routine on the disc as well.

The contents of the CD revealed that Bradley’s apartment was actually on the top floor of a well known city block.  This seemed easy.  A quick nudge of the balcony and it would all be over.  But then jack remembered what the note had said: “he has special service training.” “At least one body guard.”  This might not be so easy.
It was 8:47 and jack was swinging over the roof tops of New York.  That’s right swinging.  He was using a Mag-Gun.  It worked like a harpoon except instead of a hook at the top of the wire there was a super powerful magnet.

Jack made the last swing onto the roof of the apartment complex that Bradley lived in.  He gracefully dropped down onto the balcony that Bradley lived in and looked right into the eyes of Bradley Lorozivic.  Bradley whistled and a hulking figure rushed into the room, gun drawn.  Switchblade reacted faster than lightning.  Blink and you would have missed it.  In one swift movement he had pulled his K-bar out of his thigh holster, dived into the room and threw it at the closest body guard.  The knife made a dull thud as it pierced the mans chest.  But something looked wrong.  As the body guard stumbled back in surprise the knife didn’t look as if it had gone far enough in.  When the body guard regained his composure he pulled the K-bar out with a grunt!
‘Damn’ switchblade thought to himself ‘Kevlar.’  

The guard dropped the knife to the carpeted floor and aimed his gun.  Again switchblade was the first to act.  He dive behind a leather sofa and pulled out his desert eagle.  When the sound of firing stopped switchblade strained to hear if anything else was happening.  He heard the guard shuffling towards the right side of the sofa.  Making a quick tactical decision switchblade dived out of the left side of the sofa and fired.  The resounding boom was deafening.  Blood sprayed over the carpet as the body guard crumpled to the ground.  A bullet hole right between his eyes.
“Damn” said a gravely voice from the corner, “that stain’ll be hard to get out.”
Apparently during the whole time Bradley had been standing in the corner watching the battle unfold.

“Shame I’ll have to make another one” retorted switchblade menacingly

“I wouldn’t bet on that” whispered Bradley as he pulled out a Sig-sauer from a secret compartment in a flower vase.  Once again switchblade reacted first; rushing at Bradley.  He swiftly punched the gun out of Bradley’s hand and tackled him to the floor.  The two muscled figured rolled around on the floor for a bit until Bradley succeeded in pinning switchblade to the floor he pushed his arms to switchblades throat.  Gagging switchblade searched the floor for anything that might help him.  Then he spotted something, his discarded K-bar!
Using all of his remaining strength switchblade rolled out from under Bradley, grabbed the K-bar and rammed it into Bradley’s heart.

Switchblade lay on the floor for a few seconds.  He was exhausted.  He would be able to rest later.  He pulled his K-bar out from Bradley’s chest and replaced it in his thigh holster.  He picked up the two bodies and threw them off the balcony hoping for the best.  Then he used some high strength carpet cleaner to get rid of the blood stains.  Once the job was complete switchblade walked out on to the balcony pulled out his Mag-gun and started swinging.
‘easy kill my arse’ he thought to himself.
