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I always knew I was destined to live an above average life. I mean, someone as hot as me was never going to be average but considering how things had gone up until the day I met him, I’ll admit the excitement wasn’t coming as thick and fast as I’d like it.

But the second I saw him I knew my life was about to change for the better.

He only had one name, but that was all he needed.

Hitch.

Hitch was both the coolest and hottest guy I had ever seen. I wanted to fuck him and be just like him at the same time.

My name is Rita Lee Mancini but for the last few years I’ve simply been known as Rita Lee. Not that my Italian heritage was something to be forgotten, but Rita Lee just sounded so damn cool.

Of course, I would never admit the name change to my Italian mama. I wasn’t that fearless.

I’m twenty-five years old and I just got back from Thailand, where I had one of their best plastic surgeons give me a set of boobs that would impress Dolly Parton. 

Thanks to my Italian heritage, I have olive skin and deep chocolate-coloured eyes. I’m five foot seven and I’m fit. I exercise every day and I’m a black belt in kicking arse. I’ve done every self-defence course I’ve come across. I’m also working on getting a gun licence because I can’t decide if I want to be a private security guard or a private investigator.

I’m hot, I can kick arse, and I’ll take you down.

Nobody will ever mess with me, and I thought I was pretty tough, that was until I met Hitch.

I’m from Melbourne, but I’m currently on holidays on the Gold Coast with my brother, Nick, and his girlfriend, Rosabel. They’re way too in love and being around them was making me feel sick. Thank God I had the sense to book my own room and not get a two-bedroom apartment with them. Gross.

Having watched my brother and his girlfriend make-out all day, I decided to head out to a bar by myself to grab a drink. It was only four in the afternoon so I knew the bars would be quiet. I was looking forward to having a drink without getting harassed by men. Because I always get harassed by men.

I went to the first bar I came across on Cavil Avenue, a modern looking place called Saskia’s, and I grabbed a barstool at the counter. I ordered a bourbon and Coke on the rocks, even though I was craving a red wine. You never saw a tough guy walk up to a bar and order a red wine. Image is everything.

The bartender gave me a smile and handed me my drink. He was pretty cute. If nothing better came through the door, I’d be tempted to go home with him at the end of the night. I was currently on a self-imposed ban from bartenders ‘cause nothing good ever come from a roll in the hay with a bartender, but this guy was good-looking enough for me to wanna make an exception to the rules.

My mama may have raised me to be a good Italian Catholic girl but what she doesn’t know won’t hurt her, right?

A woman walked out from the back of the bar and everything about her screamed ‘Boss Lady’. She was easily six-feet tall and wearing a black leather skirt and a black tank top. Her black Louboutin’s made her legs look miles long.

I looked down at my black denim shorts, black tank top and black cork wedges. I looked damn hot, but something about this woman made her look expensive. Money was something I didn’t have a lot of, but man, did I want it.

The woman went to talk to the bartender when something by the door caught her eye. A huge smile broke out on her face and her eyes lit up like a kid on Christmas morning.

“Hitch!” the woman called out. There was so much excitement in her voice that I couldn’t help but turn around to have a look at what had captured her attention. 

What on earth was a Hitch?

Oh boy...

Stick a fork in me, I’m done.

Standing in the doorway was the hottest man I’d ever seen. I’m pretty sure he was the hottest man I’d ever see. 

A Hitch was clearly a God.

The man was well over six feet of pure muscle and tanned skin. His brown hair was cropped short and his brown eyes were like deep, dark chocolate. Man, I would have eaten him for breakfast, lunch, and dinner.

I wasn’t sure what kind of name Hitch was, but I didn’t care. I would have called him Daddy if he asked me to.

Hitch made his way over to the bar and a panty-melting smile spread across his handsome face. “Saskia,” he said in a deep husky voice that I felt all the way down to my hoo-ha. 

Good Lord. He was even better looking up close.

“Hitch, what are you doing here?” asked Saskia, the ‘Boss Lady’. I had a feeling they weren’t a couple. There wasn’t any romance in their greeting. And my instincts were usually right. 

Hitch went to answer her, but I guess I caught his eye because instead, he turned to look at me. I’m pretty sure it had nothing to do with the fact that I was drooling on his shoes.

I felt like a deer in headlights. I knew that I should look away and let them have their conversation, but I was under his spell. I couldn’t tear my eyes away from those deep chocolate browns.

Hitch looked like the sort of man that could kick a man’s arse, catch dinner with his bare hands, and then make crazy wild love to me all night long.

And I’d let him too.

Usually I’m the one casting a spell over poor, dumb men. But this guy had me feeling like my tongue was stuck to the roof of my mouth. My nipples were strained against my top and I’m pretty sure I was still drooling.

I’ve never been this sort of woman before. What is happening to me?

“Are you ok?” Hitch asked. “Sas has been known to mix those bourbon’s a little too strong.”

I had to clear my throat to get my voice to work. “Thanks, I’m good.”

Hitch gave me a smile and turned back to Saskia. “Your dad here?”

Saskia nodded. “Yep, out the back.”

Hitch turned and walked through a door that said, ‘staff only’. Both me and Saskia watched him until he was completely out of sight.

Saskia smiled and topped up my drink with more bourbon. I was practically drinking it straight at this point. “Hitch has that effect over everyone. Hottest man alive.”

“I’ll say. Are all the guys on the Gold Coast that hot?”

“No, he’s one of a kind,” Saskia laughed. “There are a few that are worth your time though. Where you from?”

“Melbourne,” I said as I took a sip of the bourbon and had to clear my throat. Damn, it was strong. “Just here for a week.”

“Well, enjoy your drink, hon. Come back later tonight, I’m expecting a good crowd. Maybe you’ll find one of those few good men.” She gave me a wink and turned and walked out the same ‘staff only’ door that Hitch walked through.

I was definitely coming back tonight.
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After I finished my bourbon, I slowly made my way back to my room. Slowly, because I was feeling pretty tipsy and I was worried I was going to fall off my wedges.

The Gold Coast was an amazing place. I’ve been a few times over the years, but I always forget how much I love it. I could definitely see myself living here one day. There were worse ways to spend your days than at the beach in a bikini.

Once I made my way to my hotel room, I decided to have a nap. The bourbon was kicking in and I wanted to dance the night away at the bar, not fall asleep before nine pm. Well, not the whole night because I had every intention of picking up a man and going home with him. Hitch had turned me on and I really needed some relief. 

I woke a few hours later and spent some extra time making myself look hot. If there was even the slightest chance I could run into Hitch again, I was going to make sure he was the one who takes me home.

I slipped on a slinky black dress that would send my mother straight to church to pray for my soul. My shoes were high and had thin straps that wound all the way up to my knees. I had some big gold hoop earrings in and a thick gold bangle on my wrist. I was smokin’!

Look out boys.

I grabbed a light room service dinner and then made my way back to Saskia’s bar. 

And Saskia had been right. The bar was packed! Everyone looked young, tanned, and happy. It was definitely my kind of place. She was also right about there being a few hot men. I didn’t know which way to look. 

I took a seat at the bar again but this time, I didn’t order a drink. Today was the first time I’d paid for my own in a while. It wouldn’t take long for the men to find me and offer to buy my drinks. They always did.

Some women might think my confidence in my appearance makes me an up-myself bitch, but I know my worth. They think I’m out there and I’m gonna go all ‘Jolene’ and steal their man. I have never and would never steal another woman’s man. That’s not how I roll. There’s plenty more fish in the sea and I don’t need your man.

If I were a man, people wouldn’t even think twice about my confidence levels. Hell, it’s expected of men to be confident. They can be cocky, sleep around, treat women like a piece of meat, and get away with it. It’s time women stopped tearing each other down and started focusing more on the way we’re treated by men. It’s time to have each other’s backs.

I’m hot, single, and I will not be held back by other people’s opinions of me.

Within two minutes of sitting down, a man sat beside me and offered to buy me a drink. He wasn’t particularly good-looking, but hey, he offered, I accepted.

I listened half-arsed as he talked himself up, but I had one eye on the door in hopes of seeing Hitch again. I could see Saskia down the far end of the bar, flirting with a bunch of Uni boys. I’m sure she was just trying to get them to buy more expensive drinks.

The guy who brought my drink was getting boring so I thanked him for the bourbon and left him sitting at the bar with his mouth hanging open. I made my way around the room, taking in the crowd, keeping my back to the walls. Just like the way I was taught in the online security course I did. I was always trying to work on my skills so I could become the best around.

As I passed the door marked ‘staff only’ I heard some faint cheering coming from the other side. It didn’t sound like there were only staff members back there. I made a split-second decision, because my curiosity was piqued. Making sure nobody was watching, I opened the door and slipped through.
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