
  
    [image: Be A Good Girl and Choke on this D*ck]
  


  
    
      Be A Good Girl and Choke on this D*ck

      
        BAD MEN POSSESSING GOOD GIRLS

        BOOK THREE

      

    

    
      
        KL DONN

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        I’d love to connect with you!

      

      
        Dark’s Thoughts

      

    

    
      
        Prologue

      

      
        1. Hael

      

      
        2. Dark

      

      
        3. Hael

      

      
        4. Dark

      

      
        5. Hael

      

      
        6. Dark

      

      
        7. Hael

      

      
        8. Dark

      

      
        9. Hael

      

      
        10. Dark

      

      
        11. Hael

      

      
        12. Dark

      

      
        13. Hael

      

      
        14. Dark

      

      
        Epilogue 1

      

      
        Epilogue 2

      

    

    
      
        Bad Men Possessing Good Girls Series

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by KL Donn

      

      
        Audio Books

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2025 by KL Donn

      Be A Good Girl and Ch*ke on this Dick

      Bad Men Possessing Good Girls Book 3

      www.authorkldonn.com

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted, in any form or by electronic or other means, including but not limited to: scanning, copying, storage and retrieval systems, and extended quotes, without the express written permission from the author. The only exception to this is the use of brief quotes (totaling less than a page) of quotations to be used for the purpose of book reviews.

      This author does NOT use generative AI in her works and does not give permission for her works to be used to train Gen-AI.

      Any use of this publication to train generative artificial intelligence (AI) technologies to generate text is prohibited.

      The author reserves all rights to license uses of this work for generative AI training and development of machine learning language models.

      Help support authors you love by only purchasing legitimate copies of their work through trusted sources.

      This author does NOT host her stories on any pay-per-chapter (PPC) apps or websites.

      If you find this (or other books by this author) on those apps/sites, they are there illegally.

      Trusted source links can be found on the publisher’s/author's website.

      Any similarities to real persons, organizations, or places written about within these pages is purely coincidental, as this is a work of fiction.

      
        
          	
        Cover Design by Alluring Write Productions
      

      	
        Editing by KA Matthews
      

      	
        Formatting by Alluring Write Productions
      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      
        
        Signup for my newsletter so you never miss a release.

        KL’s Confessions – Newsletter

        Free Books from KL Donn

        What’s Coming this Year

        Coloring pages, other printables, & family trees.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Synopsis

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Hael River has no idea what’s coming for her.

        The sins she will pay for.

        Her father is to blame.

        But I’ll take her hate if it means I can bask in her light.

        I’m not a nice man.

        Not even a tolerable one.

        When my employees threaten to quit, I do nothing to stop them.

        However, after witnessing what her presence does to me, they fight to turn her hate into love.

        Can a woman like Hael ever love a man like me?

        I doubt it, but I’ll stake my claim anyway.

        As my assistant says: It’s about damn time Dark Ruelle gets what’s coming to him.

        You’ve seen the deliciously dirty acronyms, now you’re getting the books. Get ready for the Bad Men Possessing Good Girls series from USA Today Bestselling Author KL Donn and all the delightfully taboo & forbidden tales she’s about to bring.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dark’s Thoughts

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Society is too restricting,

        My baser Alpha has given me the greatest treasure,

        My Hael, my sweet pea, my obsession.
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      I’ve been called many names in my life: sick, psychopath, murderer, deranged, monster. They’ve never bothered me. All are accurate descriptions; however, as I stare down at the girl sleeping cozily in her bed, believing she is safe, it’s the first time one of those names flickers through my mind.

      Hael River is the daughter of my enemy, the innocent daughter of the woman I once loved. She could have been my child, but Austin River stole that future from me. It turned out for the best, but holding grudges is my specialty, so I built an empire in his field solely to destroy him. Ten years ago could have been my time to strike; unfortunately, that’s when Hael lost her mom, and despite my lack of empathy, I hadn’t wanted to ruin her life at such a young age. So I watched and waited, and here I am.

      My focus should be on Austin; however, when I caught a glimpse of Hael, my obsession shifted, grew, and has now become unbearable. I’ve already stolen Austin’s most significant contract in Vegas with Theias Lorde, and things are running smoothly in all of the kingpin's businesses, so now I can devote a hundred percent of my focus to Hael.

      Tonight, as she sleeps, her transformation into becoming mine has begun. I could take her now; nobody would know. Well, her friend Piper might, and that husband of hers—an old friend, thankfully—could have presented as a problem, but for now, I’m content to watch.

      I’ve already swapped out her birth control pills for placebos, thanks to a friend in pharmaceuticals, so the three months’ supply she keeps on hand is now worthless.

      While construction is being completed on my home, ensuring she can’t escape once she’s brought there, I’ll introduce my presence into her life. Beginning with the text I’ve already sent for when she wakes up.

      Hael may have a hard exterior and an unfiltered mouth, but her heart cries out for love. She wants that epic happily ever after, and I intend to give it to her. Her reading preferences have given me many ideas for winning her over, too.

      She has six weeks until I bring her home.

      Six more weeks of perceived freedom.

      Once I lock her up in her castle, she won’t be free again until she’s carrying my baby and my last name.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 1


          

          
            Hael
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      My phone has remained oddly silent today. A sliver of unease slithers down my spine as I walk to the front of the classroom to hand in my history paper. Halloween is around the corner, and I’m glad to have one of the more difficult assignments behind me.

      Exiting the class, I head to the dining hall to meet my best friend, Piper. We don’t see each other a lot outside of school because she’s got a man who’s so damn obsessed with her, she can hardly breathe without him.

      I’m not jealous. Yes, I am. Mostly, I’m kind of lonely.

      Ever since my dad lost that security contract and left the state, we’ve hardly spoken. When we do, he doesn’t listen to me, and the calls have become shorter and less frequent. The stranger’s messages have been the most contact I’ve had with anyone since they started several weeks ago.

      From the things they’ve written, I can tell it’s a man, and I think he’s got a crush on me, but he refuses to reveal himself. Sometimes he sends me pictures of things he believes I’ll like—a fancy coffee he’s drinking, bright, blooming flowers, a sunset. Ordinary images that always manage to make me smile.

      “Hey, Hael.” Jeremy Gates slings an arm across my shoulders, charming smile in place. He’s on the college basketball team, and we have a history class together.

      “Hi, Jeremy.” Offering him a friendly smile as we enter the building, my eyes go on the hunt for Piper, but I don’t see her. Her last class ended before mine. Maybe Galen came to visit her.

      I sigh while Jeremy chatters in my ear as we stand in line to grab food. Nothing appeals to me, so I go simple with a blueberry crumble muffin and an apple juice. Before paying for it, however, Jeremy is there with his card.

      “Thanks.” I smile at him again and make my way towards a table. He follows and sits next to me. Our hips touch on the bench, and he hooks his foot around mine so we’re tangled up.

      “Listen, Hael. I was really hoping you’d let me take you for dinner. I’ve been working hard to get your attention since the spring, and since you’re usually alone, I figure you could use the company.” His observation hurts because it's accurate.

      My phone vibrates in my pocket, but I ignore it and ask instead, “Just dinner?”

      Jeremy is cute in the boy-next-door kind of way, but he’s also a jock, and I’m a typical bookworm. I’m hesitant about our differences.

      “Just dinner and dessert, because, why not, right?” His charming grin sways me.

      “Okay, sure, dinner,” I respond.

      His smile widens, and he leans forward. I anticipate a kiss on the lips; instead, he drops one on my throat and groans.

      “You smell so good, Hael.” His voice is heated, and I pull back as he does. “I’ll pick you up tonight at seven.” He takes off to sit with his friends before I can ask how the hell he knows where I live.

      It’s possible he noticed when he saw me walking home. I’m only a couple of blocks from here, but it’s creepy he didn’t ask.

      My phone buzzes again as I’m about to unwrap my muffin, so I pull it out, hoping it’s Piper. It’s not. It’s him, and boy, has his attitude changed.

      
        
          
            
              
        Stalker Dude: Stop flirting with assholes. I have enough bodies to bury.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: Who the hell is this? Why do you keep texting me? Are you watching me?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Stalker Dude: You’ll find out soon enough. In the dark of night, when your hands are between your legs, think of me. Think of the dirty things I’ll do. Then scream.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: You’re sick. Leave me alone!!

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Stalker Dude: Never. You’re mine, Hael. My good girl looking for a bad man. Daddy won’t be able to save you this time.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: Leave. Me. Alone.

      

      

      

      

      

      Blocking his number, I run my fingers through my hair and tug, wanting to scream. What the hell happened? He’s been kind of sweet in his previous texting, telling me how pretty I look when I smile, complimenting an outfit I wore. I realized he had to be watching me but hadn’t considered how thoroughly until now.

      He knew Jeremy was flirting with me. I hadn’t really reciprocated it, but I was smiling with him. Some men deem that flirting.

      
        
          
            
              
        Unknown: Don’t fucking ignore me, Hael.

      

      

      

      

      

      Well. Hell.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: What do you want? Really want with me? What’s the purpose of this?

      

      

      

      

      

      I’ve asked a million times before, and he’s always worked around an answer.

      
        
          
            
              
        Unknown: Simple… You.

      

      

      

      

      

      Growling because that’s not specific, I answer back.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Maybe you shouldn’t be a creepy stalker dude then. Maybe you should have introduced yourself to me in the beginning. Maybe I would have liked you. Now you creep me out. Psycho.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Unknown: Good. Be scared of me. Of the things I plan to do to you. Be scared that you’ll become addicted and never want to leave. Be scared you’ll want more.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: You’re a monster. I’ll never want anything from you.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Unknown: That’s not what your body tells me in the middle of the night and you’re squirming for more of my cum in that virgin cunt.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: WTF! I’m calling the cops.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Unknown: I dare you.

      

      

      

      

      

      I shut off my phone, wanting to whimper, cry, and curl up in a corner. This can’t be happening. Food forgotten, I grab my things and run home. Unlocking the door, I slam it shut before engaging the locks.

      Leaning against the wooden panel, I struggle to contain my fear. To keep myself from completely breaking down because underneath the outrage and fright is something else…something new…something desirable.

      I’m so screwed up.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            Dark
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      “Sir, sir? Are you listening to me?” My assistant Leonard’s whiny voice is getting on my last nerve. Again. “Mr. Ruelle, really, this needs to be signed by this evening.”

      “It’s in the top left drawer of my desk, Leo.” He hates the nickname. When he badgers me to the point I’d like to snap his neck, I use it. Ordinarily, the early-twenties man would take a hint.

      Not today, it seems.

      “If you’d have simply told me that sooner, I could have left you alone. But nooooo, Mr. Tall, Dark, and Broody just has to make life difficult.”

      Staring at the phone in my hand, it’s hard to tell if he’s trying to piss me off enough to fly out to him, or if he’s just fucking stupid. “Leo, if I get on a plane, I’m ripping out your fucking tongue. Watch your tone with me, boy.”

      A sharp inhale followed by a slamming drawer is his response to my threat. “I’ll have this off to Jonas Enterprises in five minutes, sir.” The click of him disconnecting us only irritates me further.

      I sit back in the booth of the two-star restaurant—and I’m being generous with those stars—already in an ominous mood. This fucking punk, Jeremy dipshit, popular basketball player, is taking out my fucking girl. My. Girl. And I want to tear off his arms and beat him to death with them.

      Arriving at the exact moment as Jeremy and Hael had, I walked past them and ripped open the door without holding it for Hael when she was only a few steps behind me. It was a test for the dipshit, and he failed spectacularly. A real man would have had a word with me about politeness; this asshole didn’t even look up from his fucking phone. Hael held the door open for both of them, and he walked in first.

      After faking a phone call so they could be seated before me, I requested the booth across from them to keep an eye on her. She has no clue about my identity, so she has no reason to be concerned about my eyes remaining steady on her.

      Her hair is pinned back from her face with loose curls around her throat, highlighting a slender neck and making my mouth water for a taste. She’s wearing a black tube top that rests just above her navel, showing too much fucking skin for another man, and her ass and legs are snug in a pair of ripped skinny jeans, begging for a spanking. The way her heels pop her ass out spins my mind in a million directions, detailing me fucking her from behind.

      Staring at the back of her date’s head, my fingers itch to grip his hair and slam his skull off the table over how he’s ignoring her. Instead, I send her another text. If he won’t appreciate her, I fucking will.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: He isn’t good enough for you.

      

      

      

      

      

      Her phone chimes from the handbag sitting next to her. It’s a knockoff Coach bag that she’s had for years. For as rich as her father is, he’s stingy when it comes to her. If he thinks about her at all.

      Hael doesn’t take out her phone to read my message, so I send her three more in quick succession, if for no other reason than to redirect dipshit Jeremy’s attention to her.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: You look stunning tonight. Too good for him.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Me: I’d never ignore you like this. You’d be the center of my world.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Me: Stop ignoring me, sweet pea, he’s not even looking up.

      

      

      

      

      

      She glances around, eyes snagging on me and lingering for a minute before moving on and grabbing her phone. As she retrieves the device and starts to read, I continue typing on my phone so she doesn’t suspect me, but her eyes lift and capture mine, questions swirling in those sea-glass irises that she won’t ask a stranger.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sweet pea: How do you know these things?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: From watching you…

      

      

      

      

      

      Focusing on my phone, her eyes burn into me as she snaps a quick photo of me before she sends it through.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sweet pea: Is this you?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: Like I’d allow you to catch me until I’m ready to bring you to our castle.

      

      

      

      

      

      Her pulse quickens as I make a few memos in my notes app before stopping to sit back and take a sip of my water.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sweet pea: What?

      

      

      

      

      

      My dick grows hard imagining that question being asked lustfully as I hold her close, and the warmth of her breath brushes across my flesh.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Where did you think this was going? I don’t come in a girl every night just to ditch her while she’s carrying my baby.

      

      

      

      

      

      Immediately, she jolts upright, her cheeks heating, and her breathing accelerates.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Jeremy dipshit isn’t even looking up from his phone. Ditch his dumb ass and I’ll take you away.
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