

    
        
          Be with You

        

        
        
          Nashville, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Mae Kiss

        

        
          Published by Mae Kiss, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BE WITH YOU

    

    
      First edition. November 2, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 Mae Kiss.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8237673357

    

    
    
      Written by Mae Kiss.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Epilogue

About the Author



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    My thanks go to my Beta readers for all the helpful feedback. As well as their time spent reviewing my book. You're more than grateful helpers—you're amazing friends and supporters as well.

      

    

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Prologue  
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​Miley

––––––––
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IT’S THE AFTER-PARTY for the big homecoming football game. It’s at some rich guy's house we don’t really know. Tara and I have parked outside the party in my old, beat-up Honda Civic. 

“Why are you wearing jeans? You said you were going to wear a skirt with me tonight,” I ask her.

“I don’t have the legs for all that. We don’t all have great legs like you, bitch,” Tara says.

“Fine, you’re not wrong. I can’t wait to run into Anderson,” I say, putting on my pink lip gloss in my mirror.

“You got a plan? Or just going to walk up to him and ask him to bang you?” Tara says, laughing a little.

“That would be a baller move. Straight to the point. I might try that. But let's get in there, and I’ll feel it out first,” I say.

Then, Shania Twain Man! I Feel Like a Woman comes on the radio. I turn the volume up. I sing into my hairbrush.

[image: ]“Let’s go girl, come on. I’m going out tonight, I’m feelin alright. Gonna let it all hang out. Wanna make some noise really raise my voice,” Tara laughs at me and then joins in. Yeah, I wanna scream and shout. No inhibitions make no conditions. Get a little outta line. I ain’t gonna act politically correct. I only wanna have a good time. The best thing about bein a woman. Is the prerogative to have a little fun and Oh, oh, oh go totally crazy forget I’m a lady. Men’s shirts, short skirts. Oh, oh, oh get in the action, feel the attraction. Color my hair do what I dare. Oh, oh, oh I wanna be free.  Yeah to feel the way I feel. MAN I FEEL LIKE a WOMAN! [image: ]

Once the song is over, feeling pumped, we grab our purses and walk our sexy cowgirl asses into the party.

We find him playing beer pong in the backyard. He’s with a few football players and their dump girlfriends. But this will not stop me. I will call next.

“Okay, so y’all ready for next?” Anderson says.

“Yes,” I say with confidence.

“You got it then girly!” Anderson says.

They complete their game, and then Tara and I take our turn. She’s terrible at this game, but it doesn’t bother me. I simply want to spend some time with him. Hopefully, he’ll join me after that.

We play, and it turns out exactly as I expected. Tara is really terrible at this. We find ourselves drunk before the game comes to an end.

“I win this point, and you do anything I want,” I tell Anderson

“Are you sure you got this?” he asks.

“Oh, baby, I do,” I tell him and get the ball into the cup.

“Miley, I am done,” Tara says.

“I got it quarterback. Let’s go,” I tell him, walking away from the game.

“Seeing as you got in. Let’s see where this goes baby,” Anderson says, taking my hand and walking to the driveway with me.

We walk hand in hand to his truck. I get into the passenger seat. While he gets into the driver's side. Once we’re inside, I take a deep breath. Knowing what I wanna do.

“So you got me alone babe. What is it you want?” Anderson asks me.

“Kiss me,” I tell him.

He leans in to kiss me. I pull him close with both hands and kiss him.

He kisses me back. Which I was hoping for. Then, his hand goes to my breast. Cupping and cresting. Moving his fingertips to pinch my nipple. I moan into his mouth. He takes that moment to unbutton my jean skirt. Placing his hand inside, in search of my pussy. His fingers enter me while kissing my neck. All at once, I feel it. The sparks I was looking for. He has me so ready for him. Which is what I wanted. I pulled his face closer to mine then.

“I’m ready,” tell him.

He pulled his hand out of my panties, which made me want him more. So I take them off. Then, climbed onto his lap.

He kisses me and places me, ready for him. It hurt at first, but then it felt good. I need him to finish, or I will be a bad lay. Then, everyone would be talking about me. But I needed more. It’s necessary for me to sense everything. He moves my hips back and forward until I realize I need to be doing this. Riding him until he moans loudly. 

When he’s done, he hands me a napkin that was just lying next to him. To clean myself up. I clean myself up and pull my shirt back on. Without a word, I exit his truck. Knowing why bother to say anything? I don’t wanna be with him. I just wanted this. 

Years later..........
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​Chapter One 
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​Miley

––––––––
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IT'S FRIDAY NIGHT, and the crowd at Mickey's is wild for the newest guy on stage. He is tall with dirty blonde hair, and he can definitely sing. Every girl's wet dream. I glance at the bar and see my girl Tara clearly captivated by him, unable to take her eyes off him as she spills beer all over the damn bar.

I smile and laugh to myself after taking a group's order from the booth near the back of the bar. I decide to go give her shit because that's what I do. It's really fun for me.

"Did you see that sexy piece of man meat up there?" I ask Tara when I approach the bar. 

"We sure did. Judy here said he looks like Justin Timberlake," Tara says.

"Maybe we should ask him to play Sexy Back," I tease.

"He sure brought in a crowd with him. Look at all the ladies eye-fucking him," Tara says almost jealously.

"Can't blame them. That man sure can boost sales. Next week, we should charge a cover," I suggest.

"Good idea! I will say something to my dad," Tara says. Her father owns the bar we work at and where the sexy man AKA the Justin Timberlake look-alike is currently serenading the ladies.

"I need five Budweisers, please," I tell Tara, and she helps me get them on my tray. I head to the back booth to deliver my order when I see him. Anderson Thompson, my high school crush. He was the big man on campus back then. All-star quarterback and everyone loved him. All the guys wanted to be him, and all the girls wanted to date him. Well, everyone, but me. I don't date. It's a personal rule of mine. I got my cherry popped by the number one quarterback one night in the back of his stupid truck. After I deliver my order to the booth, he approaches me. 

"Miley, how're things?" Anderson asks with a smile.

"Busy," I answer, giving him the brush-off.

"Why you gotta treat me that way?" Anderson asks, getting into my personal space, and boy does he smell good. I always loved his cologne. He's still as sexy as he was in high school. More so now that he has gotten older. He's a big guy with all his muscles. That man probably doesn't have an ounce of fat on him. He reminds me of Channing Tatum. In my dreams, Anderson is giving me a Magic Mike dance just like in the movie. I try to control my urge to lick those muscles right here.

"It's busy tonight, so sorry not sorry if I hurt your big man feelings," I tell him, walking around him to go to the next table. You know, doing the waitress thing. But he stops me by holding my wrist.

"When are you off tonight?" Anderson asks.

"Why?" I ask

"I need a favor," Anderson answers.

"I close tonight," I answer him, then walk away, getting to work.

Anderson nurses a beer all night, waiting on me. Perhaps I spent a little more time than required, too. I figured if he needed a favor, I would make him work for it. I mean, I know I will help him out. We have hooked up a few times when he’s been in town on breaks from school. But the weird thing is that we have a connection that I don’t truly understand. I can never tell him no, and I feel that if I need him, he would always be there. Done with my shift, I meet him at the bar.

––––––––
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"SO WHAT'S THIS FAVOR?" I ask him.

"I need a job," Anderson says. 

"What about football? I thought you were busy at college," I say.

"I haven't been there for months. I got hurt last season. They dropped me because the doctors said my knee would never be the same," Anderson explains. 

"Sorry to hear that, Anderson," I say honestly, putting my hand over his on the bar.

"Thanks, baby girl," Anderson says.

"We don't have any openings that I know of. But Tara and I were talking tonight about possibly charging a cover next week. If Mickey approves of that, we'll have a spot. I'll let you know," I tell him.

"I would appreciate that," Anderson says.

"I would stay and catch up, but I'm exhausted. I'll call you if I hear anything," I tell him, getting my purse and heading to the door.

"I'll walk you out," Anderson says, walking me to my Jeep. "You sure you're ready to go home already? We could hang for a while," Anderson asks me while leaning into my ear. “Please?"

"We both know what hang out means. So where are we doing this? The jeep, your truck, or my place?" I bluntly ask him. 

"You sure have a way of making a man feel cheap," Anderson jokes.

"Right!" I laugh then Anderson kisses me and that's all it takes to get me. This man can kiss. He deepens the kiss, using his hand behind my head to pull me closer. I soften at his touch. Grabbing his ass, pulling him closer to me. He uses his free hand to open my back door. He helps me into the back seat. Leaning over me on the back seat, he lifts my skirt and removes my panties. He trails kisses up my leg. Then, face dives into my pussy. He kisses and licks my pussy, making me moan in pleasure. I feel his fingers enter my pussy, and his thumb presses against my asshole while he licks my clit. I come in minutes. 

“Jesus, you learned some new moves in college,” I say breathlessly.

Lifting his head, he looks up at me. "You're so damn sexy, baby girl. Let me take you home." 

"No! I can't wait," I say, ripping his belt off. Unzipping his pants, I release his hard, enormous cock. I work his shaft with my hand until he is ready. Before entering me, he quickly puts on a condom. He pounds my pussy hard and fast, shaking the shit out of the jeep. He has me so worked up that I’m ready to come again. I put my arms above my head, bracing my hands against the door as he finishes me. 

"Harder, Anderson," I demand.

"You love my cock," Anderson says, pounding me until we come together. 

After he pulls out, we hurry to put our clothes back on before someone sees us. I tell him I’ll call him later and go home. When I park, I notice his truck behind my Jeep. So I walk over to him before going inside. He rolls down the window, and I lean my elbows on his window.

"Stalker much. Should I be concerned?" I tease him.

He laughs and says, "I just wanted to make sure you got home okay."

"That's nice, but you ain't my man or my daddy," I tell him, meaning it. 

"I like it when you're sassy, Miley," Anderson says.

"I'm sure you do. Good night, Anderson." I say, then walk to my door.

When I get inside, I find Tara half awake on the couch. Since finishing high school, we’ve been roommates. We share a small two-bedroom townhouse. We also go to community college together, working on getting our business degrees. She wakes to me almost falling on my face from her damn boots in the hallway again.

"Miley, is that you?" Tara asks.

"Yeah, bitch," I answer, catching myself on the wall.

"Where have you been?" Tara asks like she's my damn mom.

"I didn't realize I have a curfew mother," I tease now sitting next to her on the couch, kicking my shoes off.

"I saw Anderson waiting on you," Tara says, fishing for gossip. 

"Yeah," I say, not giving in.

"Well, what did he want?" Tara demands. Too tired to let me tease her.

"Besides, the same thing he always wants? He needs a job. He wants me to ask your dad. I was thinking if we started a cover charge, he could do that at the door like a bouncer or something," I explain. 

"I'll ask him tomorrow, but tell me you didn't sleep with him again," Tara says.

"I didn't," I say.

"I call bullshit," Tara says.

“It’s not like that. Yes, he suggested it, but Tara we don't have to do it,” I tell her.

“No, that's a great idea! We are doing it!” Tara says super excited.

All I can think of is great. Now, I will have to see him every damn night. He will be the biggest cockblock. And even harder to resist him.
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MICKEY HIRED ANDERSON that next day. He’s been working with us for the last few weeks. He is honestly doing a great job. But how hard is it to stand at the door and accept money? 

We’ve been hooking up almost every night since he started at Mickey’s Tavern. I am not complaining, but I don’t want people to think we are together. I don’t do relationships. 

Another crowded night at work. Everything is going well. Tips are good. Other than the loud college guys near the back of the bar. 

I am familiar with several of them. Without a doubt, one. We got together around a month ago. I attended a frat party that he was throwing. Truthfully, my memory of that night is quite vague. The walk of shame I took the next morning is something I do remember. 

I tried to walk out of his room and out of the house undetected. With no luck. I was half dressed, carrying my shoes when the whole damn house of frat boys clapped the entire way out the door. Someone even yelled Go to my room next time, baby!

So I really don’t wanna deal with them tonight. I tried my best to forget that night.

I’m fine with hooking up despite people thinking less of me. What people think of me doesn’t matter to me. If I were a man, I’d be getting high-fives. However, this is my
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