
        
            
                
            
        

    
Bachelorette Night at the Loft

A Feel-Good, Slightly Ridiculous Short Story
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Author’s Note

This story is fiction, born from a simple question: What might happen if a group of lifelong friends — the kind who know your worst secrets and love you louder for them — decided to throw a bachelorette night that was equal parts ridiculous and deeply kind?

Every moment here is consensual. Every boundary was discussed long before the first glass of prosecco was poured. The safeword is “pineapple” not because anything extreme happens, but because clear communication matters — even (especially) when things get silly.

Ethan is not a victim. He is a volunteer — someone who finds quiet joy in being useful, in holding space (literally and figuratively), in letting people rest their tired feet and heavier hearts on him for a few hours. His presence is a gift he gives freely, and the women receive it with gratitude, laughter, and care.

The heel test is absurd on purpose. The wishes are real on purpose.

This book is not about kink for kink’s sake. It’s about friendship that doesn’t flinch when someone asks to be seen — even in the strangest, most vulnerable ways. It’s about the tenderness that hides inside jokes that only make sense at 2 a.m. It’s about the strange, beautiful truth that sometimes the deepest comfort comes wrapped in glitter, prosecco, and a padded box under a coffee table.

All characters are consenting adults. All play is safe, sane, and enthusiastically agreed upon. No one is shamed. No one is harmed. Everyone leaves the night a little lighter — even the man who spent most of it underneath the furniture.

If this story made you smile, laugh out loud, or feel a quiet ache of recognition, then it did exactly what it was meant to do.

Thank you for spending this ridiculous, tender night with us.

With gratitude (and probably sore arches), FootRubSlave @X


Introduction

Some friendships don’t just survive — they evolve into something louder, glitterier, and infinitely more chaotic the closer a wedding gets. 

This is the story of exactly that kind of friendship.

Seven women who first met in college dorms with questionable haircuts, shared ramen at 3 a.m., survived heartbreak playlists, job losses, questionable tattoos, and at least one group trip that ended with someone losing a shoe in a fountain. They’ve carried each other through every version of themselves — the reckless ones, the anxious ones, the ones pretending to have it all together — and now they’re here, one week before Sophie’s wedding, determined to give her one last, gloriously unhinged send-off into married life.

Sophie herself is equal parts glowing and quietly terrified. She’s 32, teaches elementary school art, paints secret watercolor cityscapes she’s too shy to show the world, and still can’t quite believe she’s about to marry Mark — the man who once bid $400 on one of her paintings just to get her phone number.

Tonight they’ve rented a stylish loft apartment with exposed brick, too many velvet couches, fairy lights someone insisted on stringing everywhere, and a glass coffee table that is about to become far more important than anyone expected.

What starts as a classic bachelorette night — prosecco, pizza, matching satin pajamas, and a playlist of songs they haven’t admitted to still knowing the words to — quietly becomes something else entirely when a very calm, very willing man named Ethan walks through the door.

He’s not a stripper. 

He’s not an escort. 

He’s just… Ethan. 

A massage therapist who moonlights doing exactly this kind of thing for groups who ask nicely, set clear boundaries, and understand the safeword is “pineapple.”

Tonight he arrives with a small duffel bag, a padded wooden box that looks suspiciously like high-end furniture, and the calmest “hello” anyone has ever heard from a man about to spend hours as voluntary living furniture.

What follows is a night of scavenger hunts, foot rubs, absurd science experiments involving high heels, real tears, ridiculous laughter, and — most surprisingly — a deep, tender circle of wishes spoken while several pairs of heels rest casually on the very box he’s lying beneath.

It’s silly. 

It’s absurd. 

It’s surprisingly moving.

And every single second of it is consensual, pre-discussed, and handled with care.

So pour yourself something fizzy, get comfortable, and settle in. 

This is what happens when seven best friends decide that the night before forever deserves to be a little ridiculous… and one very kind man decides he’s happy to help make it unforgettable.


Chapter 1 – The Loft, 7:42 p.m.
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The Airbnb loft smelled like vanilla candles, expensive rosé, and the nervous excitement that only arrives the week before a wedding.

Sophie — bride-to-be, 32, elementary school art teacher who paints secret watercolor cityscapes she’s too shy to show anyone — stood in the middle of the open living room wearing a plastic tiara that refused to stay straight on her head.

Mia (31, marketing genius, eternal optimist) waved her phone like evidence. 

“Group vote was unanimous. We’re doing the weird one tonight.”

Lauren (33, ER nurse, divorced-and-thriving) raised her glass in a mock toast. 

“To Sophie’s last gasp of singledom… and to whoever walks through that door and doesn’t immediately run screaming.”

Tara (30, yoga nomad covered in wanderlust tattoos) stretched dramatically on the floor. 

“If he’s cute and polite, I’m keeping him. Sorry, Mark.”

Jess (32, software engineer, reformed code gremlin) snorted into her drink. 

“Polite men are the most dangerous kind. They sneak up on you with competence.”

Kelly (31, cozy bookstore owner currently reading her fifth romance novel of the month) sighed dreamily. 

“I just want someone to rub my feet and call me ‘my queen.’ Is that too much to ask?”

Nina (31, graphic designer and proud new dog mom) laughed. 

“Yes. But we’re asking anyway.”

The doorbell rang.

Sophie whispered, eyes wide, “I’m going to die.”

Mia grinned like a cartoon villain. 

“No, babe. You’re going to live.”

Lauren opened the door.

Ethan — 34, former corporate burnout turned massage therapist and occasional party helper — stepped inside wearing plain black joggers and a plain gray hoodie. Small black duffel bag over one shoulder. Calm face. Zero drama.

“Evening,” he said simply. “I’m Ethan. Happy to help however you need.”

Tara stage-whispered loudly enough for everyone to hear: 

“He speaks in lowercase. I’m already in love.”

Ethan gave the smallest possible smile. 

“I’ve read the ground rules you sent. Foot stuff, silly games, nothing heavy. Safeword is pineapple. I’m good whenever you are.”

Sophie blinked several times. 

“You’re… disturbingly normal about this.”

“Normal is overrated,” he replied evenly. “But I can fake it if it helps.”

Laughter exploded through the loft like someone had popped a champagne cork made of relief.


Chapter 2 – The Box & First Tradition
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Ethan set the duffel down and unzipped it with the calm efficiency of someone who had done this many times before.

Inside was a low, padded wooden box — smooth edges, soft dark lining, discreet ventilation holes, sturdy enough to hold weight without complaint. It looked more like modern minimalist furniture than anything else.

Without any fanfare he slid it under the glass coffee table so the lid sat flush with the surface. Then he knelt, opened the top panel, and settled himself inside with practiced ease.

Wrists and ankles slipped into soft lined cuffs. 

Quiet clicks as each one secured. 

He looked up once — just once — and met Sophie’s eyes.

“Whenever you’re ready,” he said gently. “I’m good for as long as you want.”

The lid closed.

The coffee table looked completely normal again.

Jess immediately set her wine glass down on the glass surface directly above him. 

“New coasters are elite.”

For the next twenty minutes he simply existed while they launched into the first official tradition: Bride’s Most Embarrassing Moments.

Mia read questions from her phone like a game-show host. 

“Question one: Sophie, most awkward thing Mark has ever said during sex?”

Sophie groaned into her hands. 

“He once whispered ‘you’re my favorite PowerPoint slide.’ I still haven’t recovered.”

Tara cackled so hard she nearly spilled her drink. 

“That’s romantic in binary.”

Lauren: 

“My ex once called me ‘budget Gwyneth Paltrow.’ I divorced him partly for taste.”

Kelly: 

“I cried during the dog wedding scene in Bolt. In theaters. Alone.”

Ethan — completely silent under the table — let out one very quiet huff of amusement.

Mia grinned down at the lid. 

“We heard that, Foot Guy. You’re allowed to judge us silently.”

A muffled voice drifted up: 

“Not judging. Just… impressed.”


Chapter 3 – Scavenger Hunt Chaos
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Around 10:30 p.m. Mia clapped her hands together sharply.

Time for tradition number two: Bachelorette Scavenger Hunt – Loft Edition.

She passed around a printed list.

1. Find something the bride has definitely never used before 

2. Steal a sock from someone else’s luggage 

3. Get a stranger on the street to say “Sophie’s getting married!” (photo proof) 

4. Convince someone to trade shoes with you for five minutes 

5. Take a group selfie with the weirdest object in the loft 

6. Make Ethan make a noise (bonus points for creativity)

Jess smirked. 

“Number six is just bullying now.”

Mia: 

“Exactly.”

They scattered like caffeinated squirrels.

Tara returned first, triumphantly holding one of Sophie’s sensible beige flats. 

“I found something Sophie has definitely never used — taste.”

Sophie gasped. 

“Those are my teaching shoes!”

Lauren came back waving a single purple sock. 

“Stole this from Nina’s bag. It smells like lavender and regret.”

Nina: 

“That’s my good-luck sock, you monster.”

Kelly proudly displayed a photo of a very confused delivery driver outside. 

“He said it! ‘Sophie’s getting married!’ Then he asked if we were a cult.”

Jess and Mia returned limping dramatically, holding each other’s heels.

And then the entire group turned toward the coffee table.

Mia crouched beside the box. 

“Okay, sweetheart. Make a noise. Impress us.”

A long pause.

Then, very quietly from under the lid: 

“…meow.”

The loft detonated with laughter.

Tara clutched her stomach. 

“He meowed. He actually meowed. I’m deceased.”

Sophie wiped tears of laughter from her eyes. 

“Bonus points. All the bonus points.”

Jess nodded solemnly. 

“That was the most dignified cat I’ve ever heard.”


Chapter 4 – Foot Spa & Heel Test
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Jess kicked off her fuzzy slippers with theatrical despair. 

“My feet have filed for emancipation. Someone fix this immediately or I’m walking out barefoot and starting a new life in Florida.”

The group turned toward the coffee table as one.

Mia tapped the padded lid twice like knocking on a very polite door. 

“Okay, sweetheart. Nap time is over. Spa hours are now open.”

The lid opened just enough. 

A rolled beach towel became a neck support. A soft gray throw blanket was draped over Ethan’s chest and shoulders for modesty. His head and upper chest were visible; the rest remained discreetly tucked below.

He blinked once against the light, then offered the calmest smile in the room. 

“Ready when you are.”

Tara was first. She flopped onto the couch, swung both legs up, and rested her heels across his open palms like they were a luxury ottoman.

“Oh… my… goddess,” she breathed. “This is illegal levels of good. I’m going to need you at my wedding too. You can be the ring bearer. Or the ring stand. Whatever pays better.”

Ethan’s thumbs found the arch of her right foot and pressed in slow, deliberate circles.

Tara’s eyes rolled back. 

“Marry me instead, Claire. I’ll fight Mark for you.”

Claire laughed so hard she nearly spilled her prosecco. 

“You’d lose. He has better knife skills.”

While Tara melted, Mia started scrolling on her phone. 

“Wait. Wait wait wait. I just had the best terrible idea.”

She held up her black patent stiletto — needle heel, pure evil elegance. 

“Science time. Heel Test 2026: Electric Boogaloo.”

Jess perked up instantly. 

“I’m listening.”

Mia laid out the rules like a game-show host: 

“Slow weight transfer onto the padded lid. We listen for noises. We rate the reaction. Bonus points for creativity, volume, dramatic flair. No actual pain. Stop the second anyone says yellow or pineapple. Ethan, still green?”

A calm voice from below: 

“Very green.”

Lauren raised her glass. 

“To science. And to poor life choices made in satin pajamas.”

They cleared a little space. Mia went first.

She balanced the stiletto on the padded surface and slowly shifted weight forward.

One second. Two seconds.

A low, muffled grunt.

The room erupted in delighted squeals.

Mia stepped off, grinning. 

“Solid 7.5. Respectable grunt. Very stoic.”

Jess started a Notes app leaderboard: Heel Test Leaderboard – Do Not Send to HR

Mia – black patent 4″ stiletto → muffled grunt → 7.5

Tara chose her silver glitter platform sandal.

She placed it, leaned in, rocked forward for three seconds.

A tiny, high-pitched involuntary squeak.

The entire group lost it completely.

Tara jumped back laughing. 

“He squeaked! Like a rubber duck!”

Tara – silver glitter platform → tiny squeak → 8.2 (squeak bonus)

Sophie covered her mouth. 

“That was adorable. I feel bad laughing.”

“Don’t,” Ethan said dryly. “It was deserved.”

Lauren stepped up with her chunky glitter platform.

“These weigh more than my cat. Let’s commit physics.”

She shifted weight slowly.

A deeper “mmph” followed by Ethan’s own quiet chuckle.

Lauren grinned. 

“Did you just laugh at your own suffering?”

“Self-preservation through humor.”

Lauren – chunky glitter platform → deep mmph + self-laugh → 8.7

Kelly stood up holding her nude kitten heels.

“For feminism. And science.”

Delicate placement. Tiny increments. Four seconds.

A soft, polite flinch-sound.

Kelly beamed. 

“I’m gentle! I’m the nice one!”

Kelly – nude kitten heel → polite flinch → 7.2

Nina with her red suede pumps.

She leaned in, bounced once — very lightly.

A quick choked “oh god—” followed by a stifled laugh.

Nina spun around. 

“Full sentence! We broke him!”

Nina – red suede pump → “oh god” + laugh → 9.1

Jess looked at Sophie. 

“Bride gets the final turn. Make it count.”

Sophie hesitated, then picked up her wedding-white slingbacks.

She placed one shoe carefully, looked at her friends, then slowly shifted full weight.

Three seconds. Four.

Ethan’s body twitched fully — a real shudder — followed by one strangled, half-laughing “fuck” that sounded more like “fuh—ck”.

The room exploded.

Screaming. Laughing. Cheering. Tara fell off the couch.

Sophie stepped off instantly. 

“Oh my god I’m sorry!”

“Don’t be,” Ethan replied, amused. “Impressive commitment.”

Sophie – wedding-white slingback → full-body twitch + choked “fuck” → 9.8 

Current Champion

Mia raised her glass. 

“To Sophie — may your marriage be as powerful as that heel drop.”

Tara wiped tears. 

“And to Ethan — the only man brave enough to let a bride step on him the month before her wedding.”

Lauren leaned down. 

“Still green, hero?”

A long exhale. 

“Still very green. But maybe no more bouncing.”

They returned to gentle foot rubs.

The heel test was retired. 

The leaderboard was sworn to secrecy. 

And under the table, Ethan smiled — sore, ridiculous, oddly content.


Chapter 5 – Wish Circle & Quiet Ending
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The loft had quieted into that late-night hush where everything feels softer and more honest.

Fairy lights glowed low and golden. The playlist drifted into gentle lo-fi piano. Empty glasses clustered on side tables. Pizza boxes were gone. The heel-test leaderboard had been “deleted” (Mia’s screenshots lived forever).

They pulled the low coffee table into the exact center of their loose circle on the floor. They sat on cushions, sofa edges, overturned ottomans — a ring around the padded box that still contained Ethan.

Most of them had slipped their heels back on — for aesthetic, for drama, for the vibes.

Glitter platforms, red suede pumps, white slingbacks, black stilettos — all rested casually on the edges of the padded lid like trophies.

Ethan remained inside, head and shoulders visible through the partially opened panel, neck supported, chest blanketed. Calm. Tired. Content.

Mia cleared her throat theatrically. 

“Okay. Final tradition before we ugly-cry or pass out. Wish Circle. Real ones. No jokes… well, maybe tiny ones.”

Tara grinned, lifting one glitter-platformed foot and resting it lightly on the padded surface — just enough to dip the lid slightly.

She slowly shifted more weight onto her heel.

Underneath, Ethan let out a soft exhale — present, not pained.

Tara looked down fondly. 

“Ethan, you’re a trooper. My wish for Sophie and Mark: never stop laughing at the stupidest shit together. Inside jokes that make waiters think you’re insane. I wish your living room always sounds like this… but quieter. And with better snacks.”

She rocked her heel gently — a tiny twist.

A muffled “mmph” came from below, followed by the faintest chuckle.

Sophie covered her mouth. 

“You’re literally wishing on him while crushing him.”

Tara lifted her foot with exaggerated innocence. 

“It’s called method acting.”

Maya placed both kitten heels carefully on the lid — one on each side of Ethan’s visible chest — and leaned forward so the toes rested lightly.

Her voice was soft, almost dreamy.

“I wish you two always find tiny pockets of magic. A Tuesday where you dance in the kitchen with no music. A rainy morning where you stay in bed and read the same page out loud just to hear each other’s voice. I wish your life feels like the soft chapters of a book you never want to finish.”

She slowly transferred more weight. The heels pressed in — gentle but firm.

Ethan inhaled sharply, then let the breath out in a long, steady sigh.

Maya smiled down. 

“You okay under there, quiet hero?”

A low murmur: 

“Still green. Keep going.”

Maya lifted her feet gently.

Lauren deliberately placed one chunky platform heel dead-center — right over the most padded (and most sensitive) spot.

She rested. Full weight.

Ethan made a deeper, more strained sound — half grunt, half resigned laugh.

Lauren spoke without looking down.

“I wish you never have to carry everything alone, Sophie. I’ve seen too many people break because they wouldn’t ask for help. So I wish Mark learns how to sit in the silence with you when you’re falling apart. And I wish you let him. Because you deserve to be held, not just to hold.”

She rocked the heel once — very slowly.

Another muffled “mmph… fuck” followed by a quiet exhale.

Lauren lifted her foot and patted the blanket-covered lid like it was a pet. 

“Good boy.”

Kelly placed her nude kitten heels delicately.

“I wish you always have a quiet corner — a couch, a window seat, a car parked somewhere stupid — where you can just sit together and not say anything. I wish you protect that space the same way you protect each other.”

She gradually added pressure. The heels sank in deeper.

Ethan let out a small surprised breath.

Kelly smiled sweetly. 

“Sorry, Ethan. You’re part of the wish now.”

Nina placed her red suede pumps — one heel on each side.

“I wish your future dogs are always the third member of your marriage. Matching playlists for walks. Matching dog hair on every black outfit. Every bad day ending with wet noses and dumb pet names.”

She leaned forward. Both heels pressed down more firmly.

A longer, lower groan escaped.

Nina giggled. 

“You’re really earning your keep tonight.”

Jess set her glitter platforms down with deliberate slowness.

“I wish you never stop noticing each other. The tiny things. Coffee order memorized. Which side of the bed he likes when he’s sick. I wish you keep seeing each other even when you’re both tired, cranky, and annoying as hell.”

She shifted full weight — slow, controlled.

Ethan’s body tensed under the lid. A choked, half-laughing sound — something between “oh god” and “please”.

Jess lifted off, smirking. 

“That one was for dramatic effect.”

Finally Sophie looked around at her friends, at the heels resting casually on the lid, at the man underneath who had spent the entire night as their furniture, footrest, and silent confidant.

She placed her own white slingbacks gently on the surface — one heel on each side — and spoke quietly.

“I wish we never stop doing this. Not the parties, not the stupid games, not the crying on each other’s couches at 3 a.m. I wish marriage doesn’t mean I lose any of you. Because you’re my favorite part of being alive. Always have been.”

She slowly added her weight. The heels pressed in.

Underneath, Ethan made a soft, deep sound — full and present.

Sophie’s voice cracked just slightly. 

“And I wish… whoever you end up with, Ethan… they see how kind you are. How steady. How ridiculous and generous. Because you deserve someone who gets it.”

A long silence.

Then, from below — quiet, rough, sincere — came the reply:

“Thank you. 

That means more than the heels.”

The room stayed still for several long seconds.

No one moved their feet right away. 

The pressure remained — light, warm, grounding.

Eventually Tara broke the hush with a watery laugh. 

“Okay, we’re officially out of tissues and emotional bandwidth.”

One by one the heels lifted.

Feet were rubbed, blankets pulled closer, water bottles passed.

Ethan was released slowly — blanket around shoulders, water in hand, quiet check-ins.

He left before sunrise with a small wave from the doorway.

But the wishes — and the weight of all those heels — stayed behind, soft and heavy in the best way.


Epilogue – Sunday Morning

The loft smelled like coffee and last night’s laughter.

Sophie stared at the empty spot under the table and smiled.

She didn’t post. 

She didn’t screenshot. 

She just kept it — a glittering, ridiculous, tender secret.

Somewhere across the city Ethan stretched, felt the pleasant ache in his shoulders, and thought:

Worth it.

The End


About the Author

FootRubSlave, Writes playful, consensual stories about service, relaxation, quiet devotion, tired feet, and the strange tenderness that can happen when people trust each other enough to be ridiculous. 

Loves coffee tables, good playlists, group laughter, and the kind of nights that end with everyone safe and hydrated. 

Believes most of the best moments happen somewhere between “this is a terrible idea” and “we’re never speaking of this again.” 

All characters are adults. All play is consensual. All feet are (eventually) happy.

Connect FootRubSlave @X
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