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Author’s Note
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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
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Introduction
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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.
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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.
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Chapter 2 – The Box & First Tradition

[image: ]


[image: ]

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.”
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