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The College Sneaker Sniffer


I was a sophomore at a small, private college in the United States. Everybody on campus was 18 or older. I was just your average, ordinary young woman, enjoying college life.

It was mandatory at this college that everyone participated in some sort of extracurricular activity outside of their classes. A lot of people played a sport. Other people engaged in various interests, like drama, singing, dance, band, art, and poetry.

Then there was an activity for everybody who couldn’t come up with something else that they were good at. It was simply called Fitness. We even jokingly referred to ourselves as the Loser Squad. We were only there to check the box for our extracurricular activity, so we could graduate one day. I guess we did sort of exercise though.

We each had a small locker at the gym that most of us either didn’t use or just left our sneakers in. I left my sneakers there, my low-top Converse Chuck Taylors that I regularly wore without socks.

One day I noticed that my sneakers weren’t how I left them. I thought nothing of the fact that they were moved. But I did notice, since I was a little bit obsessive compulsive.

The next day, I put them away by making it look like I just shoved them in the locker. But I remembered how I left them. And they were definitely moved again when I saw them again. It then happened a third time. I was wondering if anyone else’s sneakers were being moved. I thought it was weird. I was just wondering why. Why would somebody be touching my sneakers?

I set up a low tech, little spy camera that could see my locker. And that evening, I observed the answer to the riddle. Another member of the Loser Squad was cleaning up the locker room after hours, and in his spare time, he was sniffing the inside of a few different pairs of sneakers, including mine! I knew he was also a sophomore, but I didn’t even know this guy! 

I did feel like he lingered a little bit on my sneakers. He even seemed to treat my sneakers like they were sacred. But he put mine down and went over to the edge of where my camera could see. He used another girl’s sneakers to actually masturbate. It was hard to make out which locker it was, but I counted the lockers, and I was going to try and figure out whose sneakers those were. I was curious.

I wasn’t even that creeped out. It was a little bit flattering, like, he thought I was so hot that he was sniffing my disgusting sneakers that I work out in, without socks. And I wasn’t really surprised that he was more interested in another girl’s sneakers. There were some hot girls on campus, and I wasn’t really one of them.

I got to Fitness early the next day. First, I watched the lockers to figure out whose sneakers he was masturbating to. Ah, it was fucking Charity. That figured. She was pretty much the hottest girl at Fitness. It still pissed me off that there was a pervert sniffing girl’s sneakers though. I didn’t care if she was “hot.”

The next day, I stalked him the best I could during Fitness. I wasn’t afraid of him at all. I just wanted to rule out the possibility of him being a threat to harm girls in some way. And I did ultimately decide he was harmless. I figured he was just a weak, beta male, who was probably a virgin.

He seemed so normal. He had friends who he joked around with. Yeah, he was a bit of a clown. But I would have never suspected that he was sniffing girls’ sneakers.

Apparently, cleaning up the locker room after hours was his school job or something. He went back this night, and did practically exactly the same thing. He actually skipped my sneakers this time and spent all his time on Charity’s. Which probably should have been OK with me.

But then I remembered something. During summer break, I had visited a sex shop, and I saw these insoles for shoes and sneakers that apparently absorbed your sweat and amplified your pheromones. I thought they were so stupid at the time, and I almost forget about them. But I was curious if they worked, and if they might be able to pull our pervert away from Charity’s sneakers and onto mine.

I found the insoles and I ordered them online. Soon, I had them. They were just plain white, with tiny holes. It was going to just appear like they were insoles meant to reduce odor or something. They weren’t suspicious looking.

I used the treadmill today, and broke the insoles in good. The jerkoff walked past me and definitely saw me working up a sweat with no socks on. It was interesting that Charity actually wore socks. I couldn’t believe that a shoe sniffer would prefer that.

Again, this evening, he didn’t even touch my sneakers. He was just all about damn Charity. It was going to be annoying if he never even smelled my sneakers again, and I bought those insoles for nothing.

The next day, he didn’t even touch sneakers at all for whatever reason. Well, mine were brewing and marinating in the meantime. 

I continued to break mine in. The next day, I did the treadmill again. After class, when no one was looking, I took a tiny smell of my sneakers. They smelled fucking awful, just like I was expecting. The smell was slightly different with the new insoles in there, but just as rancid.

I was just starting to get a little frustrated before I watched the video that night. He went for my fucking sneakers. My heart was pretty much pounding out of my chest. He loved them! He fucking loved them. He even held the bottom of them against his mouth and nose while he was masturbating, which was something that he had done with Charity’s sneakers before.

This guy just got off to my sneakers and he only lasted a few minutes. It made me feel kind of sexy. He definitely fucking knew whose sneakers those were. I glanced at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t believe that somebody, anybody, just masturbated to me like that. It felt good.

I wondered if I could get him to keep doing it. Next Fitness class, I subtly modeled my sneakers for him. I stood around in the girliest poses. I stood with my weight on one leg, and I put my other foot out at a 90 degree angle. And he was definitely trying to look at me and my feet. I tried to ignore him, like I had no idea anything was up.

My sneakers became his ritual, every day that we had fitness class. I loved it. I loved knowing that I had that power over him and I was pretty satisfied knowing he was obsessed with me. When I thought of Charity, I thought, “Ha, bitch! He would rather sniff my sneakers than yours now!” For some reason, I kept thinking of Cinderella. “The prince jerks off to no one but her!”

I wasn’t sure what I wanted to do with this guy, long term. Maybe nothing. I thought this was all pretty funny just the way it was. Every Fitness class, I acted totally oblivious to his obsession with me. I wondered if he felt like a stalker at all, or if this was somehow normal to him. He must have been getting used to it.

He still maintained his normal persona every day, joking around with the guys, but being a little on the quiet side. He seemed fine, considering I always thought the smell of my feet was deadly. My mom actually used to joke around about it with me.

By the time sophomore year ended, I was feeling kind of sexy, and even somewhat dominant. I was starting to consider trying to keep my sniffer as my real life foot slave. I figured that was going to be a very difficult conversation for me to try to have with him, and I also didn’t particularly like him, even as my slave. I was just content knowing that my feet were the pervert’s choice.

I went back to school as a junior now. As my junior year progressed, I started to get more and more disgusted by my foot sniffer. I felt like I could tell by looking at him that he had been sniffing my feet frequently. He had slightly glassy, slightly pink eyes, like he had been smoking pot. And his nose seemed a little puffy and pink. He looked like he may have had Graves disease or something. My feet may have been doing long term damage to his brain. I wouldn’t have been surprised.

I was getting less and less interested in having anything to do with him, even as my eventual slave. And I had been starting to feel kind of used. It kind of pissed me off. Like, he got to sniff the girl of his dream’s sneakers, and I didn’t get anything in return. But I guess I was still encouraging it by leaving the special insoles in my sneakers. So I got new low cut Chuck Taylors, and didn’t put the insoles in this time.

It figured that he still loved my new sneakers, even without the special insoles. I thought, “What the fuck am I going to do with this guy? Should I leak the video?” I thought about it for months.

I heard a rumor that another junior named Kayla had a crush on my foot addict. Kayla wasn’t really my friend, but I got along fine with her. I didn’t know what the fuck she saw in him. Kayla was a decent girl, who should have been able to get a good man. I guessed that some girls liked that strung out look. I thought that if he wasn’t a foot addict, Kayla would have been good for him as a girlfriend.

I decided that I definitely didn’t want to try to keep him as a foot slave. I wasn’t interested. But I still wanted to control what happened to him. I thought it would be fun to give him to Kayla. Instead of them dating and potentially working out and having a real relationship, I wanted him to be Kayla’s foot bitch. I loved thinking how she had a huge crush on him and that she might be able to own her crush.

So one day I privately asked her about her crush. I asked, “Just between me and you, I hear you like him. Is that true?” She said, “Yeah. I was just starting to admit it, but I’ve actually really liked him the whole time. For over two years now.” I said, “Please, you can’t tell anybody. But there’s something you should know about him. I have to show you.”

She was extremely interested, and dying to know what I was talking about. I told her to meet up with me later, at his usual jerk off time. I could tell she thought this was weird, but she was dying to know my secret.

She came to my apartment, and I made her promise one more time that this was between us. And then we watched the monitor. She had no idea where this was going.

Even though it was plain as day what he was doing, she asked, “What the fuck is he doing?!!” She was horrified. I calmly replied, “Sniffing my sneakers and jerking off.” She looked at me, still horrified, and said, “Whaaat theee fuuuuck.” I said, “Yeah, and I don’t have any use for him. Do you want to see if we can switch him to your feet?”

She said, “Wait. Why didn’t you tell anybody? Why didn’t you approach him about it?” I said, “I take it as like, the ultimate compliment. He has such a huge crush on me that the smell of my disgusting sneakers drives him wild. I think it’s kind of cool that he thinks so highly of me... Well, I THOUGHT it was cool. But I’m getting kind of tired of the worship. I want him to worship someone else now.”

She said, “But he’s not just going to switch to me! What are you suggesting?” I replied, “Well, while I was reading about this online, trying to understand why he was doing this, I stumbled upon something that just might work to make him like someone else’s sneakers. They’re these special insoles that amplify pheromones or something from when you sweat... Look, I have seen him sniff other girl’s sneakers before. Unfortunately, he always comes back to mine. But if we do a few things, we just might be able to lead him to worship your sneakers instead. What do you think?”

She replied, “Of course I want to do it! Are you kidding me? I fantasize about marrying him! I don’t even want to tell you how much I liked him. I’m
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