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Alma and her friends all walked upright and in an orderly fashion into the changing room, all wearing only their underwear; a light cotton top and some simple, unadorned panties.  Sister Sara slid silently in after them, it was her job to see to it that they all cleaned up properly, like good decent girls, and that none of them did anything indecent while they showered.  Like what could they do in the showers?  Alma wondered.  They were only girls there, and they just woke up, they weren't in the mood for anything indecent.

There were 32 of them, and the showers only had space for 10 at a time, so they had to go in batches, but Sister Sara made them all undress at the same time anyway.  They were used to getting undressed in front of Sister Sara.  Sister Maria and Sister Francesca weren't as obtrusive, their nun-habits worked like invisibility cloaks for them.  

Getting undressed in front of the nuns had been weird at first, but Sister Sara had been unobtrusive back then, she had just stood quietly by and watched them slip out of their undies.  But Alma still had not liked having her there, and she still didn't.  That woman, Sara, was the youngest of the nuns, only 25, but to Alma and her friends that was ancient as the pyramids.  She was a thin, stately woman with an easy smile and large, friendly eyes on her firm and strong but feminine face.  Alma believed her to be myopic, by the way she squinted at her, but it didn't appear to inhibit her.  Sister Sandra was an assistant to the Mother Superior, and stood out from all the other nuns in her attire, wearing a black dress with shoulder straps instead of the long nun-frock.  

Sister Sara stood back and let the dozen girls undress and put away their undies, which Sister Maria would then remove and replace with clean ones.  Sister Maria was approaching middle age, quiet, and always felt invisible to Alma and the other girls.  Sister Fransesca was the same, always friendly and quiet.  Sister Fransesca wasn't used to be dragged into the changing room by Sister Sara, and she blushed and looked away from the nude girls.  Alma gave Sister Sara a look as she put her undies in the pile.  Sister Sara silently watched over them.  Alma was sure that she detected longing in her eyes, and felt a little self-conscious and blushed a little, standing nude before her.

The first batch of girls filed into the shower, Alma was one of them, one of nine, and Sister Sara stood by the doorway into the shower room and watched them bathe.  The girls who's turn would be next to get in the showers stood naked beside and behind Sister Sara and would peer inside the showers, to see how long they might wait.  Alma often wondered if Sister Sara didn't feel a little bit silly being the only clothed person in the changing room, especially as she saw her standing there in the doorway, with those nude girls standing all around her, looking into the showers with her.  Sister Sara told them to be sure to clean all their areas well, especially their crotch.  Alma thought Sister Sara showed too much interest in their crotch hygiene.  She had mentioned it to her friend Tinna, who agreed.  Tinna was Alma's age, the same height and shape, with long wavy black hair.  That was how people told them apart, Alma had the wavy brown hair, Tinna had the wavy black hair.  Not that they were that similar, not more similar than any of the other girls, apart from their hairstyles.

Alma made sure to wash her pubes and her slit very well.  It could be very uncomfortable for any of them who didn't, so she made sure.  She washed with soap, lathering well, and she rubbed, and she rinced herself off, and then she ran her finger through her slit and smelled it.  She nodded to herself, she had done a good job.

One of the new girls, Tove, an unremarkable blonde haired tomboy with shoulder-length hair and slight curves looked at Alma, making a face.  It was an expression of discomfort.  Alma gave Tove a serious look, and motioned for her to wash better.  Tove shook her head, red faced.  Alma's shoulders sagged when she saw that Tove was ignoring her.

"She's going to love her first day here," said Tinna, who had been watching the exchange of hand-signals between them.

"We should have told her when she arrived here yesterday."

"Maybe someone told her, maybe she just didn't listen."

"Maybe she didn't believe."

"She'll believe all sorts of things when she gets out."

They turned off the showers and filed out.  The next batch of nine girls walked in, breasts jiggling.  This batch had two new girls, and Alma and Tinna felt sorry for them.  They had only six towels with which to dry themselves, and Alma and Tinna counted themselves lucky to be among the first girls to get use of the towels.  Sometimes they were in the third batch, and then they got to dry themselves with wet towels.  Then it could get cold standing there in the nude, waiting for Sister Sara to inspect them.

While the last five girls were showering, Sister Sara had them all line up, side by side for their inspection.  They had to form three lines to fit in the room, one after another.  Sister Maria had arrived there to help Sister Sara, and stood by noncommittally, just waiting to come in and help if there was an issue.  Sister Fransesca stood at the other end of the lines, waiting, not sure what her function was.  Alma and Tinna looked out at the new girls to catch a glimpse of them before the inspection began, to see how they were taking it yet.  They had all just lined up when the last batch of five girls came out of the shower, and Sister Maria handed them the towels that she had just wrung.

Tove looked uncomfortable, she was standing in line holding one hand over her slit and one over her nipples.

"Hands down by your sides," said Sister Sara.  She glared at Tove, who looked more uncomfortable.  Sister Sara walked to her, situated herself facing her, and said in a gentle voice: "put your hands down.  What are you hiding girl?  Don't feel ashamed, we're all girls here."

Tove slowly uncovered herself, and made to stand upright in front of Sister Sandra with her arms by her sides.  He cheeks were pink with embarrassment.

"Now part your feet, like so, one foot apart," said Sister Sara in a gentle tone, and helped spacing Tove's feet by putting her own foot between her legs, and Tove widened her stance, red faced.  Sister Sara smiled at her, then stepped back to see them all together.

"Look at you, all looking so clean and dry.  So young, so beautiful," she said, beholding the young, slick bodies in front of her, all presented without a stitch as nature intended.

Alma always got the creeps at Sister Sara's little pre-inspection speech.  She saw Sister Maria stood by the end of the line, holding a towel.

"You know girls, that cleanliness is next to Godliness," said Sister Sara as she walked between the last line of girls and the middle line, examining them as she went.  She looked at the three new girls from behind, "we don't use perfume to disguise or hide our body odor here."

She walked to the end of the line of the beautiful nude bodies, still talking, turned around and walked along between the middle line and the first line, glancing at the new girls.  She came to the end: "turn around please, slowly," she told Maria, the pudgy one.  Maria turned around, while sister Sara ran her eyes over her bare skin, front and back.  "Good, no tattoos.  A body unadorned with ink is a modest body."  She repeated the formula with the other two new girls, before walking to the end of the line.

"Arms up," she told the first girl in the front line, who complied, and Sister Sara ran her hands down her arm and through her armpit-fur, and then she leaned in holding the girl by the waist and smelled her armpits while the girl put her hands on the top of her head, and Sara smiled with approval and she looked down on the girl's furry slit.  Shaving the pubes was not the style in the school, the nuns considered it immodest, so that all of the girls had a very nice and soft tuft of hair down there, and Sister Sara smiled as she stroked it gently, having it waft across her palm, and then very gently ran her finger through the girl's slit, between her labia.  The girl shook a little, they always did when Sister Sara did this to them.  Sister Sara brought her finger up to her face and smelled it, nodded with approval, smiled at the girl, Sister Maria handed her the towel to dry her finger on, and she moved to the next girl.

Sister Sara repeated the process to the next girl.  It was the same process, every morning: they showered, lined up, Sister Sara smelled them and fingered their pussy.  Alma had heard rumors that most of the girls went to their rooms afterwards and masturbated until orgasm, or else they would feel unfulfilled for the whole day.  Alma knew that she wanted to do that, so she believed the rumors.  The only difference was when they had their periods.  Then Sister Sara left them alone.

There were four girls in line before Alma's turn came, giving her time to prepare mentally, although she was getting used to this.  Sister Sara didn't need to tell Alma to raise her hands, she did it when her turn came, and Alma didn't look her in the eye when Sister Sara ran her hands over her body.  Alma closed her eyes when Sara leaned in and smelled her armpits, and kept them closed while she ran her fingers through her tuft of pussy-hair.  She took a deep breath and relaxed, hands on the top of her head.  Sister Sara had a very gentle touch, Alma had to admit that, and her soft, loving strokes across her labia in preparation for the more invasive test were actually pretty pleasant.  Then Sara's finger slid inside Alma's slit, slowly sliding from back to front, Sara gently forced her fingers deep inside, pleasantly stimulating Alma's clit, and Alma couldn't help but to shake, none of the girls could, and she got moist.  But Sister Sara didn't stop fingering her, but ran her finger back between her labia once more, now slick with Alma's femine juices, and Alma felt her rub her slit gently, bringing her closer to God.  Alma's eyes cracked open, and she saw Sister Sara's gentle expression as she felt around and then slowly entered her finger inside Alma's slida.  This was also something that she did from time to time.  She said she was checking the girl's hymen.  That was a thing of great importance to the nuns.  Three or four girls were subjected to a hymen check every morning like this, and there was hell to pay if it was in any way damaged.

Sister Sara slid her wet fingers out of Alma's slida as she was on the verge of orgasm, and brought them up to her nose.  She licked her finger, looking Alma in the eyes.  Alma secretly wished to go to her room and masturbate, to finish the work that Sara had begun, but she never could.  Tinna always followed her and talked with her.  Alma didn't want to masturbate with Tinna.  She watched Sister Sara wipe her fingers on the towel and move to Tinna.  Tinna raised her hands as Alma lowered hers, and Alma took a few deep breaths as she watched Sister Sara stimulate her, only to leave her unfulfilled.

Sister Sara arrived at Tove, and she told Tove to lift her arms above her head, which Tove reluctantly did.  Sister Sara approved of Tove's armpits, and she slid her fingers though her slit while Tove, red in the face, bit her lips and closed her eyes, looking very uncomfortable about this, and Sara brought her Tove-juice covered finger to her nose and had a whiff.  And she frowned.
"You haven't cleaned properly," she said angrily, "step back and get out of line."
Tove looked up at Sister Sara with a worried look in her eyes.  Sister Sara pushed her back a step, then moved to the next girl, followed by Sister Maria.  Tove walked between the lines of girls and Sister Fransesca directed her to stand by the shower opening.

The next girl yelped like a puppy when Sister Sara gently, but firmly and ever so slowly checked for her hymen.  It took almost a minute, her soft moans echoing in the changing room.  None of the girls dared look her way.

Sister Sara found another girl with a dirty vagina and had Sister Fransesca lead her to the showers to stand beside Tove before she came to the second new girl, who also turned out to have neglected her vaginal hygiene, and had to step back and join Tove and that other girl.  The third new girl had also not cleaned herself well enough, and joined the group.

"Your vaginas are good enough to eat off," Sister Sara told the girls still standing in line, licking her lips, regarding them with approval.  The girls were still with their hands on the top of their head.  She continued, "and you should be proud of yourselves, at being so cleanly.  You can get dressed now.  Not the four of you!" she said in a harsh tone to the four girls that she had found to be less hygienic: "you need to go and shower again, and clean yourselves this time."  The girls looked sheepishly at Sister Sara, and at each other.  "Wait!" called Sister Sara, and she turned around, and walked to Alma, who was standing around waiting for Sister Maria to hand her some undies.  "Alma, come here," said Sister Sara, tugging Alma with her by her arm, and she introduced her to the four girls: "you are always so clean, you can teach them to clean their vagina."

Alma felt more uncomfortable than she'd ever felt before, but Sister Sara wasn't a person to be argued with, and she ordered them into the shower room again, and she stood in the doorway and watched them.

Alma gave it her best, and she showed the new girls and that one girl who just hadn't been feeling it this morning how to lather the soap before applying it, and then rubbing the foam into every crevise of the vagina.

"Then you put your fingers in your slit and smell it," she told them her secret, showed them.  They watched her, red-faced, and one by one, did as she showed them.  Tove smelled her finger, an decided to wash again.  When they were ready, their pussies as clean as they could be, they went out of the shower room again, and Sister Sara stepped out of their way and handed them each a towel.

Most of the other girls were fully dressed when they came out of the shower.  Sister Maria was handing them their school-uniforms, their plaid skirt and light cotton blouse that they wore over their undies.  Alma and the new girls watched while they dried themselves as all the rest of the girls got their school dress on.  It was humiliating.

Alma remembered her first days, when she had had to shower twice.  That wasn't long ago, just last year, and she remembered how uneasy she had felt at undressing with all those other girls for the first time.  She'd never been naked with strangers before back then, but it had turned out okay, since the other girls had been undressing too, but she had never met any of them until just the day before and they hadn't had any time to talk or get to know each other.  And then the were all naked, and it felt awkward and uneasy going to the showers with them.  She'd been in the second batch then, and she'd felt the anticipation while watching the first batch shower before her.  It had felt funny, standing beside the fullu clothed Sister Sara in the nude and watching the girls shower.  Sister Sara had felt a little bit like an alien to her; the only one fully dressed.  And when her turn came, she had felt too awkward and embarrassed to wash her vagina with the other girls, even though they made signs for her to do so.  Like Tove now, she hadn't heeded their warnings, it had looked too much like masturbation to her, and she'd not felt right doing it, and come out of the shower and the other girls had given her worried looks while they all waited for the rest of the girls to join them.  Alma had not been at all that bothered by having Sister Sara slide her fingers through her slit, but she still remembered her disapproving look as she smelled her finger afterwards, and she could remember every minute of her shower alone in that large cavernous room, watched by Sister Sara.  She had told her what do to, stood over her while she did.  And then she come back from the shower, completely bare-assed naked, and found all the other girls had gotten dressed and were waiting for her.  She could feel their eyes on her naked body as she dried herself, and then Sister Maria, although that had been a different Sister Maria; there where three Sister Marias in the school, had taken her towel, and she had stood there, all exposed while all those fully clothed girls stood around and watched.  Sister Maria had told them why Alma had been in the shower again, and she even held Alma's hands behind her back so she wouldn't cover herself while she paraded her along the line, humiliating her.  The girls had all been extra nice to her for the following week.  The first day it had only been her, then on the second day she got to share her humiliation with Tinna.  They both felt a little better not being the only one naked.  They had been friends since.

All the girls knew how Tove and Maria and Pippa felt.  And Hanna should have known better.  Sister Sara stood, her arms folded, and watched them all.  She walked up to Alma when Sister Maria had taken her towel and said to her: "now you must inspect them."

Alma's eyes grew wide.  "Me?  I can't!"

"Sure you can, you know how body odor smells?  You just smell them, and if they have body odor, they must wash again.  Then you have to put your finger inside their vagina and smell it, and if they don't smell, they get to put their clothes on.  Come, I'll guide you."

The four girls lined up, and put their hands up on top of their head.  They eyed the other girls, who were already clothed, and stood by just quietly watching them, not mockingly but empathetically








d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Sylvia Trowmss
Alma and the Nuns






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





