Pouncefield Blizzard: Rosita, Lambsie, & Naomi.
Third day of snow, which has risen up half way on the first floor windows, measuring some 5ft (2.65m). Those inside the house are getting a bit angsty though it is understandable. Warm shelter, hot food, drinkable water and working bathing and toilet facilities, even radio, TV and Digital entertainment are things this gathered group of children and adults have in this snow covered house.
Some are beginning to sleep late, like Fernando. But one can be lonely in more ways than one. Case in point: Rosita. Reincarnated with his memories to build upon her own, her orientation has become bi-sexual, and her body reconstructed with his genetic code except for one X Chromosome that denotes her physical gender: Female. Compared to as many girlfriends Fernando has, she has nearly none. When one of his girlfriends comes into his room to ask some questions, Rosita intercepts her to keep her from interrupting his sleep. With the door open, she and her bunny companion friend walks in though they knock on the door frame before stepping into the room.
“What is it Lambsie?” Rosita asks the sheep as she walks into the room.

“Err… is Fernando awake?” Lambsie asks as she sees him sleeping on the bed.
“He needs his rest.” Rosita tells her.

“Oh.” Labsie says, more to herself than out loud.
“Anything I can do for you?” Rosita asks.
“Uhm... It’s something only he can do.” Lambsie tries to hold in.
“Only something he can do... because he is a male?” Rosita asks as she steps up to her.

“Well...” Lambsie tries not to say anything.

Rosita reaches to Lambsie and hooks her finger about her collar, “A Slave Collar? I seen a few others wear it.”
“It’s not a slave collar. It is a Sub Collar.” Lambsie explains.

“Sub, Slave. What’s the difference?” Rosita dare asks.

“A slave is another’s property. A Sub is one who is submissive to their Dom, or Dominant.” Lambsie answers nervously.
“And Fernando?” Rosita asks.

“He’s my Dom...” Lambsie answers nervously.

“I see...” Rosita says. “What am I then?” She dares ask.
“You? His sister, I suppose.” Lambsie says with a gulp.
“So, I’m not a Dom?” Rosita asks.

“Not to me. A Dom’s position is earned. He earned mine. You may have earned somebody else’s.” Lambsie tries to stand up to her.

“I see.” Rosita answers before asking, “You like girls as much a boys?”
“Like girls?” Lambsie asks.

“Are you bi-sexual?” Rosita leans towards her.

“I.. I am.” Lambsie answers.

“So am I.” Rosita replies.

“I... see...” Lambsie replies.

Rosita leans even closer to Lambsie, planting her lips against hers. It slowly escalated from there adter a couple of minutes before Naomi calls out to Lambsie...

