Being a Submissive
Being a submissive is not easy it is very hard. Don't get me wrong, and please do not misconstrue what I am saying. I am a submissive and I love who I am. Through my submission I have gained control and independence. The road at first was hard, and I made many mistakes along the way. Discovering who I was and what I wanted was a learning experience. I meet someone who was patient and willing to give me the time I needed to develop and grow. I gave him everything and in return he gave me everything. 
That doesn't mean that it ends there it is just the beginning. We continue to give each other all that we have, because the connection between us is that strong. For so long, I was lost. I didn't know how to go after what I wanted. Society has this feeling that BDSM is not healthy among other things. The vanilla world judges who we are and the way we love one another and the way we enjoy each other.
I was scared at first. I had what I wanted right in front of me, and I didn't want to make any mistakes that would result in my loosing what I have found. It had taken me so long to find him, and I didn't want to risk anything. Risk doing or saying something that would result in him leaving. I now know that he would never leave me, he would rather fight for what we have, fight for us. I love him for it because I would do the same. I relish in my role as his submissive. I take pride in serving him in all things. 
Like all relationships, we hit some bumpy roads and we had to take a step back and revaluate what we wanted and needed from each other. But through the storm we came through and we are stronger than ever. I love him, and I am amazed at the depth of my love for him, and the depth of his love for me. We started off slow, because I was so new to the life, even though it is a part of me.
That being said, my Dominant, my Master, my Sir, the love of my life, is my anchor. Through his patience, discipline, and knowledge, I wouldn't be the strong submissive that I am today. I thought at first that I was taking everything from him. His time, his patience, but he showed me that, he relished in providing me with the assistance I needed to succeed in my service. Words cannot express how much I love him, I repeat myself because I am amazed each and every day by the fact that I found him. 
Or better yet, the fact that he found me. Sometimes he says that he is blessed that I had chosen him, but it is the other way around, I am blessed that he chose me. In the vanilla world, some have the opinion that being a submissive is degrading, and belittling. These particular views are of those whose minds are closed and their ignorance and lack of knowledge of the unknown are the reason for their distaste and lack of understanding. Being submissive is a part of me and it is who I am it is not just an everyday role. I relish in my submission.
