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It is said that we have no real control over anything.  It’s said that control is really an illusion.  If this is 
true, someone should have informed me during the period in my life when I had more control than I 
should have over other people’s lives and found myself deeply absorbed in that control.  Unbeknownst to 
me, my love affair with control started back in my childhood with people gravitating to me for all the 
answers.  I don’t know what made people think I knew what was best for their lives, but they did. Time 
and time again, people would entrust their problems or situations to me with the belief that I would figure 
things out.  Interestingly enough, I would do just that.  I never disappointed.  If you came to me with a 
problem, you left with a solution.  It didn’t take long for things to get to the point where instead of simply 
listening or giving advice, I felt like I had to manage the results of what was going to take place from the 
beginning to the end.  This was a huge mistake.  And it was a huge mistake because my ego conflated this 
level of trust and attention into control that I soon could not turn off.    
  
I was raised by strong women. Female wolves are what I called them.  They were domineering.   
They were tough.  They were in control in their relationships.  Because I was always around them, I became 
who they were. Watching the women in my life made me feel like I had to exemplify the same level of 
control they exemplified.  I felt like if I wasn’t in control I was being controlled.  Being controlled felt like 
a place of weakness for me.  Having been told by the women in my life that I needed to make sure I was 
always in the driver’s seat, in my mind that translated to there was no room for weakness.  My mantra, 
therefore, became, “I have to be in control of it so it could not be in control of me.”  It represented anyone 
or anything that could potentially gain power over me.  This mantra ended up being a blessing and a burden.  
It helped me and it hindered me.  How? Because I was already a born leader.  As I shared at the start of this 
chapter, from as early as I can recall it was my nature to take charge.  But when you pair being a born leader 
with being given an overwhelming amount of control, you’re talking about a heavy mantle to carry.  One 
of the places where the control piece played out the most profound was in intimate relationships.  I learned 
that men liked women with sass.  They liked women who were motivated.  They liked women who were 
well dressed; women who had an interesting life. In my case, men were drawn to my charisma, my style, 
my conversation and my body.  I was often told that I was the total package.   
 
I was told that I was every man’s dream.  Men loved the diversity of me.  At the same time, it was clear that 
these same men did not like women to be in control.  From my experience, a woman with too much control 
made the men I encountered feel like they had a second mother.   
  
One of the dynamics that often left men at a disadvantage when it came to me was I could turn the control 
button off and on in a way that I would control you and you knew it, or I would control you and you did 
not know it.  My superpower at the time was being able to wheel a man in, massage his ego just right, get 
him to the place I wanted him to be and then dismiss him from my life in a way that he did not see coming.  
Sometimes I didn’t know what to do with the power I possessed.  At some point I became afraid. At some 
point I started to feel convicted.  As I began to mature, the ability I had to control started hitting me 
differently.  It started to resonate with me that the unhealthy way I could control people and situations was 
not a good thing.  It started to resonate with me that more often than not, I was using every avenue to my 
advantage to take advantage.  Because I am intrigued by intellectual conversation with people that are smart 



 

 

FREE INDEED 
Book Excerpt: “The Paradox of Control” 

Monaye Rikard, Author | www.beingfreetoloveme.com 

and intelligent, one of the things I would do was use conversation as an initial entry way to connect.  Then 
I would continue to use conversations as a means by which to get to know the inner workings of an 
individual I saw as prey. I made certain the conversations were soft and delicate and nonthreatening, which 
was a conducive atmosphere for gaining control.  Additionally, I would use the physical, my body, to 
romance men at a level that would create an atmosphere conducive to gaining control.  From a controlling 
point of view, getting access to their mind, body and spirit allowed me to work my magic.  Looking back 
on things now I can see that I had a strategic process, whereas being in the throes of things then I didn’t 
feel like I was doing anything out of the ordinary.  As far as I was concerned, I was just being the loving, 
genuine, caring person I am.  Now, honesty would have me confess that although I was loving, I was also 
hard.  Just like I learned to be controlling from the women in my life, I learned to be hard from the women 
in my life.  Although it took some time to understand, what I eventually came to realize was that the women 
I respected and adored; the women who raised me were hard because they were hurting.  They were in pain 
and being in control was their way of protecting themselves from experiencing anymore pain on top of the 
pain they had not fully worked through. Inasmuch as I always thought I was in control and calling the shots 
in terms of how I handled men, the truth is the pain was in control of me as well.  
  
This became clear to me in my first marriage.  Actually, I can even go back farther than that to my daughter’s 
father.  We dated through high school and even back then I noticed the need to be in control.  He wanted a 
committed relationship.  I did not.  Even though we had been involved for four years and had a child 
together, I decided I didn’t want what he wanted.  As a result, we would go through these cycles of breaking 
up and getting back together.  I controlled the situation the entire time because I knew where his heart was. 
Eventually, I moved forward in life but in the interim I left a man hurting who really loved me.  At the time, 
the best I could do was stand behind my steel wall and observe his pain while privately dealing with the 
hurt I caused.  This became a pattern for me up until I met my ex-husband.  He was the guy I let my guard 
down for.  He was the guy I opened my heart up to.  He was the guy I let myself get caught up in. To my 
dismay, the notion of being in control of my feelings and staying on top of my feelings started to crumble.  
I began to struggle with what the women in my life had told me.  In opening up my heart to my ex-husband, 
I relinquished control and I got hurt.  After experiencing that pain, I committed to never again letting my 
guard down to expose my heart.  Being in control meant more than it ever had before.  
  
Retreating back behind my steel wall also meant returning to a person who guarded my emotions. Growing 
up, we didn’t do hugs and kisses. Subsequently, in relationships with men I didn’t show emotion.  I wouldn’t 
reveal emotion.  In order to maintain control, I felt like I could not unveil my inner most feelings.  Even if 
I really liked someone deep on the inside, I would downplay those feelings.  Why? Because I wasn’t going 
to give anyone that much power or control.  Then it happened. I got married a second time and, in this 
marriage, I came to the realization that I was not in control of anything. I married my second husband 
thinking I could set the precedence for our marriage through my control.  God then showed me that I had 
no ability to change anyone.  Not only did God show me that I had no ability to change anyone, He totally 
reframed my understanding about power and control.  I had to go through yet another challenging marriage 
to fully grasp that control is not mine to have.   
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As I grew spiritually, I realized that in every aspect of my life God had to make me see that He is the ONLY 
ONE in control.  God made me to know that everything that has happened in my life is because of His 
grace, not because of anything I did or because of any control I thought I had.  Entering into this new place 
with God allowed me to recognize the anointing God had on my life.  Because of maturity, wisdom, and 
spiritual growth, I now call anointing what I once called control.   
 
Making this transition was difficult.  Surrendering to God in this way was not easy.  Aligning with His will 
was not always easy. I had to accept that the root of my control was fear. Fear of vulnerability that would 
produce more pain. I had to understand that vulnerability is not a sign of weakness but can be the greatest 
strength.  I had to become more vulnerable to God. I had to be comfortable being uncomfortable.  I had to 
learn to trust God.  Trusting God meant I had to pull back. Trusting God meant I could rest in and believe 
that anything God did was for my good.  As uncomfortable as this was, it was also a big relief.  It was a 
relief because being in control all the time is tiring.  It’s exhausting.  It makes you fatigue.  To be honest, 
because of the fatigue, at some point you get to the point where you want someone else to be in control.  
You want someone else to have the answers.  You want someone else to call the shots.  And so, I got to the 
point where I learned to appreciate having a God in my life who was more than capable of responsibly 
managing my life.  Believe it or not, in time, I felt more empowered resting in God’s power.  Today, I am 
happy to say that I am very comfortable with God doing things His way.  I am quite comfortable accepting 
that God’s ways are not my ways. I have learned that the real power is in relinquishing control to the Master. 
It truly is one of the most freeing places to be.   
 


