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Author’s Note


Throughout this book, I’ve included excerpts from my personal journals — written during the time these events took place. These entries reflect my real-time thoughts, emotions, and perceptions as I tried to make sense of the complex and often traumatic experiences I was living through. They are presented in their original, unedited form to preserve their authenticity. These reflections are deeply personal and subjective in nature.




Content Guidance


This book contains graphic descriptions of trauma and abuse. The content may be confronting or triggering for some readers. Reader discretion is strongly advised.


The story is based on true events and real people. For privacy and legal reasons, most names, dates, and locations have been changed.


If you have been affected by the issues discussed, please seek support. In Australia, Lifeline is available 24/7 on 13 11 14, and 1800RESPECT — the National Sexual Assault, Domestic and Family Violence Counselling Service — is available 24/7 on 1800 737 732.


Alternatively, speak with someone you trust.
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Pain to Power


Dedication


This book is dedicated to the individuals who found their voice, broke the cycle and continue to inspire others to do the same. To those who refuse to be defined by their scars, who rise above abuse and declare, ‘no more’. Your courage is a beacon for those still in the shadows, a testament to the power of the human spirit.


To the ones who say ‘enough’, and who fight back against the darkness and who reclaim their power and dignity – you are the embodiment of strength. Your bravery is a reminder that every act of resistance against domestic violence is a step towards a world where no one has to suffer in silence.


This book is a tribute to the survivors who turned their pain into power. May your stories echo thraough these pages, inspiring countless others to find their own strength, reclaim their lives and forge a path toward freedom and healing.


You are not alone. Your courage lights the way.






Journal Extract


Monday, 31 July 2017


On the 23 July, he asked me to be his girlfriend – for me, this is such a big move.


It’s hard stepping out of my comfort zone.


May this decision never come back to haunt me.







Preface


I was 18 years old when the story I am about to share began. My abuser was a professional athlete, widely admired. But behind closed doors, the person I came to know was a far cry from his public persona. Those who witnessed his worst understand the depth of pain he inflicted — a man whose fury hid behind charm, whose ego couldn’t tolerate my success.


Domestic violence didn’t enter my life with a warning. It crept in slowly, eroding my boundaries until I no longer recognised myself. I became a shell of who I was — made small and afraid, not just by him, but by a system and culture determined to protect him.


This is not only my story of survival but a lens into the hidden rot beneath the surface of fame and prestige.


This book is my stand.


My name was turned into a spectacle by the media. While he continued to be portrayed as a victim — or worse, a hero — I was left to endure scrutiny and silence. With every headline he controlled, every falsehood circulated, I was further erased.


Finding the courage to speak hasn’t been easy. These words aren’t written for popularity. In truth, staying silent would have been simpler — but it wouldn’t have been right.


Silence can be deadly. And I won’t carry that silence anymore.


My journey tested me in ways I never imagined — fear, doubt, isolation. But I also discovered strength. And I want to use that strength to speak for those who still can’t.


For as long as I can remember, I’ve kept journals — private reflections written in moments of both clarity and chaos. I didn’t realise at the time just how important they would become. Those pages, once just the ramblings of a girl trying to make sense of her world, would later help me in court.


In this book, I’ve included excerpts from those journals. Reading them back, I can see that young, naive, bulletproof girl who instinctively sensed something was wrong, even when she wasn’t ready to admit it. I wrote through the confusion, the fear, the hope — and the heartbreak. Those entries are raw, but they are real. And now, they are part of this story.


I’m not here to deny anyone the right to move forward or rebuild their lives. But I will no longer tolerate the glorification of individuals who inflict harm, nor the redemption arcs crafted to rehabilitate their public images.


Good people do not repeatedly harm others.


Good people don’t emotionally manipulate others.


Repeated violence is not a mistake.


This book challenges the systems that enabled my abuse. It calls out the silence of those who protected his image, who turned away, who saw me as a problem rather than a person in pain.


I lay bare the highs and lows of this journey, from the man who harmed me, to the institutions that failed me.


This is the same system that too often stands with abusers. It’s time that changed. Through fear, manipulation, and gaslighting, I came to doubt my reality. Fear is a learned behaviour — but not anymore.


Importantly, I now know why I should never have stayed.


Walking away saved me.


My abuser was protected not out of ignorance, but because of his value to those around him. People looked the other way, prioritised careers, and turned a blind eye for the sake of protecting a brand. That should never be acceptable. This is the system that stands with abusers time and time again.


For the longest time, I didn’t even recognise what I was experiencing as abuse. I rationalised it. Romanticised it. I thought his jealousy was love. Reflecting on my journey has helped me understand how easily abuse can hide in plain sight — even from the person living through it.


This book is not just for me. It is a lifeline for any young person questioning their worth, confused by love that hurts, or afraid to speak up.


It is a plea to the public and the media: stop celebrating those who harm. Stop silencing those who survive.


This is my story.


And I will no longer whisper it.




Journal Extract


Tuesday, 3 October 2017


Turns out, I’m not a sucker for bad boys. In fact, I never have been and never will be …


He’s a good person, but I’m better, and I deserve better.


That I know …







INTRODUCTION


Silence is Compliance


As the sun rises and sets, there’s a silent solitude that fills most homes — a silence that is often taken for granted. Yet, for some, this silence conceals a much darker reality. For me, the space that once held peace and solace became riddled with hidden signs, unspoken signals, and events swept under the rug, obscuring the truth and reality of domestic abuse.


In the quiet of those moments, I often found myself walking the blurred lines between compassion and self-preservation. The silence wasn’t just surrounding me; it was in my mind, where I wrestled with the weight of my own emotions and the need to protect someone who, in truth, was harming me. I began to see how this silence wasn’t just a peaceful retreat, but a dangerous void where denial and justification thrived. The more I reflected, the more I realised that this silence was part of the very darkness I was trying to escape.


This solitude, once a refuge, became a mirror reflecting the internal struggle I faced daily. In the stillness, I could no longer ignore the contradictions in my life — the contrast between the outward appearance of calm and the turmoil that churned beneath the surface. It was in those solitary moments that the weight of my experiences pressed hardest on me, forcing me to confront the reality I was trying to avoid. The solitude became both my companion and my adversary, challenging me to see the truth for what it was and urging me toward the difficult decisions I knew I had to make.


I loved my abuser with a depth that made it almost impossible to see the truth, it complicated my belief of the abuse. My heart clung to the person I believed he could be, the moments of tenderness that convinced me he was capable of love and change. I didn’t want to believe that the same hands that held me with such care could also cause me pain. I rationalised his actions, convincing myself that the abuse wasn’t real, that it was just a result of his struggles and not a reflection of who he truly was. This love, so deep and consuming, blinded me to the signs, and I found myself caught in a cycle of denial, hoping that things would get better and that he would return to the man I thought I knew.


Before putting pen to paper, I wrestled with a difficult decision: should I speak openly about my abuser’s actions, knowing he regularly cited ‘mental health struggles’ whenever his behaviour was questioned? It wasn’t a decision I took lightly as I contemplated the implications of navigating the complexities of our shared history. I examined it from every angle, considering the impact on my own well-being and the potential consequences for him.


The gravity of revealing such personal and painful truths weighed heavily on me, and I wrestled with the ethical and emotional ramifications of revealing such personal and painful truths, striving to balance my need for justice with the fear of further harm. Reflecting on these concerns, I questioned whether his frequent appeals to mental health excuses in any way, what I experienced as physical assault, the spread of damaging false narratives, and the efforts to silence me in order to protect his public image.


Ultimately, I came to a pivotal realisation: my mental health mattered just as much as his. Devoting energy to keeping him alive detracted from my opportunity to thrive.


Genuine concern for his welfare could no longer justify my own mental health. Remaining silent out of fear of causing harm ultimately served neither of us.


Had he chosen to remain quiet, rather than continuing to publicly distort events and undermine my experience, I might have found the strength to stay silent too. But his ongoing denial and efforts to shift the narrative only deepened my resolve to speak the truth.


Now, with that clarity, I rise above the tension between compassion and accountability. While empathy has always mattered — and still does — it cannot come at the cost of truth or responsibility. So, I began a journey of self-discovery, learning to navigate the delicate space between sympathy and integrity.


Even now, there are unspoken expectations that I remain mindful, quiet, and protect his image — despite the trauma I continue to carry and the very real challenges of my ongoing recovery.


My intention is to share the whole experience, a web fraught with fear, manipulation and how I failed to recognise the danger; I never even considered that what I was experiencing was in fact abuse. I now realise how easy it is for the mind to create a softer version of reality, where you recognise that you’re upset, but subconsciously, it’s less painful to simply downplay the situation rather than confront it for what it truly is.


I’ve come to realise how limited and naïve my understanding of domestic violence once was. Abuse extends far beyond the physical — it lives in the quiet erosion of safety, trust, and self-worth. It took time, and painful reflection, to recognise that the ‘continuous accidents’ compromising my safety were part of a pattern, not isolated incidents.


Self-reflection began with questioning my own role during the abuse — whether I had unconsciously chosen not to see the signs, or whether I simply wasn’t ready to name them for what they were.


When I finally began reclaiming my perspective, I had to confront a difficult truth: his actions were never a reflection of me. They were a direct reflection of his own character.


I’ve often reflected on the delicate balance between revealing private, intimate experiences and maintaining the boundaries of personal privacy. I’ve been acutely aware that sharing sensitive truths might be seen by some as crossing a line — and could even result in backlash. That risk felt especially heavy given the many times, during our relationship, that he made threats of suicide. Because of this, I’ve approached the line between disclosure and discretion with care.


Over time, one thing became clear: those threats weren’t just cries for help. They often felt like attempts to seize control — over my actions, my emotions, and ultimately, my life. The emotional manipulation was relentless, feeding a cycle of confusion, fear, and self-doubt. My compassion, once a source of connection, was twisted into something he could use against me.


In sharing these reflections, my goal is not to sensationalise the past, but to convey the deep psychological impact of coercive control. It was like navigating a minefield, where even everyday decisions carried emotional consequences. Speaking to this now feels not only necessary but urgent. If we don’t highlight the less visible dimensions of abuse, we leave others vulnerable to the same silencing I experienced.


In recent years, I’ve watched as stories of redemption and mental health have been used to reframe his public image. And while I fully support the need to address mental health challenges with care and compassion, I believe it’s equally important that survivors’ voices are not drowned out in the process. My voice matters too. Reclaiming my story is not only a path toward healing — it’s a step toward breaking the silence surrounding emotional and psychological abuse.


The unfortunate truth is that his actions have left long-lasting impacts on my own mental health. While narratives around his personal struggles have been widely shared, the trauma I experienced has largely remained hidden. It’s not a comparison of who suffered more. It’s an acknowledgment that both truths exist, and mine deserves to be told.


As I share these truths, I release the burden of silence. This is no longer just about what happened to me. It’s about reclaiming power, finding strength in vulnerability, and stepping forward with self-worth and clarity.


There were moments when I felt as though his pain was mine alone to carry. But the moment I finally understood that I had no control over his actions — that his choices were his own — was the moment I began to set myself free.


Whatever consequences he faced in his career were not the result of my actions, but of his own choices. His well-being was often cited in defence of his actions, but the significant toll on my own life — emotionally, professionally, and personally — was overlooked. That should not be ignored.


Another difficult truth must be acknowledged. During this time, I was made aware — directly or indirectly — that disclosing certain experiences could potentially expose me to legal consequences. While no specific action was taken, I interpreted this as a warning that legal rights, such as defamation claims, could be pursued if I spoke out. That understanding weighed heavily on me and contributed to my prolonged silence — something I now regret.


Reclaiming my story is not about revenge or blame. It’s about finally stepping out of the shadows that once held me captive — and choosing, with intention and clarity, to live freely and fully in my own light.


The silence surrounding my abuser’s unwillingness to seek help beyond me was deafening. As I pleaded for the chance to reach out to someone well equipped to support him, he insisted his burden was mine alone to carry.


While I understand the seriousness of mental health struggles, I don’t believe they excuse the behaviour I experienced — behaviour that left lasting consequences on my own wellbeing and career.


As I weighed the decision to share my story, I was reminded of the legal risks. At one stage, I was advised that the legal department of the sporting body involved had ‘reserved their rights’ should I speak publicly about certain matters. I understood this as a warning — that legal action, possibly for defamation, might follow. That unspoken threat kept me silent longer than I now believe was right.


In the end, I arrived at a resolute conclusion: the path to healing required courage, honesty, and a commitment to honouring both my truth — but his, too. For years, every emotion he experienced became my own. I carried the weight of his pain, believing I could ease it and in doing so, I neglected my own.


There is a hope that the situations I have encountered can resonate with others who have faced similar challenges, fostering a sense of understanding and empathy among others and instilling a belief in the possibility of overcoming adversity.


By choosing to tell my story, I’m stepping out of the shadows where fear and manipulation once held me captive. In shedding light on these painful truths, I’m not only freeing myself from the burden of silence but also offering a voice to others who may feel as trapped as I once did.


This isn’t about revenge or blame. This isn’t just about exposing what was done to me; it’s about reclaiming my power, finding strength in vulnerability, and ultimately, moving forward with a renewed sense of self-worth and purpose. This is my truth. And in sharing it, I’m finally taking back control of my life.




Journal Extract


Friday, 13 October 2017


Old hair, old me.


This boy is not me, he’s wild and naughty and secretive.


I don’t think I could ever marry someone like this, so why would I be with him?


It is such early days, and I already have such a bad feeling about where this is headed.







CHAPTER 1


In Pursuit of Purpose


At heart, I’m an incredibly affectionate person. I thrive on physical contact with those I love, cherishing kisses, cuddles, and I am unreserved in expressing my affections openly. I have a deep desire to give more love than I receive, and I am passionate about showing my unconditional love to those I care about. Perhaps this openness and affection were misinterpreted as weaknesses and vulnerability.


My nature is to keep things light-hearted, a trait I’ve carried with me through various situations in my life. I believe it has helped me, as a young woman, to enjoy all that life has to offer, even in my darkest moments. This ability not only made it easy for me to convince others that I was coping with the turmoil within my life, but also to convince myself. I created a safe space within, which became my superpower — but also my kryptonite.


Reflecting on my journal entries, I realised that many aspects of my life created an illusion of complete safety, even in places where I was anything but safe. Most weeks, I returned to Sydney to be with my family, who were — and still are — my sanctuary. I had, and continue to have, friendships more loyal and loving than any I have ever known. My career was thriving, filled with positivity and success. Nine out of ten times, I expressed gratitude for these blessings in my diary.


The constant reassurance of a safe haven among my family and friends, along with my optimistic outlook, shielded me from being consumed by the darkness of abuse. Now, I can see how my lifestyle was irresistibly appealing to someone who had never known such things. My abuser often lamented how deprived he was of the genuine love and care that I experienced so abundantly.


My friends can attest to my affection — we’ve been through a lot together. My friendships span far and wide, and they know that if we’re sitting on a couch, my legs will be intertwined with theirs, our shoulders touching. We’re friends for life. We unconditionally have each other’s back. There’s nothing I wouldn’t do for them, and they are there for me every step of the way.


Beneath the surface of my outward confidence lies a journey of growth and transformation — a journey that extends beyond the accolades and achievements to the depths of my personal and professional evolution. To understand the woman I’ve become, it’s important to return to where it all began.


My early years were defined by a fearless mindset, an unspoken belief in my own potential that propelled me forward without hesitation. With each passing day, I embraced new challenges as opportunities to push my limits and defy expectations. Fear was a foreign concept, replaced instead by a singular mantra: I can, and I will.


My childhood consisted of school and weekend sports, all of which I enjoyed beyond measure and was moderately successful at. As I strived for my best, I remained intent on building friendships and appreciating my passions.


Dreams have always been my guiding light, illuminating the path towards my aspirations. From the earliest moments of my life, I’ve been fuelled by an unyielding belief that my dreams could manifest into reality through sheer determination. It’s as if my desires, hidden within the recesses of my mind, held the key to unlocking my greatest ambitions.


I was a young girl, brimming with ambition and a hunger for success. From the very beginning, I found solace in sports.


The highs and lows of chasing my dreams shaped me as a woman, where perseverance and determination are the cornerstones of success. It was not just about physical power or speed; it was equally about the mental mindset it required to stay focused, dedicated, and relentlessly pursue my goals, to continue to strive for whatever was before me.


The mindset I naturally adopted during those formative years was instrumental in shaping my path to success, a mindset devoid of fear, relentlessly pursuing what I set my sights on, driven by a determination to chase my aspirations. As my skills in the sport flourished and my achievements became more prominent in the sport of athletics, I began to carve out a distinct identity within the community. What initially sparked as a part-time passion gradually moved into a defining aspect of who I was. It wasn’t long before I became a presence at various events, my reputation growing within the sport.


At the age of 15, I earned a spot in the New South Wales All Schools netball team and was honoured with the role of vice-captain to represent my state at the Australian All Schools. It was during this event that I was named as a reserve for the Australian Squad, an accomplishment that underscored my dedication to the sport, despite it not being my main sporting focus.


Fate had another opportunity in store for me. I accepted a spot in the Olympic Team for the Youth Olympics in Nanjing China, in the Athletics team competing in the event of triple jump. Alongside 19 other Aussie hopefuls, I felt excited to wear the green and gold for the first time ever. I went on this trip, cementing my commitment to athletics and representing my country at the highest level for my age.


From the moment of selection to the final jump at the games, my work ethic was unfaltering. If I was travelling halfway around the world to pursue my passion, I committed myself wholeheartedly, giving nothing less than my absolute best and pushing beyond my limits.


At just 16, I won silver at the Youth Olympic Games — an unexpected result given I was the youngest in the field and ranked at the very low-end going in. But I was determined to prove myself. I travelled to China with a single intention: to put my name on the world map of athletics.


Bringing home the silver medal did exactly that. It opened doors and changed the way I saw my potential. One of the first things I did was take my social media off private and start promoting myself in the only way I knew how — by becoming even better at what I did.


Over the following years, television shows, businesses and other sporting bodies invited me to share my journey, my experiences, and my vision. I was a young and fearless athlete, becoming a brand of dedication, hard work and success.


The momentum was exciting — each achievement, each accolade was like fuel, igniting the fire within me to strive for more. The sponsorship offers inspired me; only making me more determined to excel — to outdo myself.


I had the privilege of appearances in magazines, TV commercials, and even as a special guest on episodes on the Disney Channel and Fox Sports. I also had the opportunity to appear in an international TV special with my sister, alongside renowned athletes from around the world. During that time, I was sponsored by several major brands — appearing in commercials, digital campaigns, and even on shopfronts and billboards around the globe.


Those early years were about more than medals or milestones. They taught me the power of belief, the value of perseverance, and what it means to chase a dream with everything you’ve got. The recognition and opportunities were rewarding, but they also made me more aware of the balance needed between ambition and personal well-being.


Through it all, I remained focused on the path I had chosen, understanding that each step forward wasn’t just about achieving; it was about growing and learning. And I carry those lessons with me still — through every high, every setback, and every moment in between — staying true to the values that have guided me from the start.




Journal Extract


Thursday, 2 November 2017


Lawd, it’s cold here.


Still got nothing on Sydney, and I could probs never see myself moving here but it’s cool.


I wish I had more track friends here, instead of all the boys who I know would blow things out of proportion if I hung out with them to train.


When I went to Brisbane, I thought it would suck being away from him, but I enjoyed having my life away. I guess I get a little weird with people knowing my constant whereabout 24/7, almost like I’m living their life too. So, I now know I enjoy my own space still.







CHAPTER 2


Global Adventures


At the age of 17, I headed to Japan with my then coach and a training partner, marking my first solo travel experience without the presence of my family. During this adventure, I not only explored the country but also competed in triple jump competitions and trained alongside some of Japan’s elite squad of Olympian jumpers and sprinters. I experienced a frenzy of track-and-field fans, despite being unknown, and I was welcomed with pictures, autographs and meet and greets with my brand sponsor at the time. Knowing my name or discipline didn’t seem to matter, my blonde hair (at the time) and stance of five feet and ten inches seemed to allude to a fame I didn’t actually have.


Once home, I set my sights on qualifying for the World Youth Championships in Cali, Columbia, the coming year, which I needed to qualify during the upcoming Australian domestic season.


Moving through the season, I qualified for both triple and high jump, which was a bit of a shock to many, including myself, given I hadn’t trained for high jump for almost two years. The training leading up to the championship was intense; I wasn’t physically used to the added workload, and I had developed pain in my foot. Unfortunately, injury prevention within my training was non-existent, so I faced a major setback when I snapped my navicular bone in my foot at the pre-departure camp, just a week before leaving for the World Junior Championships. The realisation was devastating.


At that age, it’s hard to fully grasp that setbacks are a part of the journey. But that experience quickly taught me the art of rehabilitation. It forced me to refocus, finding a new way to fight for what I wanted, with spirit and determination at the forefront. I quickly channelled my disappointment into a new exciting goal as I prepared for my first sports campaign just days post-surgery on my foot.


As the domestic season approached, a wave of opportunity began to build. I was offered incredible opportunities from some of the world’s best athletes and coaches. The plan was to travel overseas with my coach and experience training and competing alongside the best. It was a particularly thrilling time for me. And yet, my excitement was short-lived. Over time, I began to notice troubling dynamics in my coaching relationship. What started as professional guidance gradually turned into excessive control — whether it was modelling, work, my social life or even the clothes I wore, I unknowingly allowed this man to become strangely controlling of my life.


Confusing my commitment to my sport and the need for success, with feeling obliged to regularly declare my loyalty and commitment to a man I had trusted entirely, marked my first encounter with a male figure exhibiting concerning behaviour.


I was a teenager, trying to navigate elite sport. My dedication to the sport, and to the people guiding me, meant I confused loyalty with compliance. I found myself constantly seeking approval, explaining my choices, and avoiding anything that might be perceived as disloyalty. Looking back, this was the first time I encountered a pattern of behaviour that left me feeling confused, diminished, and afraid to push back.


Reflecting on it now, I recognise how excessively controlling this coach was. He isolated me from the rest of my training team, would not allow contact with any other men while he was around and was concerningly worried about whether I would choose to date soon or not. Gradually, he extended his influence beyond the sports arena, asserting control over every aspect of my life, even outside of training.


When I eventually voiced my concerns the response was swift and aggressive. The call quickly escalated into a barrage of anger and accusations. I was warned that speaking out could damage my future in the sport. Although the conversation was confronting, I found his immaturity and inability to control his emotions disappointing and moved on to my next chapter without a second thought. I recognise how significant this decision was for a teenager to have acknowledged the potential danger and moved on.


My commitment to ensuring those around me felt secure and appreciated made me vulnerable to controlling relationships — a pattern that would occur throughout my life as I navigated my obligations as a young woman.


As a young athlete, I was consistently presented with scholarships and training opportunities around the world. Eventually, I decided to head to a training group situated in Phoenix, Arizona. I initially spent five weeks training and was then invited into their program fulltime — an opportunity I embraced, especially as I no longer had a coach back in Australia.


Having the opportunity to train and travel in the United States, I felt on top of the world. I was mindful, though, not to take these opportunities for granted because they could shape my future.


In the United States, I focused on jumps, speed, and agility work, immersing myself in a world of expertise. After track sessions, I trained at EXOS Gym, where I developed strength and conditioning under the guidance of mentors who became more than coaches — they became trusted friends and invaluable sources of inspiration. The experience not only accelerated my athletic ability but also deepened my connection with a network of mentors who played pivotal roles in shaping my life.


Being in the United States gave me the opportunity to travel and compete in the US indoor and outdoor college system, which was an amazing opportunity. Competing there offered me the chance to build a global network within the sports community, and it exposed me to different coaches, athletes, and industry professionals, opening the doors for future opportunities and collaborations.


One thing that stood out about the coaches overseas was their collaborative mindset. They shared knowledge, offered advice, or supported one another’s growth. There was a genuine sense of mutual respect — not just between coaches, but towards athletes too. Their professionalism and individualised approach reflected exactly what you would hope to see: respectful, athlete-centred, and entirely focused on development.


During the last few months spent in the United States, I began to feel home sick.


When I returned to Australia, I found myself at a crossroads: I was missing an essential component crucial for my future in my sport — a dedicated jumps coach to guide the next phase of my athletics career. I stayed in Sydney for a few months of preseason but knew I needed more. Up until this point, my training programs had been designed by my coach in the United States and overseen by a local speed-coach in Sydney.


Adjusting back to the Australian training environment was more difficult than I’d expected. My previous experience in Australia, while demanding, had a different kind of intensity compared to that in the United States. The respect I had earned from coaches in the United States was hard to match. Their recognition of my dedication, hard work, and potential had been both validating and empowering. They recognised my ambitions and worked tirelessly alongside me to help me reach my goals.


In contrast, returning home brought fresh clarity. The way I had once accepted my former coach’s behaviour now felt unthinkable. I could see how those actions crossed boundaries that should never be blurred. His behaviour, which I had initially accepted as part of the journey, now struck me as disrespectful and unacceptable. It was a clear violation of the trust and respect that should exist between an athlete and their coach, and I was determined not to fall into that same position now back home.


Shortly after my return home, I had a visit from a ‘friend’. He approached me with certain tentativeness, displaying respect and offering compliments. Without recognising it, my life was on the verge of a significant and decidedly unfavourable shift, one that caught me off guard and was completely unexpected.


It’s ironic. From a young age, I learnt the significance of an athlete’s partner in shaping their journey. The support of a partner can truly make or break an athlete. You can often notice the radiance and growth of an elite athlete when their partner stands beside them 100 percent. That kind of presence can help unlock their full potential.


And it was at this time that I was about to test that theory firsthand and put the reality of dating as an elite athlete to the test.


Given the opportunity to travel for my sport, my life revolved around training and competing. During comp season, I travelled both domestically and internationally. Introducing a relationship into that rhythm brought a new dynamic — not only because of my travel schedule, but also because he was equally dedicated to his own sporting career.


An opportunity soon came to join a training group based in Brisbane. Shortly after I relocated to Brisbane to commence my jumps training, I established a new routine. I already had close friends in Brisbane with whom I was to train with, and so, life seemed promising and on track. Jessie, Shem, and Dan became my main training group; we were actually more than just training partners, we were a really close group of friends, we had been for years. They were all talented, and we supported and pushed each other to our limits. This group became my lifeline, the strength in my personal life.


To escape the day-to-day grind, I spent all my spare time with them. We’d go to the beach, someone’s house, coffee, lunches, then back again to train the next day. Training was hard, intense, but what a lifestyle and opportunity I was given. I can say with certainty they saved me in really hard times. With them, I was blessed with the freedom to live my best life, a privilege I often overlooked.


Being away training in Brisbane grounded me and provided a sense of reality. During training, I found my rhythm, my abilities serving as a constant reminder of my worth and pushing me to go forward.


Our group didn’t have loud parties or late nights out. We were focused and driven with a shared goal — the approaching trails for the 2018 Commonwealth Games. Athletics, unlike team sports, relies solely on an individual’s effort. There’s no one beside you to pick up the slack; it’s about your abilities and your unique approach to the lead-up. You get out of the sport what you put into it.


Flying between states all the time, I was lucky enough to be sponsored by a travel agency, which I know was a testament to my relentless hard work and dedication. This sponsorship made domestic travel within Australia convenient, allowing me to travel wherever necessary for my training with their support.


My schedule now involved navigating between my family’s home in Sydney and my training base in Brisbane. As my relationship with my boyfriend deepened, I also began making regular visits to where he was based. Eventually, I found myself spending more time away, prompting my coach in Brisbane to establish a connection with a local coach where my boyfriend lived. I later joined a training group in that area, creating a dynamic where I was constantly moving.


While adjusting to my new lifestyle, my relationship with my boyfriend was getting serious. He was known as the wild one, always seeking thrills and pushing boundaries. I, on the other hand, was the quiet athlete who preferred to actively pursue my dreams around the clock over big nights out. Our personalities seemed worlds apart, but I had learnt to appreciate the multitude of differing athletes across all sports and found it a welcome difference between us.


And while we were ‘together’, and had been for a while, I was beginning to learn that it was important for me to have my own goals and passions separate from his. It reinforced the idea that my happiness and fulfilment shouldn’t be dependent on someone else. This time in my life allowed me to pursue my own dreams, but it also protected me in a way, pulling me out of my comfort zone, being so far from the life I was familiar with.


I knew it was crucial to carve out my path and pursue my passions, even if it meant deviating from the path I felt comfortable in. If this relationship was right, my achievements would flourish, and if toxicity surrounded me, failure was inevitable.




Journal Extract


Thursday, 23 November 2017


How weird. We went to high school together, and I had a totally different perception of you. I guess I had a totally different perception of myself, too.







CHAPTER 3


What Started as Love


In the whirlwind of the initial months of our relationship, time seemed to slip through our fingers, like there was never enough time shared. Every moment together was a treasure trove of experiences and connections. As the days passed, the bond between us grew stronger, and I thrived in the contentment of those early days.


The relationship unfolded at a rapid pace, enveloping me in a bubble of happiness and fulfilment. The anticipation of spending time together added to the thrill of the beginning stages of a relationship, and it filled me with excitement and anticipation. Life felt good, and the early days were a beautiful blur of affection, excitement, and the simple pleasure of discovering each other. I was glad I made the decision to stay in Australia.


Yet, beneath the surface of this idyllic facade, a sinister undercurrent started emerging. The abuse began insidiously, creeping into my life unnoticed. And gradually, the signs to others even became more pronounced, catching the attention of those closest to me. Family members and friends began to raise concerns, sensing that something was amiss. They witnessed the subtle shifts in my behaviour, the evasive answers, and the fear that flickered in my eyes.


Despite their efforts to shield me from harm, I resisted their interventions, staunchly defending him and concealing the truth for reasons still to this day I can’t understand. For this reason, I harboured great shame and responsibility for the visible effect this was having on those closest to me.


Early on in our relationship, I noticed a recurring pattern: whenever he sensed the possibility of me leaving him, he resorted to threatening suicide. He would meticulously guide me through each step, articulating every movement with such precision that his descriptive words painted a vivid picture in my mind, one so painful and unimaginable, used to evoke a fear in me that was overwhelming. He must have realised this tactic gave him the reaction he desired — for me to comfort him, to assure him of my love and loyalty — because once these actions proved effective, it became a persistent tool used to manipulate me into submission.
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