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Dear Reader,

The Voices of Insight are de-identified descriptions 
of people’s lived experience of domestic, family and 
sexualised violence and other adversities. They 
have been developed through the Insight Exchange 
interview process designed to affirm agency, 
uphold dignity and support safety.

The insights reveal the ways in which the person has 
resisted and responded to the violence used 
against them. The descriptions reveal some of the 
context in which the violence has occurred, how 
people, services and systems responded and how 
these responses were helpful, unhelpful or harmful.

Our thanks to every person who contributed 
insights for the benefit of many. 

We acknowledge that despite our best efforts to 
listen to lived experiences of violence and abuse, we 
can never fully understand all that a person’s 
experiences mean to them now or through their life. 
We understand that lived and living  experiences 
can never be fully represented in language or any 
other form.

Thanks



I attribute my strength to my mum and dad. My 
mum endured so much pain in her life, and 
through all her struggles, she never gave up. 
She accepted hardship as part of life and she 
kept going. My dad did too. His entire world 
changed when my mum was first diagnosed 
with a terminal illness, and again when he 
became her full-time carer. Witnessing their 
bond, their unity, and their unwavering 
commitment, not just to each other, but to life 
itself, gave me the strength to believe that life is 
worth living. That life is worth facing adversity 
and pain to become the person you were 
always meant to be. 

My highest hope is that my experiences will 
resonate with others, those currently surviving 
violence, and those who have already endured 
it. I also want the systems that failed me so 
profoundly, the government bodies, the police, 
the court system, and the prison system, to 
read my experiences and understand what I 
was unnecessarily put through. I want them to 
see exactly how they failed me and how they 
endangered me. I want them to recognise the 
lasting impact of their failures, and to make the 
changes needed to keep others safe. 

Being under the control of a partner wasn’t 
unfamiliar to me. When my first husband 
decided he wanted someone else, he also 
decided to become someone else — someone I 
didn’t know, didn’t understand and feared. I 
responded to his controlling behaviour by trying 
to give him what he wanted. It felt like 
‘submission’, but I wouldn’t have responded 
that way if I wasn’t being controlled by him. At 
the time, his behaviour and actions were seen
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as just what men did and were allowed to do in 
our society. Decades later, much of what I 
endured by partners and ex-partners would 
finally be recognised as domestic violence.

My first husband coercively controlled me. I 
endured 15 years of mental, emotional, and 
financial abuse. He used our children as pawns 
in his chess game of life. But back then, there 
was no language or recognition for his abuse 
and for what I was experiencing. He stripped 
me of all financial autonomy. When he left, our 
youngest was just a baby. I was on maternity 
leave with three children under five. All my 
leave payments had been deposited into our 
joint account a few months earlier. This is when 
I discovered he had secretly taken total 
financial control. He had cancelled my credit 
card and removed my access to our joint 
savings account, which was the account that 
held all of my money. He transferred it into an 
account solely under his name. I had to beg, 
plead, and grovel for money to buy nappies, 
formula, and food for our children. 

He walked out on me and for the next two 
decades I was tortured. He weaponised the 
Family Law Court to deny our children and me 
any relationship or contact. He took my 
children from me. That form of violence is only 
now being recognised for what it was. The so-
called new “coercive control” legislation and 
recognition of parent alienation remains deeply 
buried in the ‘too hard’ basket of systems 
responses. But that’s a whole other chapter. 

I endured over ten years of constant abuse from 
my second husband, Mason. He abused me the
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whole time we were together, and he continues 
to pursue and threaten me to this day. Mason 
used every form of violence against me, 
emotional, physical, psychological, and 
financial. He abused me to isolate me, to 
distort my sense of safety, so as to convince me 
and ensure that I had nowhere else to go. For 
ten years, I lived inside a reality that wasn’t 
mine. His violence wasn’t just the kind that left 
bruises. He demanded that I submit to him.  He 
constantly threatened me. Mason twisted the 
truth until I couldn’t trust my own memories. 
Even now, despite leaving the marriage, he 
continues to pursue and threaten me. 
In the beginning, I thought being with Mason 
was the right thing, my chosen destiny. I 
believed I loved him. I believed he loved me. But 
Mason had so much power over me. I was 
financially supporting him. I was emotionally 
supporting his lies. Despite everything I did for 
him, he had no respect for me. His control, 
abuse, and violence revealed themselves 
gradually, and I didn’t see it coming. 

Mason was a habitual liar. From the day I met 
him, he lied about everything. If anyone asked 
me who I married, I couldn’t tell them. I still 
don’t know. I have no idea who Mason really is 
or even what his real name is. Mason had 
multiple aliases others would know him by and 
he always seemed to have a new one. The first 
time I found out about him having aliases was 
just before we got married. He told me his 
actual name was something totally different to 
“Mason”. Mason told me he had legally 
changed his name “out of respect for his best 
friend whose father had passed away” At the 
time I thought, “oh, that is so noble and so 
respectful”. But I also felt uneasy, thinking, “I 
don't really know who I'm marrying right now”. 
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“I don't really know who 
I'm marrying right now”.



Almost immediately after our marriage, Mason 
called every male in my phone contact list and 
he asked them what our relationship was, and if 
we had been intimate together. He didn't care 
who they were. He contacted men who were my 
family members, colleagues and neighbours. 
No male in my contact list was off limits to him.  
Mason told them to never to contact me again 
and then he deleted their numbers. I didn’t 
know Mason had done this initially. I found out 
when I sent a “happy birthday” text message to 
a male friend of mine. I got a message back 
from him saying, “I’m not allowed to contact 
you”. Mason looked through my phone 
constantly. He checked my phone call list and 
would ask me, “why did you call this person? 
You've called somebody randomly, what did 
you call them for?” 

Mason stalked me using phone tracking apps. If 
I forgot to switch off the location settings, he 
knew exactly where I was. He knew where I 
worked. He knew every step I took and would 
sometimes randomly show up where I was. 
During the first year of our marriage, he walked 
out on me. He called me when I was at work. He 
was apologetic. He told me that he had gone to 
Melbourne. I decided to go down and see him. It 
was a really good weekend and Mason was 
doing everything he could to make amends for 
leaving me. Before I left Melbourne, I said to 
him, “You’re not coming back to Canberra, are 
you?” He said, “No, I definitely am. I promise 
you. I’m coming back to Canberra.” I said, 
“Okay, no problem.” 
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He checked my phone call list 
and would ask me, “why did 
you call this person? You've 
called somebody randomly, 
what did you call them for?” 



Once I returned home, I tried to call him to let 
him know I had arrived home safely. But Mason 
didn’t respond. For about a week, I couldn’t 
reach him. When I finally heard from him, he 
told me he was in a psychiatric ward, but he 
didn’t know which ward or which hospital. He 
said he was surrounded by white walls, with 
only a bed and a bedside table. He told me he 
wasn’t allowed to use his mobile phone and 
that he had to smuggle it into his room just to 
text me. He said, “Because I’m in a psychiatric 
ward, I won’t be able to contact you regularly. 
But if I could, I would.” Hearing this, I was 
frantic. I asked, “what did you do?” He said, 
“well, because I love you so much, I ran out on 
the tarmac after the plane when you were 
leaving”. I thought, “what a stupid thing to do, 
but, oh, my gosh, this guy really loves me. He 
really didn't want me to leave”.  I called 
everybody. I rang the airport. I rang all the 
hospitals in Melbourne and then all the 
hospitals across Victoria. I just wanted to speak 
with someone who could tell me what was 
going on and tell me where he was. But nobody 
could tell me. Melbourne airport told me that 
“there was no record of anybody going out on 
the tarmac and being taken away on a 
stretcher”. None of the mental health hospitals 
would confirm Mason was there. I was thinking, 
“what on earth is going on here?” I then 
thought, perhaps the staff couldn’t tell me 
because they can’t disclose this sort of 
information due to privacy and confidentiality. 
But at this point, I started to have doubts, I 
thought “maybe what Mason has been telling 
me isn't true”. 
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He told me he wasn’t allowed 
to use his mobile phone and 
that he had to smuggle it into 
his room just to text me. He 

said, “Because I’m in a 
psychiatric ward, I won’t be 

able to contact you regularly. 
But if I could, I would.” 



I started drinking heavily soon after we got 
married. I wasn’t drinking to party, but to drown 
everything out and survive living with Mason’s 
abuse. Looking back, I now believe a part of me 
realised he was gaining control of me and there 
was nothing I could do to stop it, and the other 
part just didn’t want to know or remember what 
he had done or was doing to me. Mason had me 
convinced that I needed him to survive and 
without him, I was nothing. It became clear 
Mason had no immediate plans to return to 
Canberra from Melbourne, so I made a snap 
decision to quit my job, pack my belongings 
and move to Melbourne to be with him. Alcohol 
was my self medication which I had become 
reliant on every moment I was awake. I was 
arrested for drink driving along with other 
charges on the trip from Canberra to 
Melbourne. This was to be my first of two 
custodial sentences. 

While I was in custody, I became worried 
because I hadn’t heard from my parents in 
days. I asked Mason, “Can you please try to get 
in touch with them?” He told me he’d arranged 
a police welfare check. He painted himself as 
the hero. 

Later, I spoke with my mum and learned the 
truth. The truth was that my dad had died 
unexpectedly at home, right in front of her. My 
mum had been alone, trying to survive with a 
neurological disorder. She was isolated in a 
secluded suburb for three days. She couldn’t 
use her phone to call me or emergency 
services. None of the neighbours could hear her 
calling out. She was trapped and alone with my 
dad’s body. My mum was very clear with me. 
Mason had not called the police. She told me it 
was her care worker who eventually came
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around, heard her cries and alerted emergency 
services. I remember thinking, “No, that’s not 
what happened, Mum because Mason had told 
me he was the one who helped”. I believed him, 
because that’s what I had to do to survive. I 
always had to believe him. It was agonising to 
doubt my own mother, the woman who gave 
me life. I was caught in a mental and emotional 
dilemma, and I thought, “I don’t know what to 
believe anymore.” My mum was taken to 
hospital as she had not had any medication, 
food or water for three days. Medically and 
emotionally, she was in a bad way. My mum 
soon recovered in hospital and was transferred 
to a nursing home with 24/7 care. 

When I was released from custody, my mum 
told me that I could have my dad’s car. This 
meant so much to me. I took really good care of 
it. I knew that in a while I could get my licence 
back and be able to drive it. One night only a 
couple of months after being released, Mason 
forced me to drive him to pick up his drugs. I 
knew he’d be violent towards me if I refused 
him. On the way to the dealers place I was 
charged for driving whilst disqualified and told 
to leave the car where it was. I knew the car was 
parked in a spot that would result in it being 
towed, so I tried to move it up the road. The 
police were waiting and charged me again. I 
took the fall for all of it. 

This resulted in my second trip to jail. While in 
custody, I made countless calls to try and 
locate my dad’s car. Mason told me he had had 
walked past my car and it had heaps of parking 
tickets on it and then when he returned “with 
the intention of moving it”, it had gone. I was 
puzzled and my gut told me something wasn’t 
right. I called a friend of mine, Eve. I asked Eve if
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“No, that’s not what 
happened, Mum 

because Mason had 
told me he was the one 

who helped”.



she could please file a report with the police, 
which she did. A couple of weeks later I was 
called up to the police office to see the head of 
the jail. I had no idea what it was about. The 
officer told me he had the police on the phone 
and they wanted to talk to me about my car. 
They told me my car had a stolen report against 
it.  I thought the police were going to tell me that 
they found my car. I sat down and cheerfully 
took the call. My happiness soon eroded when 
the police told me that my car had been sold by 
Mason and the person who purchased the car 
was unable to register the car until I lifted the 
stolen car report. My brain went immediately 
into defensive mode. I knew what violence I 
would face from Mason if I said I knew 
something about the sale which I obviously did 
not consent to. I told the police that Mason and 
I must have had a misunderstanding about the 
car. I said that it was “okay to remove the 
report”. When I spoke to Mason, he told me, “I 
sold it to protect you from the temptation to 
drive again without a license”. I never saw a 
cent from the $6500 he sold my dad’s car for, or 
any of the sentimental items I had in the car, 
like a street directory which was the last thing 
my mum had ever given me. 

In the last few weeks of my sentence, my mum 
passed away peacefully. I was devastated. I 
asked if Mason would come to the funeral with 
me. He said “yes”. On the morning of her 
funeral I was better than I had expected, 
knowing that I would see Mason for the first 
time in a few months and that he was going to 
support me. But he never showed up. When I 
finally got through to him about a week later, 
Mason told me he had been diagnosed with 
“terminal cancer”, with only a few months to 
live. He said that he was given the news the
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afternoon before my mother’s funeral and 
didn’t think he could face going to a funeral 
after hearing his diagnosis. He said he was 
constantly fatigued, felt sick, and that he had a 
painful lump that they couldn’t remove. Mason 
told me that he needed to go to hospital every 
second day for medication. I was gutted, but I 
thought that explained why he slept so much 
especially when he didn’t have money for drugs 
or to gamble. I felt like my world was caving in. 

After losing both my parents, I was suddenly 
faced with the possibility that my husband was 
going to die within a very short time. I didn’t 
know what to do. I was telling myself what a 
terrible person I was. I felt so ashamed that I 
wasn’t there for him. I felt so guilty and worried 
that I may not be out of custody in time to see 
him again. The whole time I was in custody he 
played the part of the dying man so well. He 
was so convincing. When I was released from 
custody, I was very concerned that Mason 
wasn’t going to get his cancer medication every 
second day as he had told me. I offered to go to 
the hospital and pick it up for him. He always 
came up with some reason to prevent me from 
going to the hospital. After asking him many 
times if he wanted me to pick up his medication 
for him, he finally said, “No, don’t worry, it’s 
okay. I don’t really have cancer, but I may have 
at some stage. We all might”. Then he laughed 
about it as if it was the funniest joke he had ever 
heard. It started to dawn on me that it was 
becoming easier for him to lie to everyone. 
Nothing for him was taboo. The harder I tried to 
catch him out lying, the worse he became. 
Mason seemed to actually believe the lies he 
was telling. 
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“No, don’t worry, it’s okay. I 
don’t really have cancer, 
but I may have at some 

stage. We all might”.



Mason always had a current police matter. But 
no matter what the charges were and no matter 
his criminal history, Mason always seemed to 
walk away with nothing more than a slap over 
the wrist. He occasionally got a fine, or an 
agreement to repay the person he frauded. But 
he never paid any of the fines. He never paid 
anyone back. Mason had multiple court 
appearances for drug charges. He was afraid of 
getting a custodial sentence. By this stage, his 
criminal record had skyrocketed. Custody was 
becoming more of a probability than a 
possibility. Mason forced me to write character 
references for him. He made me use fake 
names for people. For example, I made up 
references saying they were from a local 
football club, church, or a school. These 
mitigating letters were never questioned in 
court. They were accepted as factual evidence 
when his penalty was being determined. Thanks 
to the letters I wrote, Mason was seen as a 
shining light, a highly valued member of the 
community. He capped off his performance by 
telling the judge that his children from a 
previous relationship had recently died. I 
remember asking him after court, “When did 
your kids die? I’m so sorry. Why didn’t you tell 
me?” He laughed at me and said, “you’re so 
cute”. That’s how I found out it was an absolute 
lie. What kind of person lies about their own 
kids dying? 

Everything was always my fault according to 
Mason. He said it was my fault when he used all 
forms of violence against me. He also told me, 
“I love you so much. You are my world, and I 
would kill myself you I ever left me”. He said 
these things with the intention of riling me up 
and knowing that what he said would upset or 
offend me. He was always degrading me and
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used racist and homophobic comments. 
Mason constantly called me a “nigger”, “toe 
rag”, “dog”, “slut” and “whore” to the point that 
I almost convinced myself that these were his 
pet names for me. He called me a “spastic” 
knowing that this would hurt me because my 
mother lived with a debilitating illness that she 
eventually passed away from. So, for him to call 
me a “spastic”, an intentionally derogatory 
term, he knew that would deeply hurt me. 
Mason knew that I would retaliate against that.

He told me constantly that my children hated 
me, and he said my parents told him that they 
hated me too. I understand that Mason tried to 
hurt me because he was seeking a reaction 
from me, to hurt and upset me, to make me 
fight back, so that he could ultimately gain total 
control of me. In the beginning I fought back 
and let the tears pour from my eyes. Eventually 
I realised that the only thing it was doing was 
showing him how much it hurt. He took my pain 
as “permission” to be even crueler the next 
time. Then he blamed me for his abuse in doing 
so. I decided to try a different approach. I was 
determined not to show that what he said 
affected me. I started trying to not always “fight 
back” in the way he wanted me to. I did not say 
a word back to him. I let him just keep going and 
going and going at me. Even though it hurt, I 
didn't want to allow him to see that it hurt me. It 
angered him more when he could see that he 
wasn't getting any reaction from me. When I 
didn’t react, he had nothing to use against me. 
There was nothing he could twist around and 
use against me. He wasn’t as able to convince 
me that my sense of reality was distorted. Over 
time it became easier. Having heard most of it 
before, it became like listening to a rehearsed 
speech. Mason’s hurtful monologue. 

18



Public places did not provide any immunity to 
me. Mason had no hesitation in denigrating me 
in front of anyone listening to him. He said 
awful things about me to people we had never 
met before. He told degrading ‘jokes’ where the 
‘joke’ was on me. He did it in front of other 
people. He left me standing humiliated after 
telling his ‘joke’ and on occasions it made the 
other people uncomfortable, Mason just 
walked away laughing at how clever and funny 
he thought he was and what he believed others 
thought of him. After being abused and 
humiliated I walked away saying, to others “I 
am so sorry”. 

I started to doubt myself. I remember thinking, 
“Why am I such a terrible person? Why did I fail 
so badly? What did I do that was so wrong?” I 
could feel myself spiraling. I was doubting 
everything I had ever done, everything I 
believed, and who I actually was. I was scared 
that I had started believing everything Mason 
said was true. I could see myself plummeting 
into depression, and I feared I might develop 
psychosis. 

I attempted suicide twice during the marriage to 
Mason. I was placed on life support and at one 
time I wasn’t expected to survive. Each time I 
spent about a week recovering in hospital and 
Mason did not ever come in or even call the 
hospital. I don’t remember anyone asking me 
about my relationship with Mason or about my 
safety. No one asked if Mason was ever violent 
towards me. 

When I returned to work, HR told me that while I 
was on life support, Mason had called my 
workplace and told them that my final pay
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Mason financially controlled 
me. He never worked a single 

day during our marriage. I 
don’t believe he’s ever 
worked a day in his life.



should be deposited into his bank account. He 
had been counting on the fact that I wasn’t 
going to survive. At the time, I refused to believe 
it. I thought there must have been a 
misunderstanding, but it was proven to be true. 
Mason financially controlled me. He never 
worked a single day during our marriage. I don’t 
believe he’s ever worked a day in his life.

Despite receiving Centrelink benefits, I never 
saw a cent of his money. I worked three jobs 
while he stayed in bed all day, every day. To 
finance his addictions, Mason would defraud 
people and businesses. He refunded items he 
had never purchased. He shop lifted. He 
walked into restaurants asked for a refund for a 
meal he said was ‘bad’ that he had never 
purchased. Mason would convince people that 
an everyday coin was a highly valuable and 
sought after coin. He forced me to fabricate 
fake documentation to go with his special 
coins. He had other scams that I don’t know 
much about. I was questioned by police as he 
had used my mobile number and provided my 
bank account, telling me a totally different 
story. He sold fake drugs and was arrested 
countless times. On a couple of occasions, he 
was caught using a knife to threaten people in 
order to get what he wanted. He committed 
heinous crimes which I would only find out 
about when the police contacted me for 
questioning, or later in court. Of course, 
Mason’s version was always that he “didn’t do 
it”, “everyone is wrong”, or they “threatened 
him and it was his way of defending himself”. 
When we first married, while I was sleeping, he 
took my keycards and withdrew whatever 
money I had on it buy cigarettes, drugs or 
gamble. 
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Years before meeting Mason I had bought an 
investment property and I was renting it out. It 
took a bit of time, but I worked out that Mason 
had used my email address to ask the real 
estate agent to change the bank account 
details to his to receive the rental payments. All 
of the rental  money, I needed to pay the 
mortgage had been sent to his account. Mason 
spent all the money on his drugs, gambling and 
whatever else. When I was released from 
custody the first time, I found out that my 
mortgage had not been paid the whole time I 
had been in.

Mason gave my phone number to drug dealers 
and told them I would pay for whatever he 
picked up. The dealers would call me, 
demanding money, “Where’s the cash?” I had 
no idea what they were talking about. They 
threatened me and my property. I was terrified. 
I said, “I’ll pay you when I can,” and would then 
have to get the money from somewhere. I 
always had to find the money to pay for 
everything he wanted on top of basic living 
expenses. 

Mason would sell or pawn anything he could get 
his hands on. He would have sold me and my 
soul if he could. In a way, he did because he 
forced me to do things I knew were wrong. If I 
didn’t do what he wanted, he made sure my life 
was hell. I resisted his coercive control as 
much as I could, but I also didn’t want to face 
the consequences if I didn’t. 

One day, by chance, I ran into Trev, a dealer I 
knew from having to pay Mason’s debts in the 
past. Trev called out to me and said, “I just 
want to talk to you about something. Mason 
came past with some coins. He sold some to
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Tina for some points of ice and a blowjob.” I 
was stunned. I said, “Would it be possible to 
have a quick chat with Tina? I’m not angry or 
blaming her. I just want to hear her side of the 
story — calmly, without anger or frustration. I 
would like to ask her if I can get my mum’s 
coins back.” 

Trev took me to see Tina. She was kind and 
agreed to speak with me. She confirmed Mason 
had come by and got a point and a blowjob for 
some of my mums coins, which she still had. I 
asked, “Is there any chance I can buy the coins 
back from you?” She agreed. I saved up the 
money and the following week I went back, paid 
her the money, took the coins home, and 
carefully packed them away. But when it came 
to anything with a value, Mason was like a 
bloodhound. He found them and sold them. I 
never saw them again. 

One of my jobs was managing a coffee shop. 
We were paid in cash. Staff wages arrived in 
envelopes with their names on them, and I was 
responsible for distributing them. If someone 
wasn’t working that day, I had no choice other 
than to take their envelopes home and give it to 
them on their next shift. Mason regularly stole 
the staff wages from my bag while I was asleep. 
It wouldn’t matter where I hid it, my back 
pocket or tucked it into my bra, he always found 
it. Sometimes he pinned me down and tried to 
force the wages from my hands. He always got 
the wages off me and took it from me. I then 
had to scramble to replace the money and pay 
the staff when they returned to work. 

Mason was able to spend all of my inheritance. 
He convinced me on occasions that he would 
repay me. He told me that he needed the
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money for something else, playing on my 
empathetic and sympathetic nature. When I 
had finally had enough and told him to leave on 
numerous occasions, he said that he would 
only leave if I paid him, which I would do. He 
would later contact me with some sob story 
that he knew would make me feel terrible, with 
promises for change and to allow him to come 
back. Initially I allowed him back hoping that 
the changes he promised would be seen. They 
never were. Over time, my conscience would 
not let me leave him in the fabricated situation 
he said he was in. I allowed Mason to come 
back, but my self protection barriers I had 
started to build were not going to be knocked 
down again.
 
Mason’s physical violence began within weeks 
of getting married. Mason had gone through my 
phone and saw that I had received a call from a 
previous work colleague who was like a second 
father to me. No matter how hard I tried to 
explain who he was and why he called me, 
Mason didn’t like my answer. That night Mason 
assaulted me and the intensity of his violence 
resulted in injuries to both my eyes and bruises 
all over my back, arms and legs. 

Over time Mason’s physical violence got worse. 
He slapped me across the face, shoved me 
hard into doors and walls. He spat in my face. 
He held a lit jet lighter with the flame only 
centimeters away from my face. He burnt my 
arms with lit cigarettes. He threw anything he 
could at me. He even threw my high-heeled 
shoe at my face. The heal hit me just under my 
eye leaving an injury. He hurt my hands as he 
pried my fingers open to get things, like the staff 
wages, out of my hands. He sprayed a can of 
deodorant directly in my eyes. On one occasion
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“Mason strangled me to the 
point that I could no longer 

breathe. He pulled me off the 
bed and hit my head so hard on 

the floor it knocked me out.”



Mason strangled me to the point that I could no 
longer breathe. He pulled me off the bed and hit 
my head so hard on the floor it knocked me out. 
One night when I was sleeping, he put drugs 
into my nose. I woke up feeling like I couldn’t 
breathe. I felt like I was actually dying, but he 
didn’t show any care, concern, guilt or remorse 
for anything he did. 

Mason started to threaten to kill me. To this 
day, I still believe his intention is to know I am 
dead. He will not just stop at threatening to kill 
me. Mason has made sure that I know that it 
may not be him who kills me. It could be 
someone else. Either way, in his opinion he was 
doing everyone else a huge favour in killing me. 
Mason believed that by murdering me, he 
would be seen as such a hero, a saviour and 
wonderful person. He told me he would get a 
very minimal sentence if anything at all for my 
murder. After he said this the first time, I did not 
feel comfortable going anywhere again. I was 
always wondering if I was looking at the person 
who would end my life. 

On numerous occasions he lost his set of keys 
to my unit. To gain access to my place he would 
press the buzzer of other tenants, waking them 
up at all hours. To gain access to the unit, he 
called a locksmith. He never paid them or he 
would give them my number to pay the fee for it. 
On a number of occasions Mason kicked in my 
front door. The door was so damaged that I 
couldn’t lock my unit until I could pay to get it 
all fixed. 

While managing all of this, I picked up a job with 
a small business that handled end-of-lease 
cleans for rental properties and hotels. It 
became almost a full-time job alongside my
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work at the coffee shop. I was doing handover 
cleans, which means cleaning up after one set 
of guests and preparing the space for the next. I 
was also the contact person for guests, and 
responsible for handing over keys to the 
properties when needed. 

Occasionally, I would spend a night or as long 
as I could at one of the properties I managed. I 
knew I was risking my job doing this and also 
Mason’s rage when I returned home. But for 
those few days, I felt safe. I could finally let my 
guard down. I could breathe. I could feel 
comfortable and free, without Mason hovering 
over me and abusing me. 

One evening when Mason was on bail for 
domestic violence and despite having a 
protection order in place, Mason showed up at 
one of my cleaning jobs. The unit was worth 
around $2 million. The guests were due to 
check in the following day. I had just finished 
cleaning. Mason got angry with me. I laid down 
on the lounge to avoid entering into an 
argument. Mason didn’t like that I was ignoring 
him and he threw a 700mL alcohol glass bottle 
at me which hit me hard on the right side of my 
face. It knocked me completely out. While I was 
knocked out, he proceeded to trash the unit 
with anything he could find in the cupboards. 
He threw flour, washing powder, dishwashing 
liquid, rice, you name it. It was all over the 
floors, carpets, walls and ceilings. He trashed 
the entire property. He also emptied out my 
handbag inside the unit and threw cards from 
my wallet over the balcony onto the footpath 
below. 
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“Okay, he’s gone. He can’t 
hear you. Did he do this?” 



A neighbour must have heard something and 
called an ambulance. They were apparently 
very concerned about me. The paramedics had 
to resuscitate me. 

Mason was allowed into the ambulance with 
me. He put on such a good performance of 
concern. He said to me, “please don’t tell them 
it was me”. I knew the paramedics saw through 
it and possibly overheard him, but there was 
nothing they could do. For my safety, I refused 
to say that Mason was the perpetrator. When he 
stepped out of the ambulance for a cigarette, 
they said, “Okay, he’s gone. He can’t hear you. 
Did he do this?” I felt pressured to answer, and I 
understood why they had asked me. But I 
couldn’t say “yes”. I knew what Mason would 
do to me if he found out I had named him, 
especially when he was already on bail with 
other charges pending. 

I was taken to hospital. The ambulance and 
hospital staff did nothing wrong. They looked 
after me and made sure I was medically stable. 
I was there most of the day, but no one asked 
me any further questions about Mason or 
domestic violence. 

When I was discharged, the hospital arranged a 
taxi to take me back to the property to collect 
my belongings. Everything had been left behind 
including my cards and my photo ID. The unit 
had been left unlocked. Walking back into that 
space was devastating. The damage Mason had 
done was overwhelming. It was a tragic scene. 
After the assault, the company I worked for 
found out what had happened and they 
suspected it was Mason who was responsible. I 
ended up losing my job. But before they fired 
me, they expected me to continue working and
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cleaning properties for free until they were 
satisfied I had “repaid” the cost of renovating 
the unit Mason had destroyed. The injuries from 
that assault were serious. I had a massive lump 
on my face near my mouth and one on my 
forehead. I couldn’t eat solid food for two 
weeks. I had bruising all down the side of my 
face and part of neck. I still carry injuries and 
scarring from that assault. 

I told two people what Mason had done. They 
were supportive and tried to help in a limited 
way. They met up with me soon after the 
assault and took me out for dinner. They made 
sure I could eat something. I could only have 
pureed food. I knew they cared, but I also knew 
they didn’t want to get too involved. They were 
afraid. They knew Mason. They had heard what 
he was capable of. A few months before this 
assault, they had come with me to get 
something from my unit. When we arrived at the 
unit, they witnessed Mason hold a lit jet lighter 
at my face telling me he would kill me. They had 
also seen him threaten others who had tried to 
help me before. 

I didn’t tell anyone else about the assault or the 
breach of bail. I was already in a bad way. I was 
questioning myself. I was questioning reality. I 
didn’t know what I should be doing or where I 
should be. I didn’t even know who I was 
anymore. 

I’ve always been a Christian. I’ve always 
believed in a higher power. I truly believe that 
my parents, even in their passing, are still 
watching over me. They are still protecting me, 
still keeping me safe. As strange as it may 
sound, I feel like they spoke to me, and that 
gives me comfort. I prayed. I prayed for closure. 

30



“I prayed for resolution. I 
prayed for an escape. 

Eventually, my prayer shifted. I 
prayed that I would either let 

go of the hope that Mason 
would change, or that he 

would let me go unharmed.”



I prayed for everything to stop. I prayed that 
Mason would change, that he would wake up 
one morning and say, “I’ve messed everything 
up. I’ve hurt the one person who’s shown me 
nothing but support, care, and love. I need to be 
a better person.” I prayed for resolution. I 
prayed for an escape. Eventually, my prayer 
shifted. I prayed that I would either let go of the 
hope that Mason would change, or that he 
would let me go unharmed. 

I met George through the coffee shop. He is of 
Chinese heritage and practices both 
Catholicism and Buddhism. We were good 
friends for years before becoming partners. We 
moved in together a couple of years ago. 
I always had to hide my friendship with George 
from Mason. In reality hiding our friendship was 
also protecting George from Mason. Before we 
started our relationship, I never explicitly told 
George about Mason’s violence. But he 
suspected something was wrong. One day, 
Mason came into the coffee shop, and George 
saw how he treated me. George witnessed 
Mason firsthand, but George never confronted 
me. George never pushed or asked direct 
questions to force me to open up. 

George always made it clear that he was there if 
I needed someone to talk to, about anything. He 
made me feel safe, never judged, never 
questioned. I don’t know how he knew not to 
push, but he did. If he had, I would have pushed 
him away. I couldn’t speak about Mason’s 
violence until I felt safe - until I was ready and it 
had to be the right person. I also had to 
consider everyone else’s safety. Mason 
targeted anyone close to me. Anyone who knew 
about his abuse was at risk. 
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In the end, Mason’s abuse had intensified and I 
knew my life was in serious danger. Financially, 
I had ended up in trouble with my mortgage for 
my investment unit. George has a financial 
background, so I asked if he could help. I had 
150 pages of paperwork to complete, and I was 
working so many hours I couldn’t manage it 
alone. George was also working long hours and 
he started very early in the morning. All that I 
had hoped for was for George to just listen and 
perhaps offer a few pointers. But George went 
above and beyond. He did all the research, 
found what I needed and invited me over to go 
through the paperwork together. He helped me 
identify what was legitimate, what wasn’t, and 
what questions I needed to ask. It took hours. 
We worked well into the night. 

I remember George looking at me and saying, 
“You know what? Why don’t you just stay here 
tonight? You’re welcome to stay in my room 
and I’ll sleep on the sofa.” I was very hesitant as 
I knew what I would face from Mason when I 
went back home. I didn’t have a change of 
clothes for work the next day, but I was also so 
tired, comfortable, and for the first time in so 
long, I felt that I was safe and in the company of 
someone who actually cared. It was a feeling I 
wanted to hold onto for as long as I could. As it 
turned out, I fell asleep on George’s bed and he 
quietly went to sleep on the lounge. He 
respected me. After that night, I felt a lot closer 
to George and knew he was someone I could 
trust. 

Until then, I had never asked anyone for help. I 
always said, “I’m okay, I can do this myself.” 
But this time, I couldn’t. If I didn’t get help, I
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was going to lose my apartment. I ended up 
losing it anyway. But as time passed, the sense 
of safety and comfort I felt with George grew. I 
started to think I could open up about a few 
things. 

I told George something really small that Mason 
had done to try and gauge his reaction. He 
didn’t look shocked or surprised, and told me, 
“you deserve better”. Then the floodgates 
opened. Stories came pouring out of Mason’s 
violence, how afraid I was, and I told him that I 
didn’t believe I was able to ever get away from 
Mason. I was sitting there in tears and shaking. I 
looked across at George and saw tears in his 
eyes too. He said, “You don’t deserve this. This 
is not what anybody’s life should look like.” I 
knew what George was saying was true for 
other people, but I didn’t believe it actually 
applied to me. Mason had convinced me that I 
deserved it all and it was me who caused 
everything he did to me. All I could say was, 
“Yes, but this is what my life is. I’ve got no way 
out. I can’t ever leave Mason because if I do, I’ll 
be in more trouble than I was to begin with.”  
But that was when I decided, “I’m not going to 
let Mason win. I am not going to continue living 
like this, a life full of so much fear and abuse. I 
deserve better than this. I’m stronger than this. I 
can do this”. 

Much earlier when I started noticing the 
inconsistencies and seeing through Mason’s 
lies, I realised it wasn’t just me he was lying to. I 
started trying to catch him out. I started writing 
things down, documenting what Mason said 
and did, and what I said in response. I started 
recording on my phone when Mason would 
start at me. Realising that my life could be in 
danger and later realising that I was in serious
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“If the police ever find me and 
I can’t speak for myself, these 
recordings will tell them what 
happened to me”. I wanted to 

leave a record, something that 
could tell the truth even if I 

couldn’t.



danger, I knew that I needed proof. I remember 
thinking “If the police ever find me and I can’t 
speak for myself, these recordings will tell them 
what happened to me”. I wanted to leave a 
record, something that could tell the truth even 
if I couldn’t. I remember confronting Mason 
saying, “Hang on, this is what you said.” But it 
was never enough for him. Mason twisted 
everything. He accused me of altering the audio 
recordings. He said that I had spliced the audio 
together to make different clips. He 
manipulated the situation so much that I began 
to question my own sanity. Nothing was safe 
from Mason. He went through my phone and 
deleted the files I had saved. I decided to create 
several new email accounts, and I hid the audio 
recordings in different cloud storage services. A 
few of those recordings captured Mason 
threatening to kill me. 

After opening up to George, I sent one of the 
recordings to him. I told him, “Whatever 
happens, please keep this safe. I don’t know if I 
can.” I knew Mason would either find and 
delete the recording or force me to delete it, or 
destroy my phone or laptop.
George kept the file I sent him. When the police 
came asking for a copy, he was able to hand it 
over. Mason was sent to jail for stalking, 
intimidating and harassing me. 
 
While in jail, Mason tried to call me over 300 
times in 2 months. He sent me numerous 
letters. In one letter he explicitly threatened to 
kill me and George. How could a letter be sent 
from jail with threats to kill, if they are all 
screened by officers prior to be sealed and 
posted? He did all of this with the protection 
order in place with the standard clauses. The 
protection order was meant to prevent him
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from contacting me or trying to find me in any 
way. Mason was charged with multiple offenses 
prior to the hearing date. On the day of the 
hearing, Mason ended up pleading guilty to all 
charges in order to receive a reduced sentence. 
The sentencing itself was outrageous. Mason 
has an extensive history of domestic violence 
charges. At the time of sentencing, he faced 
multiple charges. Almost all of them were 
domestic violence-related. The other charge 
was a fraud charge. Mason’s sentencing was 
done consecutively and the longest sentence 
he received was for the fraud charge which was 
nine months. That one fraud charge was treated 
more seriously than all the domestic violence 
charges combined, including Mason’s threats 
to kill me. 

In court, Mason also threatened to kill both me 
and George. He made a gun gesture with his 
fingers, pointing at us both. The judge had her 
head down, working on the sentencing. The 
Public Prosecutions Lawyer was looking over 
her notes. The only people who saw it were one 
of the judge’s assistants and Mason’s solicitor. 
Mason’s solicitor was from Legal Aid. He looked 
furious. Like he didn’t want to be there. The 
court associate didn’t know what to do. I told 
the Public Prosecutions Lawyer but she didn’t 
raise it with the judge. I later requested the 
court video footage, but apparently there was 
no footage of his matter. 

I became deeply depressed again. It was 
incredibly hard. I still can’t understand how 
Mason threatening my life was worth only a few 
weeks in jail, especially based on his history. 
When Mason was in jail, I moved in with 
George. After a few months I finally felt settled, 
safe, comfortable and truly loved. Filing for
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divorce was something I had hoped for, for so 
long. Now I was able to do it and I would only 
have to worry about ramifications when Mason 
was released in about one years’ time. I filled in 
the forms and sent two sets of documents to 
the jail in an envelope addressed to “The 
Governor”. I included a letter to the governor, 
explicitly stating that my address and all 
personal details were to be withheld from 
Mason and the reasons why. It also included 
the affidavits I had submitted to the court and a 
copy of the Protection Order. These were all 
clearly marked that they were for the jail’s 
records only. The second set was to be served 
on Mason, which had all of my personal details 
- address and phone number blacked out. This 
set was also clearly marked and advised in my 
letter to The Governor. I also included a 
stamped, self-addressed envelope with 
instructions advising the governor that once 
Mason has been served the court documents 
were to be signed to confirm and then returned 
to me in the stamped self-addressed envelope. 
None of this happened. Mason was given the 
entire envelope. He got all of my personal 
information including my new address. He saw 
my letter addressed to the governor and what I 
had said about him. I still don’t understand how 
the jail could have failed my privacy so severely. 
I called the jail repeatedly. I called security. I 
called Corrective Services. I called anyone and 
everyone I could think of. I was on hold for 
hours. Every time I reached someone, I was put 
on hold again for security checks. I went around 
in circles for months trying to find the right 
contact. Eventually, I reached a senior 
executive via email at the Department 
responsible for Prisons and Corrective 
Services. They told me, “There’s nothing we can 
do to help you. You are out of time”.
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They told me, 
“There’s nothing we 
can do to help you. 

You are out of time”.



It was a complete failure. I was sickened by 
their blasé attitude toward my safety. I was 
sickened by the countless hours I had spent 
trying to get in contact with someone who could 
help me. Corrective Services gave me no real 
apology, no acknowledgment of their wrong 
doing, no offer for an internal review to ensure it 
never happens again, no offer to help me 
relocate or move to a secure location. I was 
also shocked that they didn’t offer or suggest a 
private identity. They didn’t help me get onto 
the silent electoral roll. They didn’t give me any 
suggestions to help keep me safe, especially 
from their sheer negligence. Nothing. I 
considered taking my complaint to the 
Ombudsman, but I was so deflated I didn’t 
know if I had the energy left to fight or if I could 
face another possible unhelpful response. 
That’s when I learned that Mason’s Protection 
Order, the one meant to protect me, had been 
issued at the start of his custodial sentence. By 
the time he was released from custody half of 
the time on the protection order had already 
elapsed. Prior to his release I received a call 
from Corrections to discuss the terms of his 
release. Nothing I said to them seemed to 
phase them or convince them he would still be 
a danger to me. I was told “he has done his time 
and this is what we think he needs”. 

Mason was released from custody with an 
electronic ankle monitoring device. I received 
numerous calls from Corrections staff advising 
me that I needed to be vigilant as he had not 
charged it and they couldn’t be certain of where 
he was. With months left on his parole, Mason 
decided to remove his electronic ankle 
monitoring device. He went on the run. I was 
panic stricken. Nobody knew where he was and
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He threatened George 
saying, “I am going to 

hunt you down, find you, 
slit your throats from ear 

to ear and kill you.” 



I didn’t know when he would be caught. 

Mason was still on the run when the protection 
order expired. I remember Mason calling my 
mobile at 3:50am from a silent number. I 
thought it was the police and hoped they were 
calling to tell me they had caught him. I asked 
George to answer the phone for me. It was 
Mason. He threatened George saying, “I am 
going to hunt you down, find you, slit your 
throats from ear to ear and kill you.” 

George and I called the police and filed a 
report. Not knowing where Mason was or if he 
had someone lined up to kill us, I quit my job. I 
was forced to stay at home full time for my 
protection. The police discovered the phone 
number that Mason had called from by tracking 
the calls. The police told me Mason was 
travelling frequently between Victoria and 
Canberra. They told me there was nothing they 
could do to arrest him unless he did something 
“wrong” in either state or territory warranting 
his arrest. That way the police would see he had 
a warrant for his arrest and could extradite him 
back. 

The police also applied for another protection 
order. At the court mention for the protection 
order I was told it was “not enforceable until the 
police had served it on Mason”. I said, “So, 
you’re telling me I’m not protected when I walk 
out of this courthouse today, because Mason is 
on the run and could be anywhere?” The 
magistrate told me that was correct. I was 
stunned and replied, “So Mason could attack 
me, and it wouldn’t be a breach because he 
hasn’t been served yet?” Again, the response 
was “yes”. 
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When Mason was on the run, the police came 
to our home to do a domestic violence check. I 
told them, “He’s on the run. When you find him, 
what are his charges going to be?” The police 
said, “Oh, we don’t know.” I said, “Surely he 
has to be charged with something. We know 
that he has been tampering with the monitoring 
bracelet and fleeing interstate without 
permission?” Again, they said, “We don’t 
know.” 

I asked a senior officer if Mason could be 
charged under the new coercive control 
legislation. The officer said, “I don’t think we’ve 
got enough evidence for that.” I had a list of 
over ten different charges. The police weren’t 
interested in the first few I mentioned to them, 
so I decided it wasn’t worth bothering with the 
rest. It all seemed way too hard for the police, 
despite me having the evidence and doing all of 
the work for them. 

The police gave me Mason’s number to save in 
my phone, just in case he called. This way his 
phone calls would show up as a recognised 
number on my phone. I decided to look the 
number up knowing things he had done in the 
past. I found a number of profiles he had set up 
on dating sites which clearly stated the sexual 
acts he was prepared to do for the payment of 
drugs. I was sickened and again started to 
question everything about myself. From what I 
had seen and knew of Mason, I believe the ads 
Mason put up were a lure to get men to show up 
with the drugs. I knew that Mason would then 
roll them or use a weapon with threat of harm to 
steal the drugs from them. 

I sent the police the links to Mason’s ads and I 
also gave the police a scenario they could use
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to lure Mason in. I said, “This is how you get 
him. Send in an undercover officer. Set up a 
meet. Then arrest him.” I was doing their job for 
them. 

A week or so later, I got a call from police letting 
me know that Mason had been arrested and 
extradited back to Canberra. They charged him 
for drug possession but they said they couldn’t 
charge him for anything else. It was infuriating. 
He had breached parole. He had breached a 
nationwide Protection Order. He had tampered 
with his electronic monitoring bracelet, he 
travelled interstate without consent, he had 
threatened to kill me — again. However, the 
protection order was not enforced as he had 
not been served at the time. I was forced to 
become a recluse in my home. I had to live 
being on high alert every day and with 
everything I did. The only charge related to 
Mason’s perpetration against me and George 
was “stalk, intimidate and harass”. At 
sentencing, none of Mason’s history - his 
threats, abuse or previous custodial sentences, 
or the fact that he was on parole at the time of 
offending were taken into account. 

Later when I called and asked the police why he 
had not been charged for breaching his parole I 
was told by an officer, “I don’t know anyone 
who’s actually charged someone with that.” He 
said it might be a Parole Board issue. The police 
blamed parole. Parole blamed the police. No 
one could tell me who was responsible for 
holding Mason accountable and to this day he 
hasn’t been held to account. He was able to 
decide when he had enough of the electronic 
device and he chose when he wanted to stop 
being monitored. The only price he paid was to 
serve the remaining parole time in custody. 
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She also said the “police 
couldn’t keep arresting Mason 
and throwing him in jail every 

time he breached his 
Protection Order”. She said 
that police simply couldn’t 

keep doing it and that I would 
need to be more proactive 

about my own safety. 



None of his other crimes were taken into 
account for sentencing except for a minimal 
sentence for the threats to mine and George’s 
life. During his sentence I found out that Mason 
had been to court twice to appeal his original 
charges. Both times, he succeeded in getting 
his sentence reduced. On neither occasion did 
Public Prosecutions contact me to let me know 
his sentence had been reduced. I only found 
out because on one occasion the female officer 
in charge of my case told me. The police officer 
was helpful to a degree because she informed 
me of Mason’s release date. She said that she 
was devastated that no one from Public 
Prosecutions contacted me or George about it. 
She told me she had submitted her 
recommendations to the parole board about 
what she believed should happen, but then she 
said something that floored me. She told me 
that George and I would need to move, and I 
should change my mobile number. She also 
said the “police couldn’t keep arresting Mason 
and throwing him in jail every time he breached 
his Protection Order”. She said that police 
simply couldn’t keep doing it and that I would 
need to be more proactive about my own 
safety. 

Prior to Mason’s recent release, I received a call 
from a jail parole officer responsible for setting 
his parole conditions. He told me Mason would 
again be fitted with another electronic ankle 
monitoring device. But in order for me to 
participate in their program and receive a buddy 
device, he said my address would need to be 
released to Mason. I was shattered. I knew that 
wasn’t the case last time.  I agreed to this 
condition only because I knew how important it 
was to have the buddy device. Later, I found out 
I that I was correct, my address did not need to
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be given to Mason. Instead, exclusion zones 
around my home and work LGAs were meant to 
be set up. Again, I was subjected to a great deal 
of unnecessary stress, concerns for my safety, 
and wondering what protection I was really 
being given by the police. 

Mason was released several weeks ago. His 
parole address is only a few kilometres from my 
home. I didn’t receive my buddy device until 
nearly 5 p.m. the day after he was released. 
Once again, I have become a prisoner inside my 
own home. Going out triggers a significant 
amount of fear for me. A new protection order 
has been granted to George and I for the next 
five years, but given how many times Mason 
has breached protection orders in the past, I 
know I will always have to be on guard. As long 
as I live, my life is in danger. I have been told by 
both the police and Public Prosecutions that 
I’m on my own now. 

Sadly, my experience is not unique. It is one of 
many, where the very systems meant to protect 
us, fail us completely. Finding George was the 
turning point that has allowed me to reclaim my 
life. I will forever be grateful to him, not just for 
the profound love and care he shows me every 
day, but for literally pulling me from a situation I 
had resigned myself to, a situation I was 
terrified I might not survive. With George’s 
constant support, I have started the 
challenging, beautiful process of learning who 
the real me is. I can now pursue my dreams, 
share my thoughts without fear of retribution, 
and finally write this as a survivor, knowing that 
he is a steadfast guardian who ensures my 
safety, always. 
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Having lived through what I have, I would never 
want anyone else to feel like they don’t matter, 
like their experience is just another entry in a 
long list of survivors, or worse, just another 
statistic. Change doesn’t happen unless we’re 
willing and able to advocate for it. Government 
departments are the only ones who can 
ultimately make those changes, but they don’t 
know the reality unless they really listen to the 
truth of what is really happening. One person 
speaking out won’t be enough. But if many do, 
and many listen, change becomes possible.
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My Safety Kit

‘My Safety Kit’ is a reflection resource 
designed to support people who are, or may 

be, experiencing domestic, family and 
sexualised violence.

Follow My Lead

‘Follow My Lead’ is a resource designed to 
build on the understanding of people 

responding to control, abuse and violence.

www.insightexchange.net/follow-my-lead/

www.insightexchange.net/my-safety-kit/

https://www.insightexchange.net/my-safety-kit/
https://www.insightexchange.net/follow-my-lead/


Insight Exchange centres lived expertise of 
domestic, family and sexualised violence. It 
is designed to inform and strengthen social, 
service and system responses to violence 
and abuse.

Insight Exchange provides free (donated) 
information, insights and reflection 
materials to people in any community, 
service or system. 

Read more about using Insight Exchange: 
www.insightexchange.net/guide-using/
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Traditional Custodians of the land on which 
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respects to Elders past and present. We 
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peoples across the country and the world. 
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will be Aboriginal land.
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http://www.insightexchange.net/guide-using/


The menus in the Insight Exchange website include listening, 
exploring, responding, learning and participating. 

Scan the static QR code to explore

www.insightexchange.net 
(website has a quick-exit button) 

https://www.insightexchange.net/
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