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WARNING
There are parts of this book that are confronting and 
graphic and which you may find disturbing. I wanted 
to keep it as real and honest as possible to give you a 
true insight into life with an eating disorder. If you are 
triggered at any point, please seek support. The support 
section of this book (page 200) lists numbers you can call 
and resources you can use.



iv

PROLOGUE

She took a long, deep inhale, held it… and released the air out of her 
mouth as though she’d been holding on to this secret forever. Her heart 
was beating out of her chest. She was exhausted and depleted. She 
nervously listened for what could be hiding behind the bathroom door—
her parents. 

She was hunched over the basin in a cramped bathroom, clinging 
desperately onto the edges of the sink with her tired arms. Her hands 
were wet and her knuckles were scabbed and bruised. 

Her long, blonde hair—filled with hair extensions because it could never 
be long enough for her—was tied back. She reluctantly raised her chin to 
catch her own worst enemy staring back at her in the mirror. Her eyes 
were bloodshot and tired, with mascara running down her cheeks. ‘I am 
so disgusting,’ she thought to herself. 

Her cheeks were red and puffy, with inflamed areas due to lack of 
nutrients. Her stomach ached from all the poking and prodding of her 
fingers into her belly. She almost didn’t recognise the soulless girl staring 
back at her. ‘What have I become?’ she whispered under her breath. 

This small bathroom was her sanctuary, but also her prison. It was her 
escape, while it was her addiction. It was the place she always ended up, 
even after swearing to herself that this would be the last time.

She felt despair to see herself—once a happy girl—doing this over and 
over again. ‘What the fuck is wrong with me?’

Now, she took the fork she’d used and hid it in her pocket.

She didn’t brush her teeth. We don’t want to ruin that enamel. She knew 
all the tricks to maintain a perfect white smile that people would always 
notice.

She regretfully pulled herself back together as best she could and 
turned the doorknob. The lock popped up and she slowly peered around  
the corner, sighing in massive relief. No-one was there and the house 
was pitch-black, as she had left it. Another successful episode without 
getting caught. 
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Sometimes she wondered if getting caught would stop her. Was she 
secretly hoping that someone would find her in this mess and save her? 
No. That only happened in fairytales.

This was a nightmare that had lasted nine years. 

The stairs to her bedroom felt like Mount Everest after an episode. She 
had nothing left in her… literally. She rolled into bed and shut her eyes, 
regretting everything. ‘How did my life get to this?’ she asked herself. 
She couldn’t ask anyone else—it was her secret. She felt guilt, remorse 
and regret every time after an episode, but these feelings didn’t stop her. 

Nothing stopped her. 

She hoped to wake up and start fresh, like nothing had happened. 
Sometimes she wished she would never wake up at all. 

The first thought she had whenever she woke up was, ‘What did I eat last 
night? That’s it, today I’m going to start my diet and eat healthy. It’s a 
new day. No carbs, no junk and no sugar. I can do this.’ 

I knew this girl. I knew her well.

But her secret, I would never tell.

Every day and every night,

a battle with food she would fight.

All she wanted was to be set free

This girl in Food Jail, this girl, was me.
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Thank you

First, I want to thank YOU, the reader, for picking up this book: for 
investing in yourself and for trusting in me. Without your support and 
belief in me, I would not be here. You are amazing. 

To my Instagram family—thank you for your endless support, 
encouragement and kind words. You’re the reason this book made 
it into your hands. Your support reinforces my passion to educate, 
motivate and inspire you to know that you can live a better quality of 
life, whatever that might look like for you. 

To my family—where do I even start? How grateful and blessed I am 
to have you as my family. You continue to support me, unrelentingly, 
unquestioningly and unconditionally. I haven’t always been the best 
sister, daughter or friend, but you have always loved me for all I am, 
and for that I am so lucky. 

My friends, because you understand me and accept me for who I am. 
You understand that I may not be present physically and that I like to 
spend one-on-one time with you and do life a certain way. You accept 
me and support me and actually know the real me—I love you for that 
and cannot thank you enough. You make me so happy. 
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How this book works

This book is divided into four parts, to make it simple and user-friendly. 

Part One: My Story

Part One gives the raw, dark truth about my past struggles with an eating 
disorder that went on for nine years. During this time, mental health issues 
were stigmatised and I felt incredibly ashamed about mine—especially 
given I was a psychology student. I was reluctant to seek help. 

In Part One, I take you to my childhood, teenage years and adolescence, 
to where it started and how it escalated, and how there were times I didn’t 
see myself living past twenty-one. I wrote poetry about how sad and alone 
I felt, and this was the only way I expressed my true feelings. 

I’m not perfect, but I never strived to be: I just wanted to be happy. I 
believed happiness would come when I got my dream body. The relentless 
chase for this ruined me and sent me into a cycle of self-destruction—into 
Food Jail.

Food Jail is a term I developed to explain what it feels like to be stuck inside 
a world that revolves around food, body shape and weight. It’s a jail that 
exists within your mind—where, no matter how hard you try to escape, 
authority figures are waiting to put you back in your cell. You might dream 
of freedom, but no matter how much you want it, the jailors in your mind 
keeping bringing you back to prison.

Part Two: Awareness Precedes Change

Part Two of the book explains eating disorders and eating disturbances 
and how to recognise them. I came up with the term ‘eating disturbance’ 
to cover the wide spectrum of eating and body-image difficulties we see 
(or may not openly see) in today’s society. Just because you aren’t suffering 
from an eating disorder, that doesn’t mean you don’t have some level of 
challenge towards your approach to food and your body. Every woman I 
speak to has some sort of battle with their body image.
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Part Two covers the diagnosable eating disorders listed in one of the 
official psychiatric manuals, the Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental 
Disorders (DSM), as well as the signs and symptoms that you or a loved 
one might be experiencing. Awareness precedes change: only when you 
know what you’re working with can you put strategies in place to create 
long-lasting change. 

Part Three: Food Freedom in your Mind

My experience led me to crack the binge-eating code and help hundreds 
of women live more meaningful lives, in my work as a psychologist with 
profound interest and experience in eating disorders. I escaped from 
Food Jail, so I can help others going through the same thing with strategies 
that actually work. 

Life isn’t about never bingeing again or never having negative thoughts 
about yourself—it’s about creating a life in which bingeing and body 
image are no longer distressing or at the forefront of your existence. In 
Part Three of this book, you’ll learn the best strategies for managing your 
mind—your ‘cognitions’ or thoughts. I train you in how to train yourself to 
manage everyday situations effectively. A change in your mindset will lead 
to a reduction in eating-disturbance urges and time spent ruminating on 
body image, shape and size. You will lead a more fulfilling life. 

Part Four: Food Freedom in your Behaviour

The final part of the book aims to address the behavioural elements of 
an eating disorder or eating disturbance. Habits such as binge-eating, 
body-checking, mirror-checking and social avoidance are targeted with 
exposure-therapy techniques. Together, we aim to create a life outside 
of body shape, size and weight, and prove that you can accept and love 
yourself the way you are, while still working towards goals that are healthy, 
realistic and effective.

My clients are amazed by the changes they see in their lives from applying 
the strategies I teach. I know they work—I’ve spent more than ten years 
trying and testing all sorts of techniques. Part Three and Part Four of the 
book give you an introduction into the world of Food Freedom. 

I cannot wait for you to be on this journey with me.





Part One

My story
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Chapter 1

Childhood dreams

As a child, I was happy. I didn’t have a care in the world. No responsibilities 
or destructive thoughts. No traumatic history or complicated family issues. 
I truly believe being a child is underrated. Why do we all want to be older? 

As a child, I had three dreams—I wanted to be a model, a singer or a 
dancer. I also wanted to be skinny, beautiful, talented and adored. Who 
doesn’t want that at some point in their life? 

I grew up in a Cypriot Greek family with two older sisters whom I’ve always 
been close with. My parents are loving, kind and supportive and could not 
have done a better job at raising three girls. In fact, in hindsight, I was a 
spoiled brat growing up and got what I wanted all the time! I now realise 
just how fortunate I was and I feel endless gratitude and work super-hard 
for what I want. 

My parents, however, stopped spoiling me once I was old enough to work 
in the family business, as most ethnic children did. Once I was four years 
old, my mother would take us to the Queen Victoria Market every single 
week, so I naturally felt comfortable around people and started learning 
the hustle of the market.

My earliest memory of my dream to become a model is of when I was 
about six years old. I had long, black, straight, silky hair and an adorable 
smile with my baby teeth. So, my oldest sister dressed me in a funky black-
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and-white bandanna, with a black T-shirt and pants, and we had a photo 
shoot with the aim of sending photos into a modelling agency. 

I liked the photos and the way I looked, but there was one photo that 
bothered me—a lot. Although I had a big grin on my face and I looked 
happy, I could not draw my attention away from what appeared to be my 
big belly sticking out. I actually looked pregnant. I wasn’t an overweight 
child: in fact, I was very active and didn’t eat many sweets (wow, how that’s 
changed!). Yet, in the photo, I appeared to be pushing my stomach to its 
maximum, and I had a problem with it. At age six, the demon of body 
image tainted my mind for the first time. 

My mum never wanted me to do modelling; she would say in her heavy 
Greek accent, ‘Models have eating disorders.’ However, she wanted to 
keep me happy and reluctantly sent in a photo to the modelling agency. I 
bet you can guess which photo she sent in. It was the one in which I had 
my belly sticking out—I wanted to die of embarrassment and shame in 
that moment. 

I was intensely upset and irate. Models were meant to be skinny, not 
have giant bellies sticking out! How could my mum have done this to 
me? I could not get it out of my head. Could she have done it on purpose 
because she didn’t want me to be a model? It was there and then I began 
to feel inadequate about my stomach. At just six years old, I developed a 
complex about it, thought it was fat and wanted to be different. 

However, I got on with living a normal life. My mum stirred my interests 
in the way of dancing, gymnastics, piano and more—I was that kid who 
did every activity under the sun. When I brought up being a model to my 
mum, she would reiterate her belief that models had eating disorders and 
I would roll my eyes and believe she just didn’t want me to be happy. How 
wrong could I have been…?

Primary school went by and I entered high school. It felt like such a 
significant jump, but I was able to make friends and get into the groove. 
I’d describe myself as an average student academically in Years 7 and 8. 
Despite having the idea of wanting to be thinner in the back of my mind, I 
did not take any action until Year 9.

Food Jail - Part One - My Story
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Chapter 2

The first urge to purge

When I entered Year 9 at high school, my thoughts about my appearance 
started to become prominent. I was never overweight, nor did I have low 
self-esteem: I was active and healthy, just with a strange fixation on my 
stomach from time to time.

Social media had started to be a ‘thing’, and I don’t know why, but I became 
obsessed with wanting to be ‘shredded’ like the body builders I saw. I 
thought it was normal to want a different body, and that everyone had 
something they disliked about themselves. I idolised body builders and 
people with lean muscle, but I didn’t know how to look like that. I walked 
to and from school daily and joined a gym when I was fourteen. As long as 
I can remember, I’ve loved exercise and weight training.

When I was fourteen years old, I went to a friend’s birthday where we ate 
a lot of pizza, to the point that I felt sick afterward. I remember this clearly, 
as the memory was uncomfortable for me for many years.

I remember coming home complaining to my mum about how sick I felt 
after eating so much. I felt like the pizza and dessert was just sitting in my 
stomach. Secretly, I also felt guilty that I’d eaten so much junk food, and 
thought I could never redeem myself. How could I ever achieve a body-
builder physique if I was eating pizza? This was the beginning of my first 
negative, ‘all or nothing’ thinking pattern about food.
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I told my mother that I felt like I wanted to throw up but nothing was 
coming up. I told her I just needed to get it out of my system to feel better. 
Mum didn’t know about my new food guilt, and she was worried and 
wanted me to feel better. So, she told me that if I stuck my fingers down 
my throat, it would make me gag and maybe that could help bring it up—
but she added that she didn’t want me to do it. I distinctly remember her 
saying, ‘I don’t want this to be a habit.’ It’s almost like she knew, deep 
down, that this could trigger an eating disorder. Mums have that sixth 
sense, after all!

I made myself vomit and was glad to rid myself of the disgusting feeling in 
my stomach. After I brought up the food, I felt a massive relief—physically 
and emotionally, I felt cleansed. That was the first time it happened.

Who knew that this behaviour would control the next decade of my life?

The photo shoot

My family owns a shop at the Queen Victoria Market in Melbourne, selling 
fashion jewellery, and I used to work there on weekends. My dad taught 
me and my two sisters to stand on our own feet as young women and 
earn our own money.

I was friends with a girl who worked at the market delivering coffee. She 
was stunning, with a great body, and all I ever wanted was a flat stomach 
like hers. One week, she came over and told me that she’d been scouted 
for a modelling agency by a random man on the street wearing a suit. My 
eyes lit up and my dream of becoming a model reignited. Maybe I could 
find the man in the suit and become the model I always wanted to be!

I’m a determined person, and I chased down the man in the suit and 
his modelling agency and scored myself an interview. I arrived for it, so 
excited and motivated, with my parents. The agency was a shabby office 
in St Kilda with photos of models on the walls and a messy desk. The 
man himself was a short, Mauritian buinessman with slicked-back hair 
in a curly ponytail and very white teeth. His hair was so shiny that I could 
literally see my reflection in it. He was captivating enough, though, like a 
car salesman. 

He didn’t ask me many questions, but explained that I’d need a portfolio 
of photos to obtain jobs—and he happened to be a photographer who 
took these photos onsite. He even offered to do my make-up as part of a 

Food Jail - Part One - My Story
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package, but I declined that. I was so excited. This was it! My dream was 
finally coming true.

The day of my photo shoot arrived, and I’d spent hundreds of dollars on 
new clothes for it, as I wanted to bring my A game and make the most of 
the opportunity. Before I left the house, I ate some lunch while expressing 
to my mother how excited I was. She came with me, of course, and 
helped me prepare. She’s so supportive and has always told me to go for  
my dreams.

I didn’t know that this shoot was going to be a moment that changed the 
rest of my life.

At the shoot, there were three styles to be shot, one being a swimsuit look. 
The bikini I’d brought with me was colourful and bright—kind of like my 
personality before the shoot! When it was time for the bikini part of the 
shoot, my greasy agent stood behind the camera and began instructing 
me on where to position my hands. It seemed relatively normal: ‘Put your 
hands above your head’, ‘Stick your hips out’, ‘Twist to the side and put 
your hand on your hip’. The room felt dark and I was insecure about my 
body in a bikini, but I believed that I deserved to be there and go for what 
I wanted, so I tried not to let it show.

Then the agent stopped clicking the camera and slowly moved his head 
from behind the lens to the side of the camera. He paused. He looked at 
my body—up and down. He looked disappointed and disgusted. I asked 
if something was wrong, hugging my arms around my bare body, feeling 
vulnerable and worried that I wasn’t good enough.

Irritably, he asked, ‘Did you eat before you came here?’ 

‘Yes, I had two mini bread rolls,’ I said, honestly and sheepishly. I felt like I 
was on trial for eating and was pleading guilty to the crime. Maybe it was 
a crime in the modelling world! 

He rolled his eyes with a frustrated expression. ‘You should never eat 
before a photo shoot—it makes you look bloated.’ He was clearly annoyed 
that I’d wasted his time with my bloated stomach. 

I wanted to die at being such an embarrassment and failure. How could I 
already be sabotaging my dreams? I was fifteen years old and up until that 
moment I had loved bread. I knew nothing about its nutritional value, but 
I knew I would give it up to make it as a model.

The first urge to purge
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Below is a picture from this shoot.

Food Jail - Part One - My Story
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Greasy photographer didn’t like this swimsuit, either, so I had to go and 
purchase the bathers he recommended and relive this painful experience 
at a second shoot. I spent over $80 buying a Cheetah-brand bikini at his 
request: for a fifteen-year-old, it was expensive! I paid it, though. I wanted 
nothing more than to succeed.

I later discovered that this man scouted models on a daily basis—he’d 
even approached the boy who’d later become my first boyfriend, Lucas, 
and told him that he could be a model. What are the chances? Lucas could 
see straight through the guy and told me he was a scam artist. He was 
right. If you google this man’s name now, there are many negative reviews. 
I didn’t care; I just wanted to be a model, at any cost. I thought, even if it 
didn’t work out, at least I’d have nice photos. I’m an eternal optimist.

The first urge to purge
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Chapter 3

High-school restriction

In Year 10, I was part of a big, popular group of ‘friends’, who I soon fell out 
of friendship with. They were the ‘mean girls’ of the school and the whole 
group was corrupt. The moment a girl’s back was turned, she was bitched 
about by the rest of the group. After a boy paid me attention at a party—a 
boy who another girl in the group liked—I was scorned for being a bad 
friend. They gave me a hard time and the group’s leader wrote me a really 
mean letter advising me on how to behave. 

Now that I look back on it, it was passive aggressive bullying. Luckily, I 
was smart enough to move away from the group and made a new best 
friend, named Pam. Pam and I did absolutely everything together: we 
were inseparable. My parents treated her like their own daughter; they 
would spoil her, give us lifts everywhere and they even gave her a job at 
the stall at Queen Victoria Market. It seemed like nothing could ever ruin 
our friendship—until Pam met a girl named Misty.

Misty seemed like a nice girl, but she came from a very strict family and was 
barely allowed to go out. I believe it was the strict rules in her household 
that made her seek thrills elsewhere. Misty shoplifted.

I’d never even thought about shoplifting.

Pam and Misty began shoplifting together: it started with small things such 
as lip gloss and chocolates from Kmart. Those small accomplishments 
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motivated them to keep going and work together to target more significant 
items, such as clothing. Soon Pam became addicted, and I was shocked 
when I went over to her house to find that her room, which had previously 
been bare, looked like a shop. It was covered in clothes, nail polish and 
accessories—she was running out of space to put everything she stole! 
Her parents didn’t give her much money, and I found out later that when 
they asked her where she was getting all these things, she told them that 
my parents were giving them to her. 

My family had opened up their home and their arms for Pam and gave her 
everything. I never believed she was capable of stealing from them too, 
but she did. She’d become a kleptomaniac and was out of control. When 
she worked at the market with us, hundreds of dollars would go missing 
from the till. We never dreamed she might be the one taking the money.

Then, items around my house started going missing, including a gold belly 
ring. Pam was incredibly sneaky and secretive and my mother and I began 
to suspect her, although we didn’t want to believe it. Finally, we caught her 
in the act with hundreds of dollars after a day at work. 

I disowned her. There was no closure, no angry speech and no explanation. 
I accepted it, cut her out and moved on. Everyone at school soon found 
out what had happened and the mean girls took their attention off me 
and focused on her. They’d yell out ‘Thief!’ in the middle of class and follow 
her around asking why she’d stolen money from me. They bullied her so 
badly that I told them to stop.

Luckily, Pam was resilient. Could you imagine if she’d taken her life over 
this mean-girl bullying? How would those girls feel? They’re probably 
reading this right now, as many of them have added me on social media.

I distanced myself from the group and focused on my studies; Pam ended 
up moving schools. I heard she got fired from a job at a takeaway pizza 
shop because she was caught stealing from the till. She went downhill; her 
sole friend wrote all her assignments for her so she wouldn’t fail school. 
This poor girl ended up having a nervous breakdown after Pam stole a 
wedding ring from her house.

Up until this point, I was bingeing and purging only occasionally—I’d 
sometimes just eat way too much and get rid of it by making myself 
vomit. After the drama with Pam, though, my eating disorder increased in 
intensity, as I felt like I couldn’t trust anyone—whereas the eating disorder 
was always there for me.

High-school restricion
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New friends, new eating habits

Time passed and I found a new group of friends. It was a small group and 
we were all very attractive in different ways. I adored how skinny my new 
friends were and wanted to be the same. I was also trying to ‘make it’ in 
the modelling world and after my photo shoot, I really wanted to lose 
weight.

On top of my intermittent binge-and-purge episodes, I began restricting 
the amount of food I ate at home, and only took small amounts of food 
to school. At recess, I’d eat an apple, and at lunch I’d have a low-calorie 
muesli bar. I’d tear it up into tiny pieces and savour every bite. The canteen 
became a distant memory. I wondered how my friends could eat hot chips 
slathered in barbecue sauce and stay the same weight! I was different: I 
couldn’t do that. Models did not eat hot chips and stay skinny.

Then, I stopped eating Mum’s food at home and began doing my own 
grocery-shopping. I stood in the supermarket for hours comparing calories 
on labels and selecting the foods with the lowest calories, no matter how 
they tasted. Once I found these ‘right foods’, they were all I ate day in, day 
out, because they felt ‘safe’ and I thought they’d help me achieve my goal 
of weight loss.

I started keeping a journal of my thoughts, feelings and goals—I still have 
it today. I was very motivated to lose weight and started weighing myself 
every day and setting weekly targets. My restriction and eating habits 
progressively got worse, to the point that I felt paranoid eating in front 
of people—especially in front of boys. How could a boy ever like me if he 
knew I ate? The funny thing was, I never had an issue attracting boys! Yet 
in my head, I never felt skinny enough.

If I got caught in a social situation that involved food, I’d chew gum, 
say I wasn’t hungry and starve myself until I got home. The thing is, I 
maintained a relatively normal weight, so no-one questioned whether I 
had an unhealthy relationship with food.

Please remember this: eating disorders come in all shapes and sizes. Yo-
yo dieting is where it starts… but not where it ends.

Food Jail - Part One - My Story
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Sweet sixteen

When I was sixteen years old, my dieting became intense. I’d motivate 
myself to start a new diet plan every week, especially if there was an event 
coming up. In my journal, I documented forthcoming birthday parties and 
how much weight I needed to lose in order to feel worthy to attend. I wrote 
down what I planned to eat and how I planned to lose the weight, surviving 
on a diet of weight-loss shakes and tuna in springwater. According to my 
journal, in October 2004 I was consuming three to four diet shakes a day. I 
recorded my progress in my journal, reporting weight loss, feelings of guilt 
and also the weird dreams I was having. 

My dreams have always been very intense and vivid, and I lucid-dreamed 
a lot, which is when you know, in a dream, that you’re dreaming and can 
control the dream in any way you want. In my lucid dreams at this time, I’d 
go into people’s houses and eat all their food. It’s pretty funny, when you 
think about it, but also very sad.

However, over time, as my diet restrictions increased, my sadness 
escalated and my dreams became distressing. I’d dream of gorging on 
fattening foods and wake up panicked, wondering if you could consume 
and absorb calories in a dream. When you’re trapped in Food Jail, your 
mind starts thinking the most crazy things!

I was always very active. I walked to and from school every single day, 
even with a super-heavy schoolbag, exercised in the backyard and played 
sports. I also loved jazz-dancing and tap-dancing (though I didn’t do tap 
much, as Mum would yell at me for scratching the tiles). I restricted my 
food intake at school, so when I came home I felt absolutely famished, as 
though I hadn’t eaten for years. I especially craved sugar and felt I needed 
it to survive. Once I got a first look at and taste of it, I couldn’t control 
myself: my body took over my brain. It tasted like the most incredible 
thing in the world! 

I’d purchase low-fat cake mix with the intention of making a sugar-free 
cake—but I never got to the baking part. One taste of the cake mix was 
like cocaine to a drug addict. I was so hungry and deprived that my body 
behaved like an animal that had been caged up without food. That’s 
exactly what I was doing to my metabolism: caging it and then letting it 
run wild when it got a taste of freedom. 

High-school restricion
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Coming home from school and eating low-fat cake batter every now and 
then became a habit. I’d eat wooden spoonful after spoonful, not caring 
that I got chocolate all around my mouth or on my clothes. I felt high, 
euphoric and gave zero fucks about anything. The world didn’t exist. 
My eating disorder did not exist. My dissatisfaction with my body didn’t 
exist. Just this moment of pure joy, ecstasy and freedom existed. It was 
a momentary vacation for my mind after spending every minute of every 
day thinking about food and my need to lose weight.

What goes up, must come down, however. Shortly after gorging on an 
entire box of chocolate-cake batter, the euphoria would end and I’d feel 
sick and guilty, wondering what I’d done and what I’d become. I’d ‘given 
in’ and eaten something I chose to label as ‘bad’. I’d make myself throw 
up, then motivate myself to start a new diet plan tomorrow. I’d repeat to 
myself, ‘Tomorrow is a new day, and I’ll never eat junk food again.’ This is 
what perpetuated the eating disorder: the belief, every time, that it would 
be the last time I binged. Little did I know that cake-batter gorging was 
about to be the least of my problems…

Food Jail - Part One - My Story




