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Chapter Eight

Being Kind to Myself

In order to function properly, I think it’s vital that we busy mams look after our mental and physical well-being. Now and then we all need a break from the hustle and bustle of family life, no matter how old our children are, and grabbing some me-time – even just a pit stop for coffee – can feel like a breath of fresh air. And we certainly shouldn’t feel guilty for taking time out to relax, unwind and focus on ourselves. From my experience, the more balance I have in my life the better mother I am. If I’m caring for myself properly, and feeling refreshed and energised, I find I’m much more patient and productive. On the other hand, if I’m feeling frazzled and run-down, it can be much harder to get through the day.

Being a mam can feel like the hardest job in the world – you wear so many hats and spin so many plates – and it’s easy to feel weary and overwhelmed. In my crazy life, there never seem to be enough hours in the day (and the weeks just seem to fly by), which means that prioritising any time for myself can be difficult. Like most dutiful parents, I sacrifice a lot for my kids, and their needs always come before mine. That’s part and parcel of motherhood. But as much as I love my children, it’s really important I take care of myself, too.

Finding that extra time is tricky, however. Sometimes your own needs are shunted down the list of priorities, especially when you’re facing challenges in your family life. Tyson’s two-year battle with mental illness and alcohol addiction, not long after his 2015 victory over Wladimir Klitschko, was a case in point. It was an incredibly testing time for me. The anxiety and worry was never-ending. Tyson’s depression badly affected his mood and behaviour – he didn’t even seem to care that I was pregnant with our fourth child – and our relationship suffered terribly as a result. I became so preoccupied with supporting Tyson in his hour of need, shielding three young children from all the trauma, that I completely lost sight of my own well-being. A lack of me-time was the least of my worries when I had a husband who was experiencing depression, paranoia and suicidal thoughts.

But I look back now and realise that, even under all that strain, I somehow managed to cope. I kept the household going, gave birth to my beautiful daughter Valencia and helped Tyson get himself back on track. I do wonder, though, how on earth I got through this miserable time with barely any respite. Back then, I rejected offers of help from family and friends (wrongly, in hindsight) because I felt I could plough on alone. I thought I’d be a burden on my loved ones. But all this turmoil and upheaval weighed heavily on me, and it took a long time for me to get back to my old self, and for our family life to feel ‘normal’ again.

Tyson is in a much better place these days, touch wood – and our marriage was strong enough to survive – but this unhappy episode taught me a life lesson. When your world seems to be falling apart, you need to be as kind to yourself as you are to others. In troubled times, you should talk to your nearest and dearest – a problem shared is always a problem halved – and accept any emotional or practical help when it’s offered. Never again will I struggle alone. The responses to my first book, Love & Fury, made me realise that I wasn’t the only person to suffer in this way. Other wives and husbands got in touch, telling me that they’d gone through similar crises and hadn’t known where to turn while their partners suffered emotional breakdowns. By opening up about my own experiences, I’d given them the strength to seek help. This was so comforting to hear.

Indulging in some me-time is also easier said than done when you have young children to care for. In fact, it’s pretty much impossible when you have a newborn attached to you like a limpet, plus two demanding toddlers, as I did a few years ago when I had Adonis as well as Valencia (who was only two) and Little Tyson (who was three). That was also at a time when Tyson was often training abroad for weeks on end, leaving me to hold the fort alone. To keep myself going, I grabbed any spare moments I could. In the afternoon, when the little ones were asleep, I’d try to snatch a twenty-minute nap. In the evening, when the kids were tucked up in bed, I’d run myself a nice, hot bath. I’d pour in my favourite bubbles, turn the lights down low and have a long soak, enjoying the peace, quiet and relaxation. I always felt so much better afterwards. Luxuriating in the bath remains one of my favourite treats. Those simple little things can make all the difference.

Practising good self-care also means taking the pressure off yourself. Occasionally I’ll have one of those crazy, chaotic days at home when the kids are being super-demanding and I can’t find the time to complete my list of household chores. But when I feel my stress levels rising I’ll have a quiet word with myself.

Surely cleaning the windows can wait ’til tomorrow, Paris? a little voice in my head will say. You’ve been running around after the kids since breakfast. You’ve done your bit. Have a coffee and a Hobnob. And don’t you dare feel guilty about it . . .

So I’ll sit down for ten minutes and enjoy my drink and biscuit. And the following day, I’ll clean those windows until they sparkle.

* * *

With such a busy lifestyle, it’s really important I keep myself in good physical shape. With so many kids to look after, especially my lively little preschoolers, I need plenty of energy and stamina to get me through the day. Since becoming a wife and mam I’ve hardly stopped, whether it’s pushing babies around parks, rushing up and down supermarket aisles or whizzing around the house with a vacuum cleaner. This constant to-ing and fro-ing must have burned plenty of calories over the years. I don’t hang about. In fact, I once tried out an exercise tracker watch for a few weeks and discovered I was regularly clocking up more than ten miles per day just going about my usual business.

And, while I’m naturally fit and active, I wouldn’t say I’m a particularly sporty person. I never have been. When I was growing up on Tilts Farm, my little sister Montana was forever running, cycling or playing football but, other than a few trips to the swimming pool, I wasn’t very interested. I was by no means lazy, of course, and kept busy in other ways, from playing in the nearby woods to assisting Mam with the household chores. Being busy was my only real exercise and I didn’t set foot in a gym until my mid-twenties; I just didn’t see the appeal of working out.

I’m not a big spectator of sport, either, and don’t follow anything on TV, like rugby or football. The only boxing fights I watch in person are those that feature Tyson, and even then it’s more out of duty than enjoyment. Believe me, I don’t relish seeing my husband getting punched in the face for a living but, as his wife, I don’t think twice about supporting him from my ringside seat. My prime concern is his health and safety – it’s such a risky and dangerous sport – and it goes without saying that I’m the most relieved person in the stadium when Tyson emerges from the bout unscathed. For me, any victory is an added bonus.

As an elite athlete, Tyson spends hours training in the gym, or his ‘second home’ as I like to call it. This strict regime helps keep him physically and mentally conditioned, giving him the routine and discipline he needs in life. I witnessed his commitment to the cause for myself during the coronavirus lockdown, when our front room became Tyson’s makeshift gym. He roped me into taking part in his morning cardiovascular workouts, which he broadcast over Instagram to thousands of people around the world. It was his unique way of keeping everyone’s spirits up, as well as his own. At first I didn’t take his punishing fitness routine too seriously – it was just something to relieve the boredom – but, as the weeks went by, I began to really enjoy it. And, much to my surprise, the results were amazing. I don’t think my body had ever been so trim and toned. I felt brilliant.

There were lots of laughs to be had on camera, but there were plenty of sulks and strops, too. I have a feeling that’s why so many people tuned in, to see us bickering and back-biting like any other married couple. It was Tyson’s tough taskmaster attitude that caused the most friction, though. He expected me, a stay-at-home mam, to keep pace with him, a world-class sportsman. I dug as deep as I could – you’re not going to break me, Tyson Fury, I’d say to myself – but whenever I started to flag, he’d get impatient and irritable.

‘C’mon, Paris, keep up, you’re letting the side down . . .’ he’d moan, while performing his fiftieth sit-up.

‘You do realise I’m not an Olympic athlete, Tyson?’ I’d say, as I took a well-earned breather. ‘Give me a break, will you?’

Our social media sessions came to a natural end after lockdown. Tyson resumed training at his Morecambe gym and I returned to my usual morning routine, namely getting the kids fed, dressed and ready for school. In many ways I missed our daily workouts. They’d made me feel better, inside and out, and I’d become quite proud of my streamlined physique.

It wasn’t until the following year, a few months after Athena was born, that I decided to start exercising again. As I hit my thirties, I couldn’t help but notice that I was carrying a bit more weight than usual and was finding it harder to shift those extra post-pregnancy pounds. I felt my energy levels were dipping, too. So I enrolled at the local gym, along with my good friend Marylouise who was in a similar boat to me. We agreed to stick to a strict routine of three times a week, for forty-five minutes, straight after the school and nursery run. Working out together would be a good idea, we reckoned, because we’d be able to motivate and encourage each other. You’re far less likely to put things off and make excuses when you’ve got a gym buddy.

The instructor taught us how to use the variety of weight training machines, like pull-downs and leg presses, initially beginning at a low resistance level and building things up progressively. I really liked working with weights, as opposed to cardio machines like treadmills and exercise bikes. While you don’t always break a sweat with weights, you’ll burn calories, you’ll improve your strength, and the following day you have that telltale ache that suggests you’ve toned all the right muscles. But I fully admit, after the first couple of sessions I felt like I’d been hit by a ten-ton truck.

‘I can’t do this . . . I can’t go back . . .’ I remember telling Tyson, as I soothed my aching limbs.

‘Stick with it, Paris,’ he said. ‘A sound body is a sound mind.’

No one knows more about the all-round benefits of fitness training than my husband. To him, exercise is the key to life. That release of endorphins – the so-called ‘happy hormones’ – keeps him positive and keeps his low mood at bay. So, inspired by Tyson, I continued my gym habit. In fact, once I got into the swing of things it became quite addictive. Not only did I get a massive buzz from the training itself, I also felt a huge sense of satisfaction afterwards. As a mother, you’re so used to thinking of others before yourself – it’s instinctive, almost – but it felt so good to be getting out of the house and doing something for me, for once. I know three sessions per week isn’t loads – some people can spend hours in the gym, like Tyson – but it made such a difference to my general well-being, and really set me up for the rest of the day. Having that headspace did me the world of good.

But, all that being said, I appreciate that going to the gym isn’t an option for every parent. As well as the time and money elements, childcare can be an issue if there isn’t an on-site crèche or if you don’t have anyone to mind the kids. But there are, of course, alternative ways to keep fit and active. I’ve always been a big fan of brisk walking, for instance. If you can maintain a good pace for half an hour, and keep your breathing nice and steady, I think it’s as good as any gym workout. Add a couple of hills or slopes into the mix (especially if you have a buggy to push) and you’re entering serious calorie-burning, heart-pumping territory. I try to fit three or four walks into my weekly schedule, even if it’s a few circuits of the local park. It’s a great way to keep fit and, best of all, it doesn’t cost a penny.

Walking is good for your state of mind, too. When Tyson went through his bad patch, there were days when I’d feel totally overwhelmed with anxiety. I had a husband who was drinking too much and having very dark thoughts, plus children who relied on me, and sometimes I felt like my head was about to explode. But I found that leaving the house and pounding the pavements, either alone or with the kids, really helped to calm me down and clear my mind. I’d almost have to force myself out of the front door sometimes, especially if it was cold, wet and blowing a gale. Staying at home and watching Loose Women with a cup of coffee often felt like the preferable option.

‘Get your raincoat on, Paris, and get some fresh air,’ I’d say, trying to drum up some enthusiasm. ‘No excuses. You know you’ll feel better afterwards.’

More often than not I’d stroll along the promenade in Morecambe, collecting my thoughts while Little Tyson snoozed in his pushchair. Even little things like treating myself to an ice cream, watching the seagulls hopping about or chatting to a couple of elderly tourists would be enough to lift my spirits. I’d always return home in a much better frame of mind. Walking helped me cope with life’s challenges back then, and it still does to this day. If in doubt, get yourself out.

* * *

While I try to maintain a healthy weight (I’ve always hovered around the size 10 mark) it’s something I’ve never obsessed over. I don’t own a set of scales, for instance, because, like many women, my body weight naturally yo-yos, and fluctuates from day to day or week to week, and numbers on a display can often be deceptive. I much prefer to gauge any gains or losses by the way my clothes fit. I’ll know it’s time to rein in my crisps and chocolate habit when my skinny jeans start to feel a bit more snug than usual.

But I do think that my metabolism – the rate at which I burn calories – has begun to slow down a little. It’s probably an age thing. In my teens and twenties, I could eat whatever I wanted without gaining a single ounce. But when I hit my thirties, if I overindulged – too much pizza and pasta while on holiday, perhaps – I’d feel my waistband tightening as a result. I also found it much harder to lose the extra ‘baby weight’ after giving birth to Adonis and Athena.

Most people will agree that a sensible combination of diet and exercise is the best way to manage your weight. ‘Eat less, move more,’ we’re often told by health professionals (a message echoed by Tyson, who’s something of an authority on this matter). With my gym sessions, my power-walking and my hectic lifestyle, I think I do all right with the exercise bit. As for the diet . . . well, let’s say that’s a harder nut to crack. Because when it comes to eating, I’ve always had a hearty appetite. I just love my food. I’m not the sort of person who’ll nibble a couple of lettuce leaves before announcing they’re full, or who’ll order a starter instead of a main. I’m a proper three-course-meal-plus-coffee type of girl. A large, tasty plateful of food is one of my great pleasures in life, especially when someone else is cooking. Dining with Tyson at a posh Manchester restaurant is my idea of heaven, and I’m very partial to our weekend takeaways with the family, too.

But if I have a food weakness, it’s my late-night snacking. Some people do wine o’clock . . . I do crisps o’clock. When the kids are in bed and the chores are all done, I’ll curl up on the couch with a grab-bag of Sweet Chilli Walker’s Sensations. They’re just so moreish. I know it’s not good for me – a dietician would no doubt tell me to opt for a banana or some nuts – but I suppose it’s my little treat to myself. After a tough day with the kids, I feel the need to indulge in a bit of comfort eating, and I won’t let myself feel too guilty about it. Much worse, I reckon, is my awful habit of picking at the children’s leftovers, if I’ve made them a quick tea. I’m sure I’m not alone in this, but I’ll often find myself absent-mindedly grazing on their curly fries and chicken nuggets. I’m like a human dustbin. I can’t help myself.

So whenever I feel the need to lose a bit of weight, in the first instance I’ll summon up some willpower and try to cut down the snack-nibbling and the leftovers-nicking. If that doesn’t work, I might consider a more structured healthy-eating regime. In the past I’ve tried a couple of very well-known weight loss programmes – the type that rightly promote healthy eating and balanced diets – and have shed a few pounds in the process. I’m not a fan of crash diets or detox plans; I hate the idea of starving or depriving myself of food. I’d feel so miserable with an empty, grumbling stomach that I’d probably reach straight for the snacks and end up piling my weight back on. And that would totally defeat the whole object.

So, rather than taking extreme, quick-fix measures, I much prefer to opt for the sensible, gradual option. This way, I don’t need to cut the portion size – I can still enjoy a nice big plateful – but I just tweak the ingredients and reduce the calories. So that might mean less red meat and carbohydrates (not easy for me, as I’m a sucker for pasta and potatoes) in favour of lean poultry and fresh vegetables. I only like eating veg that’s been cooked through, however, such as roasted carrots or steamed cabbage. I’m not really sure why, but there’s something about raw salad ingredients like lettuce, cucumber and coleslaw that turns my stomach.

This type of meal can easily fit in with my busy lifestyle, too. Many of the recipes, like spaghetti Bolognese or shepherd’s pie, are filling and nutritious enough to be suitable for the whole family. When it comes to having sweet treats, the cakes and puddings we might enjoy at weekends can easily be replaced with yoghurts and fruit salads.

As for drinks, if I’m on a health kick I’ll tend to stick to water during the day – tap or bottled – and will try to limit my tea and coffee intake (too much caffeine makes me feel a bit wired and spaced out). If I’m going out for the evening, and sticking to soft drinks, I’ll choose a Coke Zero (I find Diet Coke too gassy) or, if I fancy something stronger, I’ll grab myself a rosé spritzer or a fancy cocktail. I rarely drink alcohol – I can have a perfectly fun time when I’m sober – but when I do, I like it sweet and fruity, so it tastes like fizzy pop. I’m not really into extra-dry wines or champagnes, and much prefer a nice piña colada or strawberry daiquiri, especially when I’m on holiday or on a girls’ night out.

‘Everything in moderation’ is a motto of mine. I never drink to get drunk. I like to stay in control of my actions and can’t bear the thought of having a hangover the following day, and being unable to do my jobs or look after the children. I’ve also seen the terrible effect that alcohol misuse can have on people – it almost ruined Tyson’s life, before he managed to mend his ways – and that’s enough to put me off. I hope I’m setting a good example to my kids, too, because I’d hate them to go through what their dad did. If they do choose to drink alcohol when they’re older, I just hope they do so sensibly.

* * *

I’m touching wood as I write this, but I’m very lucky to enjoy good health. Other than a few pregnancy-related issues and incidents, I’ve never needed to go to hospital and, on a day-to-day basis, seldom suffer with illnesses other than the usual coughs, colds and sore throats. When I visit my local GP surgery, it’s more often than not for a consultation regarding one of the children. Once they start going to school, picking up all sorts of germs and bugs becomes an inevitability.

On the rare occasions I do feel under the weather, I have to be extremely unwell before I send myself to bed. With all the kids to look after, it’s a last resort for me. Fortunately, I can always rely on my mam to take over the childcare reins if necessary – she’ll travel up to Morecambe at the drop of a hat – and Tyson, Venezuela and Prince will also do their bit to muck in. This was what had to happen just before Christmas 2022. I was struck down with horrendous back pain. I think I’d jarred something during a gym session – maybe I overdid it on one of the machines – and a dull ache lingered for a couple of days.

Then, as I was getting out of bed one morning, my back totally locked and seized up. The pain was so agonising I could hardly move. That day I was due to travel to London with Tyson – I’d planned to do some shopping while he was attending a business meeting – but I had to bail out at the last minute. Luckily my mam was staying with us at the time, so she helped get the kids dressed and fed, and my friends Shannon and Cathy did the morning school run.

Later that day the pain became so excruciating I had no option but to call 999. Four paramedics soon arrived, giving me gas and air to ease the pain and trying unsuccessfully to get me out of bed. Transferring me to hospital wouldn’t be possible, they said, so they organised for a GP to prescribe me medication to take at home.

I was diagnosed with sciatica – a pressured nerve – and was advised to have total bed rest until everything calmed down. Tyson returned from London the following day and helped out with the kids, alongside Mam. For forty-eight hours I was pretty much out for the count. All I did was sleep. After three days, things began to ease, thank goodness, and I was eventually able to get out of bed and move around. But I had to take it easy for a couple of weeks afterwards; I avoided carrying the kids wherever possible and did the household chores at half-pace. Although my back problem was awful at the time, I’m very much hoping it was a one-off.

* * *

I’m fortunate to enjoy pretty robust mental health. I’m forever grateful to have been born with a sunny nature, and to be generally quite a positive and optimistic person. Don’t get me wrong, there have been times when I’ve felt totally down in the dumps – family life can feel overwhelming – but I’ve never experienced the black cloud of depression. Being married to a sufferer, you learn to see the signs – the despair, the numbness, the hopelessness – and that’s never something I’ve recognised in myself.

Like most parents, every now and then I’ll have the day from hell, when nothing seems to go to plan, everything seems to pile up, and you go to bed feeling like you’re a failure, and the worst wife and mother in the world. I’ve had some mornings when I’ve come home from a school run and dissolved into tears, due to the stress and strain of getting a bunch of bolshie, boisterous kids out of the house. But it’s in those moments, when I’m feeling a little sorry for myself, that I’ll take a break and have a breather. I might grab a glass of water and sit down with a magazine for ten minutes, or I might ring my mam or my sister for a quick chat; anything to help me calm down and chill out. And then I’ll get my act together and put my best foot forward.

You’ve got this, Paris, I’ll say to myself, as I start work on decluttering the kitchen. Dig deep and crack on . . .

Simply being around other people can give me a lift too, whether that’s walking over to a friend’s for a cake and a cuppa or just getting out of the car and chatting to the other mams at the school gates. Parenting can be a lonely experience – especially if you’re a first-time mother, or have just moved to a new area – and interacting with others can snap you out of that isolation. I’ve been there. In the early days of Tyson’s career, we went to live in Holland for a few months to be near his training camp, where he spent most of his waking hours. Venezuela and Prince were only toddlers, and during the day I used to feel really glum and gloomy; our house was in the middle of nowhere, so it was quite hard to meet other people and make new friends. One morning, I dragged the three of us out for a walk to a nearby village – the kids had been driving me mad – and just happened to hear an English accent in the local shop.

‘Oh my God, you’re from England . . .’ I said, charging over to a very startled-looking elderly tourist. I then nattered to him non-stop for twenty minutes, about anything and everything. No doubt I bored him to death, but he was very sweet with me. I walked back home with a real spring in my step. That brief encounter and that human interaction had made my day.

A traditional girls’ night out is another great escape route for me. I really look forward to getting dressed up and having a catch-up with my female pals, who I meet every fortnight or so for a meal or a few drinks, usually in Morecambe or Lancaster. Our main objective is to have a giggle and a gossip – as busy parents, we treasure our precious downtime – but we’ll also chat about our kids and our partners, offering each other advice, encouragement and solidarity if need be.

Sometimes you might want to share some good news (another baby on the way, perhaps?) or other times you might need a shoulder to cry on. Either way, it’s always great to speak freely and openly, with a group of people you can trust. Women supporting women can be such a powerful thing. I only wish I’d opened up to my friends when I was going through all the trauma with Tyson. At the time, I didn’t want to bother them with my problems. I’ve since learned my lesson, though. I don’t bottle things up any more. It’s always good to talk.

* * *

‘Keep yourself tidy’ is a motto my mam lives by. ‘When you look good, you feel good, and when you look rubbish, you feel rubbish,’ she’ll say, and I couldn’t agree more. Dressing nicely always improves my mood, whether it’s the clean and comfy tracksuit I’ll wear while I’m doing my chores, or the smart jeans and jacket I’ll change into if I’m lunching with Tyson. For me, it’s about presenting myself in the best way I can, for my own self-respect more than anything. If I was to roll out of bed and put on clothes that were grubby or scruffy I’d feel totally out of sorts, like I was letting my standards slip. It’s just the way I’ve been brought up. The Gypsy community at Tilts Farm prided itself in keeping up appearances, whether it was your sparkling-clean trailer or your beautifully dressed children. Even now, I won’t let my sons out of the house if their hair isn’t styled and gelled. I once posted a family photo on Instagram – I think it was Athena’s christening – and somebody commented that my boys looked ‘like 1950s mobsters’. Well, I’d rather that than looking like scruff-bags . . .

Taking pride in your appearance shouldn’t depend on being conventionally slim or attractive, though, despite what some women’s magazines might imply. I reckon you can make the best of yourself whatever your shape or size. Take my mother, for instance. She’s an extremely good-looking woman who is always fabulously turned out, from her elegant clothes and accessories to her stylish hair and make-up. Friends and family will often shower her with compliments (‘Wow, looking good, Lynda . . .’), which, as you’d imagine, is music to her ears.

The fact my mam is a plus-size woman is an irrelevance to her. She never moans about her weight, and doesn’t
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Athena’s beautiful Christening with Valencia in July 2022

[image: A woman in a pink dress holds a laughing baby in a long, white christening robe. A young girl stands beside them, and holds the baby and woman's hand.]





A typical Fury family day

Three in a bath

[image: Three young children in a marble bath in front of a window]





All packed and ready to go . . .

[image: A man, woman and a group of children stand on the pavement beside a car. They are surrounded by suitcases and a double-buggy.] [image: A man, woman and a group of children by a swimming pool. The man holds two of the boys, the woman holds a baby.] [image: A woman and a boy stand in front of a giant dinosaur statue, both pretending to look scared] [image: A woman wearing a bikini and sunglasses sits with a baby on her lap. Four children wearing swimwear sit beside her.] [image: A man, woman and group of children, all in swimwear, sit around a table holding food in containers.] [image: A man holding a towel stands on the edge of a boat. Two children wearing life jackets stand in front of him, while another child swims in the sea.] [image: A woman stands in front of the scooby doo van with three children. She holds a double-buggy, containing a baby and toddler.]

. . . for our fun in the sun





Celebrating the good times

Valencia’s 3rd birthday and little Tyson’s 4th

[image: A girl wearing a pink tulle dress and unicorn horn, unwraps a present wrapped in pink paper][image: A man, woman and four children stand in front of a wall covered in balloons and a sign saying '4'. The man holds a baby.]





Athena’s gender reveal – the pink powder stained my floor tiles!

[image: A woman standing on a staircase fires a confetti cannon, filling the air with pink confetti. A man and four children watch.]





Backstage with Ed Sheeran

[image: A man and woman pose with their arms around a man with red hair]





Adonis’s special Spiderman-themed 3rd birthday in 2022

[image: A small boy wearing a blue t-shirt poses with spiderman, who is crouched on the floor with him]





Also by Paris Fury

 

 

[image: A woman, Paris Fury, stands for a photographic portrait, smiling softly at the camera. She wears a silky red shirt, a silver chain necklace and diamond earrings, and her long blonde hair is styled in large, bouncing waves. The text over the photograph reads, 'PARIS FURY', and underneath, the title: 'LOVE AND FURY'. A roundel in the top left hand corner reads, 'The Sunday Times Bestseller'.]
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				Then it’s free time in our outdoor play area



				Me and Tyson with Prince, Valencia, Venezuela and little Tyson



				We Furys love our food . . .



				. . . whether it’s a family meal or home-made cake



				Home is where my heart is . . . even if I don’t like the ironing!



				All packed and ready to go . . .



				We love our UK days out



				Celebrating the good times



				Athena’s gender reveal – the pink powder stained my floor tiles!



				Montana’s baby shower



				Tyson’s movie- themed birthday party



				Date nights and romantic getaways



				Backstage with Ed Sheeran



				I’m always there for Tyson’s title fights



				Getting away to Dubai and New York



				Keeping fit – essential for all the energy I need



				I always enjoy my TV appearances, whether it’s at home or in the studio



				Getting ready for my girls’ night out



				With my friends



				My wonderful mam



				My beloved Granny Mary



				I cherish every moment of planning and celebrating our family milestones



				Preparing the party table



				Adonis’s special Spiderman-themed 3rd birthday in 2022



	



	



			Also by Paris Fury
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