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      Dramorama The Watson brothers are back in Byron with a very special+1…are wedding bells in the air for Rob and Tilly? #loveisintheair Click the link in our bio to find out all the juicy gossip from their loved-up trip down under!

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      “Did that really, truly, really just happen?” asked Daisy in disbelief, as the posse of beautiful celebrities left her small boutique market stall in downtown Byron Bay.

      Joe and Rob Watson, Hollywood mega-stars, brothers and Byron Bay locals had wandered into Daisy’s stall an hour ago, along with Rob’s American girlfriend, Grammy Award winner Tilly Bingham, some other familiar looking faces and a gaggle of cute kids and dogs. The celebrity group had then proceeded to buy up nearly all the contents of Garden and Bay, Daisy's small, eclectic fashion stall.

      "This is that awesome organic place I got my pyjamas from last time we were here," Tilly had said excitedly, before glancing over at Daisy in recognition.

      "Hey, this was part of another market stall back then, right? You were selling a small range as part of another shop? You must be doing really well! Congratulations!" she said, beaming her megawatt Hollywood smile over at the dazed owner.

      Tilly was right. Daisy was doing well. Well enough to employ a full-time staff member and expand into a profitable market stall and online store. Daisy’s shop sold a range of t-shirts, tank tops, cotton pyjamas, scarves and accessories, all made with organic cotton sourced from local farms and traditional prints imported through an economic empowerment project run by Rise Beyond the Reef in Fiji. Daisy was proud that her shop was helping women in the South Pacific make an ethical living, while also supporting conservation and the traditional art of fabric printing that the women’s communities were so famous for. It was something she wanted to do more of, if she ever got the chance.

      "You’re one of the Gardiners, right?” Tilly continued, chatting to Daisy as if they were old friends. “Our place is just down the road from you," she said, pulling out t-shirt after t-shirt and exclaiming at each one in delight.

      "Do you mind if I Insta this?" she asked, holding up a shirt emblazoned with one of Daisy’s own personal designs.

      "Oh no, of course not," replied Daisy, frantically running around finding different sizes for her celebrity customers. In her haste, she tripped over her dog Elvis, who was busy making friends with everyone in the shop, and crashed into Tilly. Both of them tumbled onto the shop floor in a flurry of shirts, arms, and legs. Daisy was mortified, but Tilly collapsed into a fit of contagious giggles.

      "I love this place! I love you! You look so adorable! Come here..."

      Tilly pulled Daisy close and snapped a selfie of them laughing amongst a pile of shirts and scarves. Daisy’s outfit of the day was an eclectic ensemble, even for her. Sleeping in on the busiest day of the week, plus a broken-down car meant she had thrown together the first things she found in her wardrobe - cutoff denim shorts, one of her singlets from the stall and a hand painted pink and blue silk robe which was technically meant for the bathroom. A flower crown she'd been experimenting with for the stall topped off the look. Of all the days to be dressed like a boho hobo, she laughed to herself ruefully. But on the bright side, this is brilliant publicity, and I might be able to finally get my car fixed after these sales!

      “I'll share this to your socials,” said Tilly. “Now that I've found you again, I'm going to replace all my tank tops. I’ve literally worn them all to death!”

      Soon all the shopping and photographing was done, and the group started to leave. Tilly was the last to go, after hugging Daisy and Daisy’s mum Lola tightly and giving Elvis one last scratch behind the ears.

      Daisy took a deep breath, as the world slowly stopped spinning with gorgeous faces and bright, white teeth.

      "Oh, weren't they lovely!" exclaimed Lola, turning slowly to survey the dishevelled stall. "Especially that red-haired boy, he was handsome! Do you think that was Prince Harry?"

      "Oh mum," laughed Daisy, rolling her eyes affectionately at her mum. “As if Prince Harry would be hanging out in Byron!”

      Daisy thought back to the red-haired man who had smiled so nicely at her and helped her up after her crash with Tilly. He looked familiar, and she felt like she had seen his face somewhere recently. Suddenly, she gasped in horror as she looked up at the speaker hanging on the tent pole in the corner of the shop. Was that Ed Sheeran, the famous English singer-songwriter? Had Ed Sheeran literally just been in her shop? She’d only been up to Brisbane to see his concert a few weeks ago, and she now had his latest album on high rotation in the shop. It couldn't have been him... could it?

      Several hours later, as Daisy and her mum started to tidy up, the familiar ting of her tablet chirped in the background. It was a sound Daisy loved - it meant an online sale had come through. The first time she had heard it, she’d jumped up and down in excitement, and it still set off a small flurry of butterflies in her belly. To Daisy, it was the sound of success.

      Ting. It went off again.

      Then ting, ting, ting. Again and again and again.

      Daisy and her mum looked at each other. What was going on?

      Before they could investigate if the tablet was malfunctioning, a small hurricane in the form of a teenage girl rushed into the tent and threw her arms around Daisy.

      “Daisy, you guys are all over social media! You met the Watsons! You met Tilly! Oh my goodness! This is the greatest day ever! What were they like? Tell me everything!”

      Daisy extracted herself from the arms of her 17-year-old sister, Clementine, and reached for her mobile phone.

      “What are you talking about, Clem? How did you know?”

      “Daisy, look, your Instagram page has exploded! I was down at the beach with Zoe and Lara and suddenly there was a photo of you and Tilly everywhere!”

      Daisy looked down at her phone in disbelief. Sure enough, there was the photo of Tilly and Daisy.

      Oh no, thought Daisy in dismay. Tilly looked amazing, like a stylist had spent hours artfully posing her for a fashion shoot. Next to her, Daisy’s long brown hair curled impetuously around her ears, her nose was still a touch red from her trip to the beach yesterday and the start of a pimple was emerging on her chin. Worse than that, her usually sparkly green eyes were crossed.

      No wonder Tilly wanted to post it online, she thought, cringing with embarrassment. Next to me, she looks amazing!

      Garden and Bay had a decent Instagram following, thanks mostly to the summer tourist trade and her stall at the annual winter music festivals. Clem helped her out on all things social and they had a small celebration recently, when they reached 10,000 followers.

      But Daisy’s stall now had nearly 15,000 followers on Instagram and over 5,000 likes on Facebook. Even her LinkedIn page was exploding with almost 500 new connection requests.

      The tablet continued to ting merrily in the background. Lola slowly stepped behind the counter and opened up the online shop account. She flicked through a few orders before looking up at Daisy in disbelief.

      Lola had recently been let go from her job at a local resort cleaning company, because of the post-Covid downturn. After getting bored with her unexpected ‘funemployment’, she had started helping Daisy at the stall on Saturday, her busiest day of the week. Despite her traditional Byron crystal and tie-dyed exterior, Lola was a savvy businesswoman. She knew her way around a business plan better than anyone in their small beach town and had quickly worked out the intricacies of the online ordering system.

      “Umm, Daisy, I think you had better have a look at this,” she said, her brow furrowed incredulously as she held out the tablet to her daughter.

      A usual day saw maybe five to ten orders trickling in, with a few more overnight.

      “Wow!” exclaimed Daisy, her eyes wide, as she took in the number of orders flooding in. There were over 150 unopened orders, and the number was steadily climbing.

      Daisy’s mobile started ringing. It was Heather from the local newspaper, Byron Shore News.

      “Hey Daisy, is it true that Joe, Rob, and Tilly were at your stall today? Did you meet them? Can we get a quote for a story?”

      “Oh, umm, hey Heather. Sorry things are a bit hectic here right now. Can I call you back later?”

      “Ooh, they are still there, aren’t they? Oh listen to me, you can’t tell me that while they are standing there! Of course, I understand. I’ll call you later…or you call me when they are out of the shop. Bye!”

      Daisy ended the call with a wry laugh and looked over at her mum.

      “That was the paper…oh mum, this is crazy! What is going on?”

      Daisy’s phone rang again.

      “Hi there, is this the owner of Garden and Bay? My name is Erin, I’m calling from Oh-Em-G. Our editor Emma Green personally asked me to contact you for a comment about your meeting with Tilly Bingham this week. Is it true you are going into business together and opening a store in LA?”

      “What? No, what? Where did you hear that? Sorry, I really can’t talk right now. I’m so sorry...”

      Daisy hung up the phone and stood in the middle of her stall, looking around at the rapidly increasing chaos. The small tent was now full of Clem and her friends, as well as curious neighbours and browsers, all piling in to ask questions and jostle for a spot to take their own selfies. Elvis was wild with joy at so many visitors and had designated himself the official welcoming committee, barking excitedly at each new arrival.

      Daisy shivered. Suddenly everything felt very different, and she doubted her ordinary little life in Byron was ever going to be the same again.
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      A few days later, Garden and Bay’s sales were still climbing, and the media interest hadn’t let up.

      Daisy arrived home with Lola after another busy market day and they both collapsed in relief around the kitchen table. Daisy’s phone buzzed, and she wearily took it out of her pocket and scrolled through her messages. It was the third voicemail that made her sit up. Lola looked across at her daughter curiously, as Daisy’s eyes widened with each passing minute.

      “Mum, I think you should listen to this…”

      Daisy put the phone on speaker and replayed the message.

      “Hi Daisy, this is Saffron Williams from Thread Bare. I’m flying up to Byron this week and I would love to meet with you to see if you are interested in selling Garden and Bay. We think your brand would be an excellent fit for our company. Please call me back if you are interested in discussing our proposal further.”

      “What the heck is going on?” Daisy said, shaking her head in disbelief as she hung up the phone. “This week has been crazy!”

      Lola looked at her eldest daughter pensively for a few moments before taking out her own phone and dialling a familiar number.

      “Here darling,” she said, passing the phone over to Daisy, who took it with a frown. “I know you are not going to like this, but there is one person you really need to speak to.”

      “Hello?” she said tentatively.

      “Looks like you’ve hit the big time,” drawled a familiar voice.

      Daisy sighed in relief.

      “Oh AB. Thank goodness. I think I need some help.”

      While most of Sydney knew Arabella McCarthy as the cool, calm and collected brains behind McCarthy PR, the city’s top celebrity public relations firm, to Daisy, she was her sister-in-law and, once upon a time, best friend and partner in crime.

      “I’m already packing…I’ll be home in a few hours. In the meantime, stop answering the phone and talk to no one!”
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      Byron Shore News Music lovers were in for a treat this week when visiting rock star Ed Sheeran played a secret sunset show in the carpark by the pool. Beachgoers were treated to 40 minutes of acoustic singalongs, with superstar Tilly Bingham joining in for an energetic version of Men at Work’s timeless classic ‘Land Downunder’. For a full review and photos, head to www.byronshorenews.com.au
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      Two whirlwind days later, Daisy and Arabella were sitting around the kitchen table at Daisy’s family home. It was a well-worn, familiar place the two girls had sat in for many years, first as young kids, drawing or helping Daisy’s dad bake cookies, then as teenagers, gossiping about friends, trying on makeup and secretly making plans to sneak out at night to meet boys.

      But it had been a long time since the two friends had sat together like this.

      Nowadays, Arabella and Daisy’s brother Royce lived in an airy apartment overlooking Sydney’s famous Bondi Beach. Arabella was running her successful PR firm and Royce worked as a photojournalist, covering national and international news stories for Associated Press. It was a career he had stumbled into after his stint fronting the band Mulligan’s Mercy, an early 2000s Triple J Unearthed winner, famous for a time when they released their ARIA award winning album, Rockets and Rainbows.

      Arabella’s mum had died when she was in primary school, leaving behind a husband and a tribe of small children. Jeff McCarthy was a great father but overwhelmed with the responsibility of working full time and looking after three daughters. Living just one street away, Arabella and her sisters had become familiar faces around Lola and Bill’s dinner table and the two families had grown close over the years, and closer still now that they were in-laws.

      But not Daisy and Arabella.

      “What time do we have to be at your dad’s?” asked Daisy.

      “Not until 6pm,” Arabella replied, glancing down at her phone. “Maggie and Georgie arrived this morning, and they went out for a surf with Dad and Bill this afternoon, so they won’t be home until at least half-past five.”

      Maggie and Georgie were twins, a few years older than Clem. They were both at university in Brisbane and often came down to see their dad and surf their local break.

      The two families had arranged a barbecue at Jeff’s house that evening to celebrate having five of their six kids in town. But first, Arabella and Daisy had planned to discuss what was happening with Garden and Bay.

      The media interest in Daisy’s stall had only increased in the week following her Hollywood encounter. Daisy had become something of an overnight celebrity - online anyway, and Arabella had been fielding calls from all sorts of websites and tabloids. Daisy and her shop assistant Sarah had been busy stuffing parcels to send out to their online customers and ordering in new stock. There had even been several more offers to buy out the company, including the incredibly generous offer from Thread Bare.

      The company’s CEO, Saffron Williams, had personally flown up to Byron to make the offer.

      “We are genuinely impressed with the way you have developed your brand in tandem with your sustainable, conscious capitalist approach,” she’d said smoothly, before offering Daisy an eye watering amount of money to buy the brand.

      “I want you to know we are committed to this acquisition, Daisy. It’s a win/win scenario for both of us. What you have achieved aligns perfectly with the Thread Bare ethos. Adding Garden and Bay to our portfolio will consolidate our position as the number one choice for the 18–30 socially conscious demographic. And your reputation as the architect of that branding will position you as the country’s most in demand project manager, brand developer, designer, whatever it is you want to do next Daisy. With the added bonus of course, of getting to walk away with a very comfortable pay out.”

      “Take your time and think it over. Let’s stay in touch and we can speak again in a few weeks.” Saffron pushed a large stack of paperwork across the counter.

      That had been yesterday.

      Daisy had spent the last 24 hours in a daze, filling orders on autopilot and stopping every few minutes to look at the contract Saffron had left. Finally, she realised thinking about it was getting her nowhere and she called Arabella and asked her to meet her at the Gardiner’s for a chat.

      “So, how are you feeling about everything?” asked Arabella, looking contemplatively at her friend.

      Daisy sat at the table silently, absentmindedly chewing on one of her fingernails. Elvis was curled up at her feet, his nose resting gently on one foot as she stroked his belly with the other.

      “I don’t know,” she replied after a long pause.

      “You know you don’t have to sell if you don’t want to. Just because it’s a good offer doesn’t mean you have to take it,” said Arabella, taking a sip of her tea.

      Daisy looked up at Arabella and sighed.

      “It’s a pretty good offer, isn’t it? I mean, I’d be able to get the car fixed and pay Mum and Dad back the loan they gave me when I first opened the stall, which would help them with some of their other bills. Things are not good with them right now and I think they could really use the money. I’d be crazy not to think about it, wouldn’t I?”

      It was true. The offer from Thread Bare was quite generous for an unknown brand like Garden and Bay, and the cash injection would make Daisy and her family a little more comfortable.

      Daisy thought about selling for a second and then looked up sadly. “But I don’t know AB, I just don’t know.”

      Arabella looked across at Daisy for a moment. “Do you want to know what I think?” she asked gently.

      Daisy nodded.

      “It was always your dream to work in fashion. And you found a way to make that happen, even if it wasn’t the way you imagined. Of course, it would be hard to consider giving it up, because you’ve worked so hard on it.”

      Daisy pulled back and crossed her arms defensively. “I did what I had to do for Mum and Dad…” she began, but Arabella interrupted her.

      “I know. And it was a really lovely thing you did. But maybe it is time you did something for yourself?”

      “It’s my baby, AB. I’ve worked so hard on this over the last six years. And I’ve always wanted to make fabric and design clothes. I’m already doing that right now. Why would I want to stop?” Daisy sighed before continuing. “But you’re right. I’ve been saying for a while now that I need a change. The shop has been great, but it’s not exactly what I thought I would end up doing. If I do sell, why shouldn’t I hold out for more money? Because this is my future we are talking about. Or is that just being greedy? I don’t know!”

      Daisy stopped talking to catch her breath, her eyes flashing with uncertainty.

      “Arabella, you know how hard things have been for Mum and Dad. This could be a real chance for me to help them out, after…after everything that’s happened…”

      Arabella reached out and squeezed Daisy’s hand gently, but Daisy pulled her hand away. Things were not the same anymore.

      “Your mum and dad love you, babe. They don’t hold you responsible - you know that. And they certainly would never forgive themselves if they thought they were holding you back from doing something that you really wanted to do.”

      “You know what I really wish for?” Daisy asked finally. “I really wish I could just run away for a few weeks.”

      Arabella thought for a minute. “Well, why don’t you? Sarah can run the stall without you for a few weeks and you can take care of the back end no matter where you are. Come down to the city and spend some time in Bondi with me and Royce. You can hang out at a different beach for a change and explore the city. A change of scenery might give you a whole new perspective on things.”

      Arabella paused. “I know Royce would love to spend some time with you. And I’d really like to have you stay for a while,” she added, squeezing Daisy’s hand again. “I miss having you around to talk to.”

      Daisy rolled the idea around her mind for a few minutes. A few weeks in Bondi might be fun. Take some time away from the shop and see how it felt to not be tethered to a business in the same town she had been born in. But it had been a long time since she and Royce and Arabella had spent time together. Would it be weird?

      “I have to go,” she said abruptly, before jumping down the back stairs and grabbing her bike.

      Arabella nodded to the empty room. She knew Daisy was headed to the sand to watch the last of the day’s light slip away and work through her decision. It’s what she’d always done when there was a big choice to make. Arabella knew she’d find her way back eventually.
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      Oh-Em-Gee Byron Bay might have been the place to be last week, but sources tell us the Watson brothers, Tilly Bingham and Ed Sheeran have since decamped for the warmer waters of Fiji. Exclusive photos of their private island beach party at the link in the bio!
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      Down on the beach, Daisy watched as the sky grew darker. One by one, the stars popped out in the early night sky and the moon began to rise, its silver reflection dancing on the sea.

      A few weeks ago, when she had gotten up to get a glass of water in the middle of the night, she’d overheard her parents bickering about money. Not fighting exactly–they never really fought–but the stress and fear was obvious in their hushed voices.

      “The kids don’t need to know. They are already working too hard, and this is not something they need to worry about.”

      “Lola, I just wish you’d let me take on…”

      “We’ve been over this. I can’t let you make any more sacrifices. It’s just not bloody fair.”

      “You’re my wife. I want to make the sacrifices.”

      “I’m sure it will be fine. We’ll make it work.”

      “We always seem to, don’t we?”

      Careful not to disturb her parents, Daisy crept back to her room and lay staring at the ceiling for the next few hours, her mind racing. Of course, it was money they were worried about. And she was the reason they were worried about money.
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      Sitting on the beach, Daisy thought back to that awful time, ten years ago, when she was just a kid, fresh out of high school.

      She and Arabella had just graduated from high school and were leaving for university in Sydney the following week. They were excited and were spending their last days in Byron down on the beach or heading out to parties to say farewell to their friends. On their last Saturday night in town, there was a party on a property out on the road to Bangalow. It was raining and Arabella had stayed home that night, but Daisy had gone out anyway, eager to spend as much time with her boyfriend Jordan as possible.

      Later in the evening, when the party was winding down, Daisy realised Jordan had been drinking, despite promising to be the designated driver for the night. She refused to get in the car with him and he drove off angrily, leaving her at the party alone. The festivities had well and truly ended by then, only a handful of unfamiliar faces were left sitting around the fire.

      In a panic, she called her parents and Lola drove out to pick her up. The roads were slippery from all the rain and on the way home, Lola lost control of the car. It slid sideways and rolled down an embankment, wrapping around a tree and catching on fire. Luckily, no one else was involved, but Lola broke her leg and Daisy was seriously injured. They both needed several operations and months of rehabilitation. Things between Jordan and Daisy never recovered, and he left for uni not long after the accident. The last time Daisy saw him she was still in hospital.

      The medical bills had been huge and once Daisy was able to come home, she needed constant care for another few months. Lola had to take time off work to recover and to look after Daisy, and without a second income, her parents were forced to take out a second mortgage. When Daisy had recovered and was slowly becoming more independent, Bill and Lola had partly financed the beginning of Garden and Bay. Daisy was determined to pay her parents back, but the business had been slow to take off, and she was only now able to start making serious inroads into her debt. But the damage had been done and Bill and Lola were now in debt for life.

      After Daisy had recovered from her car accident, she felt terrible and stubbornly decided to stay in Byron to run the stall and work odd jobs at the pub, to help her parents out financially. She had attended a few classes at the local TAFE and discovered she shared her mum’s talent for numbers, but she hadn’t known what to do with it. For a long time now, she had been making decisions based on how she could help her parents stay financially stable in the short term.

      They had sacrificed so much for her, and she knew things were harder for her parents than they let on. For Daisy, staying back in Byron to help her family was the least she could do. Then Covid hit. Somehow, they all made it through, but her dad was now working two jobs, while Lola had lost hers soon after, when the company she worked for went bust. She helped with the shop when she could, in between picking up backfill shifts here and there. But it all added up to financial pressure on the Gardiners that was bigger than ever and a blow the family didn’t need.

      Daisy sighed. Royce and Arabella had been great, helping as much as they could. But Arabella had her own family commitments, helping her father pay for Maggie and Georgie’s school fees. They were all getting by, but there was not a lot of flexibility in their finances.

      This sale really could change things for the whole extended family.

      It could change things for her. There was a lot she had missed out on.

      If she was honest, she was to blame for how awkward things had gotten between her and Arabella. She had watched AB and Royce thrive once they got to Sydney, getting great jobs, starting businesses, travelling the world for work. Falling in love. Leaving her behind.

      That was meant to be my world too, she thought sadly. But I stayed here for my family. I did the responsible thing. I pushed them away, didn’t I? I think I’ve been jealous all this time and didn’t know it.

      Daisy stood up and brushed the sand off her legs and walked purposefully down to the water’s edge.

      “Ok ocean,” she whispered to the glittering water in front of her. “What do I do now?”

      The water surged up around her ankles in answer before pulling away with a gentle hiss. “I guess some time away might be good for me,” she replied, as she wandered along the hard sand, letting the cool sea water surge up and over her feet. “But how do you know when it’s right?”

      The ocean surged again in response and Daisy noticed a small object sparkling on the water’s edge. Curious, she bent down to see what it was. An almost round piece of blue sea glass, about the size of a marble, sat shining on the sand. The ocean waves had polished it smooth and with the light of the moon flooding through; it looked more like a delicate little bubble than a solid chunk of glass.

      As Daisy picked it up and watched in fascination, it seemed like entire worlds were rising and falling within the glass sphere. Beginnings and endings and beginnings.

      “Ok, I see your point,” she said, smiling wryly out at the glinting sea.

      Maybe it really was time for a new beginning.
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      Later that night, Daisy made
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TERMINATION
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