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Praise for Jo Thomas’s novels


‘Warm, funny, romantic with a terrific sense of place. I loved it!’ Katie Fforde


‘Romantic and funny, this is a great addition to any bookshelf’ Sun


‘A warm and witty debut novel with an unusual story and characters. Well worth a read’ Carole Matthews


‘A perfect pearl of a story. I loved it’ Milly Johnson


‘A heart-warming tale full of Celtic charm, set against a beautiful landscape. What more could you wish for?’ Ali McNamara


‘Irresistibly romantic and utterly gorgeous . . . It’s the perfect summer escape’ Miranda Dickinson


‘This is a lovely book with likeable characters that you’ll finish in one sitting’ Bella


‘So vivid, it delighted all five of my senses – and then some . . . I loved it!’ Christina Jones, Kindle bestselling author of Tickled Pink


‘A fantastic debut novel . . . the perfect escapism read’ Shaz’s Book Blog


‘This is just a beautiful story . . . a great book to curl up with’ The Dark Dictator


‘It is escapism at its best’ Book Addict Shaun


‘Lots of twists and turns along the way and a couple of huge surprises, go ahead and treat yourself’ Nat’s Reading Cloud




Chapter 1


All I have to do is get in and out again, Ruby told herself for what felt like the hundredth time. And get back home as soon as possible. If she kept thinking it over and over again it might just happen. She hugged her black wool coat around herself, nudging the arm of the sleeping man next to her by mistake.


‘Sorry,’ she said nervously. But he barely stirred. He must be a regular flyer. She, on the other hand, most definitely was not. She’d been sitting bolt upright in her seat, on tenterhooks, from the moment they’d roared up into the bright January sky. Ruby looked again at her neighbour, deep in relaxed slumber, and shifted uncomfortably. Sleeping was an intimate thing, something you did with someone you loved. Ruby could never just fall asleep next to someone she didn’t even know. The gradually darkening sky wrapping itself around them added to the odd feeling of intimacy, making her feel it was a night-time flight and not the middle of the day. Ruby hated the dark. She always kept the bathroom light on at night these days, even after she went to bed. She liked to know it wasn’t completely black.


She turned her attention out of the window, hoping to see land up ahead and looking forward to the prospect of getting back onto firm ground soon. It must be nearly time. But no matter how hard she squinted and strained, she couldn’t see a thing. Not a snow-capped mountain nor a town dotted with coloured roofs or a blue lagoon. She’d read up on Iceland’s famous landmarks online as soon as she’d been handed a ticket by her boss and told she was coming. There had been no ifs or buts, no negotiations. She was the best person for the job, and she needed to make sure it got done. The whole company was depending on her, he’d said.


Ruby knew how important this was. And the sooner she did what was asked of her, the sooner she could be back home in her little flat, with a Chinese takeaway and a replay of Celebrity MasterChef on the TV. She loved food programmes. That was the only other bit of research she’d done ahead of her trip – watching Rick Stein’s trip to Reykjavik. Frankly, she’d been happy seeing it all from the comfort of her own settee. She loved her flat. She loved her job at the opera company too. Ruby didn’t need big adventures – she had everything she needed in her world already.


She had no idea why the company director, Morgan P. Thomas, had picked her, of all people, for this job. He had told her that she had a special relationship with Hilmar Snorrison, their leading tenor, an affinity that none of the others had, but she knew deep down in her heart that it was because everyone else was getting ready to go off on the big annual tour in two weeks’ time, whereas she was getting ready to hold the fort and reorganise the costume warehouse. She would have to wash, iron and log each and every item of clothing while the rest of the company were away touring around Europe.


She had done her fair share of tours in the past; it was time one of the more junior wardrobe assistants had a go. She really wasn’t keen on being away from home for so long, working in different venues, and sleeping in different beds every night. She’d done all that. She liked her life as it was now, her daily routine. Everything in its place. She knew where she was and what her days had in store for her. Some people might think it boring but she was happy bringing order to her backroom workshop. Her life was pottering along nicely.


She certainly hadn’t expected to find herself suddenly on a plane to Reykjavik! She, of all people, Ruby Knightly, wardrobe mistress, sent to find the opera company’s missing star performer.




Chapter 2


Peering out of the aeroplane window, Ruby tried to block out the excited chatter coming from a hen party behind her, across both sides of the aisle. Everyone was wearing black T-shirts with ‘Katie’s getting hitched!’ emblazoned in pink across the front. Ruby hadn’t thought of Reykjavik in mid-winter as an obvious hen destination before now, but a quick Google search had told her that it was fast becoming the party capital of the north.


They’d obviously spent their time, while the flight had been delayed, enjoying the bar at the airport and they were now talking at volume about the treatments they’d booked at the Blue Lagoon and how much wine and vodka they should buy at the airport. The chief bridesmaid seemed to be in charge, bossily informing the others that they could buy an allowance at the duty-free shop when they landed, because alcohol was so expensive.


Ruby focused on the view outside, trying to cut out the excited chatter behind her and distance herself from her sleeping neighbour. White cloud still covered the entire window, making her feel claustrophobic.


This was all Hilmar Snorrison’s fault! The young Icelandic singer had arrived at the company a few weeks ago and his star was rapidly rising, not least because of his short-lived but very high-profile relationship with opera superstar and national treasure Rhiannon Rhys-Davies. The company had bent over backwards to meet Hilmar’s demands, however ridiculous, adjusting his costume fitting practically on a daily basis, banning all ‘unnecessary crew’ from his early rehearsals and providing a constant supply of rhubarb tea.


This was typical of him. Leaving everyone in the lurch. Not even having the decency to tell people what was going on – simply leaving a note on Ruby’s work station, scribbled in black eyeliner on a tissue: ‘Gone home. Family stuff. Sorry. x.’ It had been written with a really good eyeliner, too. Bridie from make-up had been furious. Ruby knew when Hilmar said ‘home’ he didn’t mean his rented apartment down the bay in Cardiff, either. Home to Hilmar was here in Iceland.


He was being paid a fortune for this tour. They’d made cuts everywhere, on sets and costumes, using creativity over big budgets to meet his fee, because he was a crowd-puller. It had been a coup to get him and this tour was going to save the company from disappearing into oblivion like so many others before them. All their livelihoods depended on it.


‘Can’t see a thing,’ said one of the girls in the row behind her.


‘It’s just cloud. It’ll clear any minute and then we’ll see everything,’ said the chief bridesmaid authoritatively.


Ruby sighed, hoping she was right. She knew what to expect from the landscape because Hilmar had been forever telling her about his life back home while she’d fitted his costumes. The wide open spaces outside the city, the waterfalls, the geysers and the snow that could fall for weeks at a time. And about his family farm where his father had lived until a few years ago, and which Hilmar’s brother now ran. He had described many times the way it sat with its distinctive red roof at the end of a long drive in a slight dip of land that stretched for miles towards the mountains. He’d told her about the sheep and horses, the neighbours he’d grown up with and his old collie dog called . . . what was he called? Yann! she remembered with satisfaction, looking out of the window again for signs of land.


Then suddenly her ears filled up completely with air and she felt herself catapulted forward and then shaken from side to side, as if she’d been picked up by the scruff of her neck, shaken thoroughly and put back in her seat. Boomp! Boomp! Squeal! Her forehead collided with the headrest in front of her, and loud banging came from the overhead lockers as the luggage crashed backwards and forwards. Katie’s hen party all went into panic mode and adopted the brace position.


‘Get your head between your knees, for God’s sake!’ shouted the chief bridesmaid.
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