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About the Author

Vic Evans was born in Wrexham and grew up in the town and on his aunt's hill farm in North Wales. Having worked in the aircraft industry and in engineering for twenty-nine years and taught in secondary schools for a further twenty years, Vic turned his hand to writing fiction. His first novel, Miriam, was inspired by his own family history as well as by the recollections of Wrexham men who fought in the Spanish Civil War. Murder in the Welsh Hills, his second novel, is a tense and gripping political thriller set in the rugged landscape of Llangollen.

Vic Evans lives on the Kent coast and he has three children and four grandchildren.
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In the majestic mountains of North Wales, retired MI5 agent Huw Cecil is reluctantly drawn back into a world of espionage and murder.

While visiting his childhood home of Llangollen, Cecil becomes embroiled in a dangerous mission to obtain top-secret information that could lead to the total collapse of the NATO Alliance. But when his Russian contact is brutally killed, Huw knows that he is the next target.

In a deadly game of cat and mouse, with no one left to trust, Cecil enlists the help of Lottie Williams-Parry, a local woman who is struggling to overcome her own dark secrets, and together they take on dark forces and evil assassins in a bid to outwit their enemies and expose the shocking truth . . .




To the memory of
Marie Evans (1932 – 2016)
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Chapter One

Moscow, Friday 23rd July 1993

Office of the Deputy Prime Minister of the

Russian Federation, Mikhail Poltoranin

The splintering crash as the hinges of the door were torn out of its frame in response to the single blow of the sledgehammer brought Poltoranin to his feet. His two assistants scurried into the inner office. The wielder of the sledgehammer stood modestly to one side, allowing two large dark-suited men to enter. Poltoranin’s assistants stole out behind them. The two men came round to him, seized his arms and thrust him face-down on his desk top. Another slightly built man appeared through the wrecked door. He advanced with a bearing indicating he was obviously in charge. Clutching a handful of Poltoranin’s hair and wrenching his head up with one hand, he thrust a document before his eyes with the other. Putting his mouth to his ear, he said in a sibilant voice that turned Poltoranin’s blood cold, ‘Deputy Prime Minister, this is a search warrant issued by Chief Prosecutor Stepankov. I’m the investigator in command of this group and we’ve come to exercise it.’

He snatched the document away and stuffed it in his jacket pocket, leaving his hands free to grasp Poltoranin’s ears and pull his head close to his own heavily pock-marked face. ‘It is a corruption investigation, Poltoranin,’ he snarled, ‘aimed at the highest level of government. Do you understand?’

Poltoranin blanched at the blast of garlicky breath and was slow to answer until the hold on his ears was eased.

‘Well?’ demanded the investigator.

Poltoranin would have nodded if his ears had been free but instead he managed a mumbled, ‘Da.’

‘In a moment we’re going to release you and you are going over to the safe to open it and unlock all drawers and containers. Is that clear?’ The investigator emphasised each word of his question by pulling Poltoranin’s head up and down by his ears.

Poltoranin attempted a painful nod but instead made do with an affirming grunt.

‘Then you’re going to assist us,’ the investigator went on, ‘as we go through each file in this office, turning the place inside out making sure nothing is missed or, as we say, “accidentally lost”. You will do this voluntarily, in a spirit of cooperation. Agreed?’

He grunted again.

‘Good.’

As his arms were released, Poltoranin moved towards the red telephone on his desk but the investigator was there before him, placing a well-manicured hand over it. ‘If you’re thinking of contacting your friend Yeltsin,’ he sneered, ‘you’re wasting your time. He’s taking a short holiday in the countryside and he’s not to be disturbed.’

Extract from The Scotsman newspaper, 23rd July 1993:

Today in Moscow, prosecutors armed with a search warrant entered the office of Deputy Prime Minister Mikhail Poltoranin, 53, a close friend of President Yeltsin, seizing KGB documents transferred from the Kremlin on Yeltsin’s orders. Poltoranin told reporters he voluntarily opened his office and gave the team of investigators all the documents they requested. He claimed he wasn’t arrested but he was shaken by the four-hour search. ‘These outrageous methods are frightening,’ he said.

It seems Russia’s chief prosecutor Valentin Stepankov has sided with the legislature against Yeltsin and launched a corruption investigation aimed at the upper echelon of government. The investigator who led the search said he was looking for documents about the Berlin Friendship House, a former so-called Soviet cultural centre in the eastern part of the city.


ops/images/logo.jpg





ops/images/title.jpg
MURDER
IN THE

WELSH HILLS

EVANS





ops/images/book.jpg





ops/images/9781786156914_FC.jpg
Vv wvr

A secret mission.
A deadly enemy.
A fight for survival.
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