BIG MONEY page 40

Bella has told the narrator that she refuses to report Paul's death to the police.

She dipped her hand into the bag and brought out a .38 automatic. 
“You'll stay where you are,” she said softly, and pointed the gun at me. Neither she nor I moved.
“Don't do anything stupid,” she said, and her voice was as hard and as cold as a chunk of ice.
“Have you gone crazy?” I said, not moving.

“Put it down!”

I believe that this is the most important moment in my life,” she said. “You and I are the only two who know Paul is dead. You don't realize yet how essential it is that no one else should know. Now listen, Johnny, you can either come in with me or I'm going to kill you. “There’s no other way I can be certain you will keep your mouth shut.”

“There isn't time to tell you what it's all about,” she went on. But if you come in with me you will make money: big money, Johnny.” 
“What do you want me to do?” I said. 
“Take his clothes off and put yours on him,” she said. “They've got to think it was you who died in the car.”
“Me? They know me back in Pelotta. They will identify me.”

“No, they won’t. You are going to put him back in the car and set fire to it.”

“I can't do that! Now, wait…”

“You will do it or I will have to get rid of you, Johnny. There’s no other alternative.”

softly: doucement
Pelotta: ville imaginaire de Floride
Adapted from Strictly for Cash, James Hadley Chase (1951)
