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  James Hadley Chase and The Murder Room


   This title is part of The Murder Room, our series dedicated to making available
  out-of-print or hard-to-find titles by classic crime writers.


  Crime fiction has always held up a mirror to society. The Victorians were fascinated by sensational murder and the emerging science of detection; now we
  are obsessed with the forensic detail of violent death. And no other genre has so captivated and enthralled readers.


  Vast troves of classic crime writing have for a long time been unavailable to all but the most dedicated frequenters of second-hand bookshops. The advent
  of digital publishing means that we are now able to bring you the backlists of a huge range of titles by classic and contemporary crime writers, some of which have been out of print for
  decades.


  From the genteel amateur private eyes of the Golden Age and the femmes fatales of pulp fiction, to the morally ambiguous hard-boiled detectives of mid
  twentieth-century America and their descendants who walk our twenty-first century streets, The Murder Room has it all. 


  The Murder Room


  Where Criminal Minds Meet


  themurderroom.com


  
  


  Believed Violent


  James Hadley Chase


  [image: ]


  
  


  Contents


  Cover


  The Murder Room Introduction


  Title page


  


  Curtain Raiser


  


  Chapter One


  Chapter Two


  Chapter Three


  Chapter Four


  Chapter Five


  Chapter Six


  Chapter Seven


  


  Outro


  By James Hadley Chase


  About the author


  Copyright page


  
  


  Curtain Raiser


  DONT MOVE, she said breathlessly, her fingers moving down the length of his naked back. Stay still .
  . . dont move.


  So he waited, pressed down on her, knowing from experience to let her have her way, knowing that when she was ready she would suddenly become an eel-like thing, and they would be transported
  into an explosive fusion that would create yet another memorable moment of lust.


  Their clothes, discarded in the frenzy of desire, lay by the bed in disorderly heaps.


  As she suddenly arched her body, her breathing becoming convulsive, the bedroom door opened silently. Neither of them became aware that a third person had joined them.


  The tall man stood motionless, watching them. When she cried outa cry he had only heard once during their miserable marriagehe closed the door and moved back into the untidy
  sitting-room.


  The room with his and her things scattered around, with dust on the occasional tables and on the face of the television set, with the ashtrays still unemptied, with all his papers, his books and
  the unopened mail became four dimensional. He found he was no longer able to focus. Everything in the room he looked at became blurred and distorted.


  As he heard her cry out again, he pressed the cold palms of his hands against his temples. Then through the bedroom door, he heard her moan, a sound that could have come from the throat of an
  animal.


  The fragile thread that had been holding his reason together snapped. This thread had been under threat for some months. Sooner or later, it was certain to break. It was unfortunate for the man
  in the bedroom that it snapped at this moment.


  The tall man suddenly felt lighter. Everything in the room came abruptly into focus. He paid no further attention to the sounds coming from the bedroom. He walked silently out of the
  sitting-room and across the lobby and into the kitchen with all the gadgets that she had insisted he should buy as status symbols and which she never used. He took from one of the drawers a
  barbecue knife she had given him as a Christmas present. Its four inch blade glittered in the beam of the sunlight coming through the kitchen window. The wooden handle, studded with brass-headed
  nails, fitted comfortably into his cold grasp.


  He returned to the sitting-room and waited, standing by the window where he could see the low wooden huts of the Experimental Station where he had worked with ceaseless application for the past
  three years. He waited for some twenty minutes and from time to time, he tested the edge of the knife which was razor sharp. Then he heard his wife say, I must have a drink. Go on, darling .
  . . for Gods sake, get off me! Im dying for a drink!


  He walked silently to the bedroom door, holding the knife by his side. He heard the sound of movement. He heard the one man he had regarded with trust, say, Who wants a drink, baby? I
  know what I want.


  Get me a drink! There was that snap in her voice that always dominated any man. We have all the time in the world. He wont be back until tomorrow.


  Okay. Maybe I could use a drink myself, but you stay right where you are . . . understand?


  He heard her laugh.


  Im not going to run away.


  The bed creakedthe bed he hadnt shared with her now for a long time. He listened to the sound of naked feet padding over the parquet floor. The door swung open.


  The two men confronted each other. The tall man drove the blade of the knife forward and down, then ripped up.


  The man he thought he could trust fell against him, sending him staggering back. This gave the woman, lying naked on the bed, time to save her life. She had instant reflexes. She was off the bed
  and had slammed and locked the door before the tall man could reach her.


  But she knew she was within only a few heartbeats away from a horrible death. She snatched up the telephone receiver and screamed to the startled operator, Come quickly . . . Im
  being murdered!


  Then as the bedroom door shuddered under the maniacal attack, she fled into the bathroom, slammed and bolted the door. She began to scream through the high window, too small for an escape.
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