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​Jessica awoke naked, strapped to an old metal bed. Her legs spread wide, her ankles were tied securely to the footboard. She heard rustling coming from the next room just before Ricky appeared in the doorway. “I didn’t think you were ever going to wake up, Jess.” He sat a cooler down on the bedside table. 

“What the fuck are you doing, Ricky?” she half-wanted to know, was half-scared to.

“You know the difference between a whore and a bitch, Jess?” He took a drag off a cigarette and enjoyed a slow exhale. “A whore will fuck anyone. A bitch just won’t fuck you.” He put the cig out in a tray. 

“What are you talking about?” 

Ricky smiled and shook his head. “See, I think you know what I’m talking about. I’ve tried to get with you since high school. But ol’ Jessica Wheeler was always too good for Ricky Peters, am I right?” 

“You’re just not my type, Ricky. I like...” 

“Oh, I know what you like,” he interrupted. “I overheard Jake Bailey talking about you at the bar. Yeah, he was talking all about what gets you going.” 

He removed the top of the cooler. 

“Yeah, he talked about how he made you squirm.” 

He grabbed a set of tongs and removed a cube of ice from the cooler. 

“So, you like ice, do you?” 

She squirmed. 

Ricky laughed. Yep. 

“Looks like he wasn’t kidding.” He brought the cube to hover just above her vagina. “But this ain’t no ice like you’ve seen before, Jess. Nope. It’s dry ice. A nice one-hundred and nine degrees.” He winked at her. “Below zero, that is.” 

Before she could speak, he pressed the cube to her clit. It didn’t feel cold. It felt like a raging fire, then it all went numb. 

Ricky reached behind himself, grabbed a hammer, and brought the head down hard on her clit, shattering it and the frozen surrounding tissue to pieces. 

Jessica screamed as the pain sent her senses all to hell. 

“Damn, girl. Jake was right. You’re a real screamer!” Ricky lit another cigarette. 

Jessica succumbed to the pain and passed out. 

Ricky looked over her naked body. He dipped his right index finger in the wound, smearing blood up her stomach to her breasts. On her chest, he wrote BITCH in big capital letters. 

Damn, he thought, maybe I should’ve fucked her first. Then, he slit her throat.
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“You really wanted to fuck her, didn’t you?” Mary asked. 

Ricky exhaled a cloud of smoke. “That was high school shit, babe.” He sat down at the foot of the bed. “You know I love you.” He pulled her close, hugging her as his head rested between her ample breasts. 

Mary looked down at him with a pouty face. “Still, it seemed you enjoyed her a little too much.” 

“Calm your pretty head, babe. It’s just that I love it when you watch. Besides, it’s not like I’ve never fucked a bitch in front of you before.” 

“True, I guess. But it’s more fun when I do the killing.” 

He looked up to sideways smile. 

“Tell you what. Next one is all you. I watch. How’s that?” 

She straddled his lap and gave him a peck on the lips. 

“You always know the right thing to say, Ricky.” 

Ricky smiled. “Of course I do, Mary baby. Now, let’s get the fuck out of here!” 

––––––––
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Ricky and Mary sped down Route 32. Windows down and stereo up, Ricky’s ‘96 Mustang GT raced to keep up with the blast beats that accompanied the throaty, roaring vocals and blistering power chords. Mary leaned back with one foot on the dash and one resting on the car door. 

“You know, Ricky, I don’t think that Jessica girl was that hot.” 

Ricky took in a deep breath. “You still on that bitch? She’s dead. What’s it matter?” 

“I don’t know. It’s just, I know what a huge crush you had on her and shit. But she looks nothing like me. Most people have a type, and her and I are like night and day. Why do you like me, Ricky?” 

He rolled his eyes. Mary always thought too much, then came the questions. “Like you? I love you, Mary Baby.” He didn’t really have an answer that would please her. She was right, her and Jessica looked absolutely nothing alike. Truth was, Mary was a hell of a lay. Plus, she knew how to suck a cock.

“You love me, but why do you love me? What is it you love about me?” 

She stared out the window, the wheels in her mind turning faster and faster. 

Ricky turned down the stereo. 

“Babe, you know when you feel something, but you just can’t find the words to express it? That’s how it is with you. You and I, we just click.” 

She smiled awkwardly. 

“Okay, but do you think she’s prettier than me?” 

She was relentless, and a throbbing had begun to form between Ricky’s eyes. 

“No way, Babe. That was a high school crush. Hormones raging, stick my dick in anything kinda deal, you know?” 

It was bullshit, but it’s all he could come up with. 

Unsatisfied with his answer, but knowing she wasn’t going to get the one she wanted, she decidedly sat, lips pressed tightly together, and stared into the nothingness of a clear blue sky.
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Ricky chugged the last half of his can of Natty Light. The last twenty miles had been driven in silence with Mary staring out the window. A sign on the left side of the road said MOTEL. 

“You feel like calling it a day, Babe?” Ricky asked.

Mary shrugged.

Ricky turned on his blinker and took the next exit. The motel wasn’t far from the main highway, and within a couple minutes, Ricky was putting the Mustang in park. 

“You ok, Babycakes?” Ricky inquired again.

“Yeah. Just tired, I guess.”

Ricky, too, was tired, but he doubted her answer was the full truth. She’d always been jealous. It drove him nuts at times. No matter how he answered her questions, the answer was wrong. He couldn’t win. What she needed was a good kill of her own to snap her out of her funk. Ricky got out of the car and popped the trunk. After removing their bags, he opened Mary’s door. She slowly exited with a sigh. 

The guy tending the office was a pretty boy. Ricky laughed as he walked in the door and his eyes fell upon him. The guy looked like a Jersey Shore reject. 

“May I help you?” the guy asked him.

“My girl and I need a room. Just for the night.”

Pretty boy nodded in approval. His nametag read Jason. He typed a few things on the computer then asked if Ricky preferred smoking or non-smoking.

“Is there a price difference?”

“No,” the guy replied.

“Hell, give us smoking, I guess.”

Another approving nod, and more fingers punching the keyboard keys.

“Ok, sir. That’ll be thirty-five dollars.”

“That’s it?” Ricky thought he heard Jason wrong.

“Yep. We’re in the middle of nowhere, dude. We can’t charge big city prices, if you know what I mean.”

Ricky fumbled in his wallet and placed a twenty, a ten, and a five on the counter.

“Very well.” Jason took the cash. “One last thing. What name do I put on the room?”

“Um, you need to see my license?”

“Nah, man. Just give me a name.”

“Chuck Wheeler,” he lied.

The infamous nod returned once again. Jason placed the key to room 108 on the counter.

“Checkout’s at eleven. Have a good evening.”

Ricky took the key and left the office with Mary in tow, then turned right down the row of rooms. It wasn’t far to 108. He put the key in the lock, turned it, and opened the door to the welcoming scent of stale cigarette smoke. Placing their bags just inside the door, they entered and shut the door behind them. Mary sat on the bed with a smirk on her face.

Noticing her sideways smile, Ricky already knew what was on her mind.

“I want him,” she told him.

Ricky laughed. “Douchebag needs a good working over. I saw him checking you out.”

“Of course he was.” She got up and walked over to him, placing a nicotine kiss on his beer-flavored lips. 

“Give me a bit. I need a couple of shots to wind down.”

“I need something else.” She parted her legs and began to rub her sex through her jeans. 

The shots can wait. 

Ricky quickly removed his shirt and dropped his jeans. He was already hard. Before Mary could take off her shirt, he was pulling at her pants. Within seconds he was inside her, his girth spreading her walls wide. He thrust hard, his eyes closed, and imagined he was fucking Jessica. A couple of minutes later, he pulled out and exploded on her chest. 

Fingering her clit, Mary quickly orgasmed herself. She had gotten used to having to finish herself. Ricky was good when he was drunk and it took forever for him to cum. Maybe later, she thought. She needed a good, long rearranging of her guts.

Ricky got dressed and pulled an unopened bottle of Jack from his suitcase. He opened it and took a couple long swigs before offering it to Mary. 

Normally, hard liquor wasn’t her thing, but she was ready to party, and they were low on cash after buying the room. There was no blow in her near future. The burn flowed down her throat, and the warmth washed over her insides. She lit a cigarette and lay her back on the hard mattress. 

“So, how we gonna do this?”

“It’s my turn, Ricky. He’s all mine. I need to have some fun.”

Ricky didn’t mind if he took the back seat for this one. He’d benefit in the end. Killing always turned Mary on. It was like the sight of red awoke something inside her. Almost primal. He would be content to sit back and enjoy the show with his Jack.

––––––––
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An hour passed as they prepared the room for the festivities. Ricky told her he’d wait behind the door while she went to office and made up some bullshit reason for needing Jason to come to their room.

She walked in through the front door as Jason’s eyes lustfully met hers. This was going to be a cinch. 

“Hi, um, I’m sorry to bother you, but our heat isn’t working in our room. Can you come and give it a look?” Mary looked at him with a pouting mouth.

“He looked her up and down, then a large smile dawned his face. “Sure thing, little missy. No problem at all.”

He walked from behind the counter and gestured for her to lead the way. 

As they walked toward the room, Jason’s eyes fixed on her perfect, round ass. Thoughts of her boyfriend being gone and him pounding her from behind caused him to stiffen against his zipper.

Mary opened the door and walked in. Jason followed suit. 

Mary turned at the sound of a loud thud as Jason fell to the carpet disoriented. Ricky gave him a swift kick to the gut before the pain overtook him and he lost consciousness.
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When Jason came to, his vision was blurry. He didn’t know where he was, though he saw two figures moving about the room. He struggled against ropes that seemed to only dig deeper into his flesh the more he moved. He stopped and took a deep breath. 

“Well, pretty boy is awake,” Ricky taunted.

“He is pretty, isn’t he?” Mary was moist with anticipation. She’d wanted to begin when Jason was passed out, but that’d have taken half the fun out of it. Sleeping victims don’t scream. 

His vision clearing, it all began to come back to him. He’d been led to the room by the woman, then the man hit him. Their names escaped him. His head ached.

“Well, hello there, Jason, is it?”

He lay there silent. A cold chill tickled the hairs of his skin, and he realized he’d been stripped of his cloths. When he tried to talk, the taste of damp cotton filled his mouth. He was gagged. He assumed it was an old handkerchief. And, but the taste of it, it’d spent plenty of time in the man’s pocket soaking up his cock sweat. Jason dry-heaved at the thought.

The man sat down at the small round table and tilted a bottle up to his mouth. 

The woman smacked Jason across the face.

“Don’t look at him. Look at me.”

It was then he noticed she was stark naked. She looked as good without her clothing as he’d imagined on the short trek to the room. He felt himself begin to stiffen again. 

Mary noticed.

“I guess you like what you see, huh, Jason?” 

Mary was impressed with his package. 

Ricky noticed the lustful longing in her eyes. He just sat there and took another drink. 

Upon hearing him swallow, Mary decided she too was thirsty. But she didn’t want another shot of whiskey. Instead, she reached into the tiny bedside fridge and pulled out a bottle of her own. She reached into her purse and pulled out a corkscrew. She quickly removed the cork and took a drink. No burn. Just a smooth, fruity taste on her lips and tongue. She sat the bottle on top of the fridge and sat on the bed beside Jason. This time, he was fully erect.
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