Hey there,

First off, I really liked the story and think you should write more. Your character, the girl, is awesome. Anyway, on to my nitpicky nitpicks :D
Faded blue curtains fluttered weakly in the smoggy breeze, slightly deluding the smell of old cigarettes and pretended cleanliness. A tiny motel room, dark with the lack of one, broken light, basked in its own filth, listening with little interest to the conversation it held within its walls. 

“Try whatever you’d like, Aaron. I’m not afraid, nor will I be. You think you’re so powerful, yet you lead yourself into the weakest of situations,” she scoffed. 
I get the feeling that if you switch the paragraph above this comment with the one below this comment, it would flow better than it does now. What do you think? 
A ragged-looking girl sat listlessly in one of the dingy chairs, knees hugged to her chest. Her dark eyes betrayed nothing – they were empty. 

“Easy for you to say, isn’t it? You haven’t given me a chance, so dear little Carly can’t be sure,” sneered the man on the filthy bed, his eye-watering cut out eye-watering, please, it seems odd. bleach blonde hair spotless; not a strand out of place. 

“You already tried that. What do chances hold? Broken promises,” She muttered, running tongue over dry, cracked lips. 

He sighed, obviously frustrated. This girl was not easy to scare – it was as though she’d seen it all, felt it all. Nothing was worrying to her. She’s sitting in the room with a stranger, right? To me it seems that despite the emptiness of her eyes, she doesn’t feel completely comfortable. She’s hugging her knees to her chest, which is a typical posture of uncertainty or fear.
“Well – I can’t just let you go, can I? You’d run straight to the police,” he growled, standing up abruptly. 

The girl laughed humorlessly, looking into his blue eyes. 

“You really are the most ridiculous of stereotypes. If I wanted to go to the police, I would have already.” 

Walking over to her, he pulled her up by a handful of black hair, kissing her lips roughly. And she does what? Struggle? Kiss back? Just stand there? Also, wouldn’t it hurt to be pulled up by your hair?
“But – I wouldn’t let you,” he whispered, dragging her to the bed uhm. By her hair again? By an arm?. The rusty springs protested as he threw her onto the faded pink coverlet. Put his next line here rather than down there, it fits perfectly here.
“I do not request your consent, nor do I require it.” 

Standing up seemed futile; he shoved her back down every time. It didn’t seem to perturb the dark-haired girl. How can anyone, no matter how brave, not feel fear when they’re being held down on a bed by a man? She should feel a something, at least. It wouldn’t make her character less strong, it would only make her more human.
“I brought you here, kept you here. How do you figure I couldn’t stop you from leaving?” 

His eyes darted to the hem of her shirt automatically, not noticing the look on his victim’s face. 

“Told you once, I don’t really want to say it again; I can leave if I want to, and you won’t be able to restrain me from walking out that door.” 

He snorted, contempt and scorn dancing through his eyes. Who did this little girl think she was?  Italics for thoughts?
“Prove it,” he said, eyes narrowing. 

The bed creaked again as she stood, standing on tip-toe to reach his lips. She threw her arms around his neck, leaning back and twisting so they would both fall onto the coverlet. So they “would” fall, or so they “did” fall? You don’t show them falling.
He pulled her shirt off, surprised she didn’t struggle. For a moment, it seemed everything would go his way – but the rest happened too fast to see. “to see.” Seems odd. Try something like: “too fast for him to grasp.” 

A knife plunged into his heart, just as she jumped clear, pulling the discarded shirt with her. His face was frozen in surprise, then pain. The girl smiled, watching as he sucked in his last breath. 

“With pleasure,”

Well-written, good tension, excellent :D A* for you. 

Your character is well described, and I think you should continue with this story. It’s a good short story, but could be an even better longer story. PM me if anything I said doesn’t make sense, because I have a tendency to be vague sometimes, haha :D

XxxDo
