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| Answered Satan’s Craigslist Ad

“It sounded like a good idea, but everyone told me it wasn’t safe and that he would end
up killing me, blah, blah, blah. So, I did the only logical thing and ignored all the warnings. And
moved in with some guy | found online.”

“Why would you still choose to move in when everyone suggested otherwise?” Dr.
Klopp asks me.

“The rent was cheap, the apartment was nice, he was nice. And | was frantically trying to
find somewhere to live while | have my internship. It wasn’t until two months later that things
started to get freaky.”

“Freaky?” she gives me look telling me to explain.

“Well...it started out small. He would get mad if I was up past 3am which isn’t often, but
if I can’t sleep, I study for my online classes. I can’t have more than one person over at a time, I
can’t use anything that’s his. He’s really weird about that, but it gets worse.” I say while
watching her make a list of all the things psychos do.

“How so?”

“Just remember you asked for this.”

“Liv! Are you home?” I heard Justin shout. I quickly picked everything up off my floor
and threw all the trash away that was lying around.

“In my room!” I scrambled to open my laptop and pretended | was answering emails.

I could hear his loud footsteps as he made his way through the apartment. He knocked on
the door even though it was open. “There’s still dishes in the sink,” was the first thing he said.

I nodded. “I know, I got home thirty minutes ago and haven’t had the chance to do them.”
“But you had thirty minutes since you got home.”

I didn’t say anything as I brushed past him to do the damn dishes. “How long have they
been there?”

I rolled my eyes. Here we go again. “Since this morning, Justin. I rinsed them out and set
them in here because | didn’t have time before my internship to do them.” I grabbed the soap and
started scrubbing.

He didn’t say anything as he stared at me washing and scrubbing and rinsing. He did that
often; it’s like it turned him on to see me clean. It was disturbing to say the least.

“MaryAnn is coming over later,” he said after | was done washing.

| internally groaned. Oh no, not that bitch. “Great.”
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“Remember to stay in your room.” Trust me, | will, I thought to myself, but I just nodded
at him and plopped down on the couch while he made dinner.

| tried to enjoy the latest episode of Game of Thrones since | was only allowed two hours
of TV time a day. Another one of his weird rules. | was barely at the apartment so it never
bothered me. Plus, | had a laptop to watch whatever and whenever | wanted.

Then there was a knock at the door. “I’ll get it.” Justin opened the door and in walked
MaryAnn. I thought she wouldn’t be here until later?

They didn’t say anything to each other as they came over into the living room. She was
carrying a black garbage bag that smelled so foul and nasty it made my eyes water. Justin was
holding newspapers, scissors, knives, and a giant bowl.

What is this, some sort of sacrifice?
“Olivia, do you mind?” Justin said while trying to casually nod towards my room.

“Got it, but I have to say I’'m a little offended I never get to partake in the sacrificing of
small woodland creatures in the middle of our living room,” I said only joking, but neither one of
them laughed. Tough Crowd.

| locked my room door and continued Game of Thrones.

It was about two hours later when | heard a knock on my door. Justin was standing there
with a very unsettling expression on his face. “Liv, I need you out here for something.”

“For what?” I asked trying to roll my eyes.
“Something,” he said as he walked back down the hall.

I slowly followed him. It was dark except for the few candles that were lit. MaryAnn was
mixing something in a bowl and Justin was pointing to a giant red pentagram painted on the
hardwood where our rug used to be.

“What the- | am not paying to fix that.”

“Liv, you’ve been the best roommate which is why I think it’s going to work this time.”
He gripped my arm and led me to the center of the circle.

“So...your roommate tried to sacrifice you to Satan?”” Dr. Klopp asks me.
I nod. “Basically.”

She writes something down in her notepad. “Is there anything else you want to say about
that?”

“Don’t answer roommate ads online.”
“That’s all?” she asks, prodding for more.

I shrug. “Always do a background check on any potential internet roommate. There’s a
lot of creeps out there, and I’m not about to make the same mistake twice.”



