Creep rose up on shaky legs, body covered in the gore of The Nail, berserker mindset already falling away again. 
The boy was rising up once more within him. Concetta walked over to him, approaching slowly and watching his every move. One deep breath was all that Creep could take in. 
He collapsed back to his knees in the middle of the remains of The Nail
, making a sickening squish as he did so. 

He shook all over, body convulsing and breaking out into a cold sweat. Concetta reached out to touch him, but he fell over on one side with a little whimper, like that of a hurt dog, and lay there in all the blood. 

“How?” Concetta asked. “How can the whelp that was here for three months sniveling like a babe be the same person that did this?” 

All that she received in response was a slight cough and a slight spasm 
from Creep. His mind was occupied with other things now. The blood, all of the blood, a great puddle spread out on the floor. All because of him. He had stormed in, he had fought The Nail, and he had reduced her to this with his bare hands. Would it ever stop? 

Concetta hurried to the door and leaned out into the hall. “Proskannaeo! Get some water and towels in here now! Have Boll bring some buckets too!” 

But what could would that do, Creep asked himself. There was so much blood, too much to clean up. 

Concetta came back over to Creep. 
She tugged at his arm, trying to pull him to his feet. 

“Quit your blathering,” she said. “You kill someone, you need 
to live with it.” 

“But all of the blood,” Creep finally said. 

“Yes, there’s a lot of blood,” Concetta replied. “That happens when you take off half a body’s face using your fists.” 

Creep allowed Concetta to pull him to his feet. Standing was hard; his legs seemed to be made of both pudding and of marble, both impossible to move and yet all too prone to collapsing. Putting his arm over her shoulders, Concetta led him over to the bed and sat him down. She stood in front of him, her arms crossed and her tail flicking in earnest. 

“You’re going to tell me what’s up,” Concetta said. Creep shook his head, this wasn’t the time for explanations. Concetta raked him across the cheek with her claws. 
He fell back and cried out in pain. Without flinching she took him by the shirt collar and sat him back up again. 

“Tell me,” she said, her eyes burning into him. 

Two enchanted, a Nereid with blue-tinted skin and an Anubite with a jackal’s head, came into the room with towels and buckets of water. Concetta whirled on them. 

“Get out,” she said with a snarl. They dropped the buckets and towels and left as fast as they could.
 Concetta turned back to Creep. A ghastly expression was on his face. She shook him until he looked up at her. 

“I won’t harbor someone who’ll snap on me,” she said. “No matter how harmless they look.” 

“I won’t hurt you,” Creep said. 

“How do I know that?” Concetta demanded. 

“Have you ever traveled from one world to another?” Creep asked. 

“What?” Concetta asked. “No, I’ve no need of Gatekeepers. Why is this important?” 

“Because if you haven’t, there’s no need to kill you.” 

“So you kill customers of Gatekeepers?” 

“I kill those who killed first,” Creep said. “You have not been away from here, you did not kill. But some did. And I will kill them.” 

Concetta paused. “You’re not from the City?” 

Creep shook his head. “I’m from whatever world it is your city travels to.” 

Concetta turned away, her tail flicking ever faster now. It didn’t matter to Creep. What would be known would be known if it was what fate had designed. And yet while he lived by it, he did not trust that same fate that had brought him here to an uncertain campaign. 

“You’re here for revenge?” Concetta asked. Creep nodded, his hands shaking and clammy. 

Concetta sighed and walked across the room towards the door. Creep began to calm down. He swallowed the lump in his throat as Concetta sealed them both in the room. She walked over to the towels that the two enchanted had left in the room and grabbed one. Creep watched her as she strode back to him, taking off her shirt as she walked. 
Remembering modesty he looked away, but Concetta came up to him and turned his head back to her. He tried to resist, but she would not allow him. 

“You’re a mess,” she said as she began to wipe off the blood. He didn’t know what she was doing. Adolescent hormones surged through him and told him to do one thing while his mind told him to do another. Concetta kept after him, cleaning off the remains of his deed. Then, she let the blood-stained towel fall to the floor. 

Creep tried to get up, but Concetta pushed him back down to the bed. She pushed him back on it 
and climbed on after him, straddling him and stroking his face. There was resistance on his part, but she ignored it and began to kiss him, licking his lips with her rough tongue. Creep pulled away, tried to get some space between the two of them. Yet Concetta held him close. 

“You need this,” she said, reaching a hand down to undo the button on his pants. “Believe it or not, you need it. You can’t survive all this killing without it.” 

Creep wanted to protest this, wanted to say that he could go on without committing this act. And yet, he knew that he could not
. If he was going to fall apart like this every time he killed, then the vengeance he so desired would go unfulfilled. So, in the end, he gave up and let Concetta do what she wanted. 

So,
 amid the perfume and the blood, Concetta undressed Creep—in more ways than one. She took him: body, heart, and soul. 

Thus ends Act 1 of the story of Creep.
�Just a grammar comment. You have the first phrase as an independent clause then two dependent clauses. I personally think this has one too many dependent clauses at the end. It kind of feels like you’re rambling or you forgot to add this little detail, so you stuck it in there.


�This doesn’t make sense to me. Is he afraid to smell her? Maybe quick gasps for air, but he stopped breathing altogether? 


�This is also a personal nitpick, but it bothers me when there are repetitive articles/prepositions like this. In the…of the… It’s so… blah. XD I try to avoid these ‘cause it sounds repetitious even though it’s not. It’s hard to explain. xD I would either reword this or get rid of it since we know he’s standing where he was fighting the nail, hence the gore.


�Awesome. xD


�I’m not sure we’re explaining all too much. He’s going all spastic because of Concetta because he killed the nail or because Concetta’s there? It’s not normal, I do believe, for a kid to fall to his knees whimpering when a woman’s in front of him. Maybe clue us in (foreshadow) on this answer.


�First Concetta went all sensitive and whore-ish on him, and now she’s acting like a concerned friend or sister. At least, that’s what I’m getting, and I don’t much like it. I feel she’s out of character here. Maybe put some description/tag or clear things up for me. XD


�Reptition of slight. May we get a bit more creative with our words, or were you going for an effect? ‘Cause I was feeling no good effect, anyway. xD


�Exclamation points are good, but overdose is silly. We know she’s shouting. You could probably keep one exclamation point—the one when she’s shouting the girl’s name—and change the others to periods.


�She was already by Creep. He just keeled over. xD


�I feel that’s not needed in Concetta’s voice. That’s probably just me and my fried brain, but a short and sweet response would be cool. You kill someone, you deal. That kind of thing..


�This holds a lot of meaning, but squished in this paragraph, I don’t feel any effect. Like.. I thought she was just pawing his face. xD Maybe it should be a paragraph of its own.


�Seemed more effective. Concetta was scary at that point, so I thought maybe the enchanted should hurry out ASAP. 


�At this point, I’m feeling a repetitive sentence structure—parallel structure?—that’s rather annoying. You start with a pronoun/name over and over in this paragraph. Concetta…Creep…He…She…Creep… Get a little variety here so the reader doesn’t feel like they should hate this part.


�This is repetitive…and close together—two no-no’s. xD I’d get rid of the second one.


�Could not or would not? 


�Wait, this was confusing. So… he doesn’t want his vengeance fulfilled? He’s falling apart for the umpteenth time, which supposedly means his vengeance is unfulfilled thus far. 


�Ick. The sentence prior to this started with the same word and comma. I let the first one slide, but this is too much. xD





