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Larry Nodens took out a Lliogor from his pack and lit it, casting a contemplative gaze at the man sprawled on the sidewalk. The victim, dressed in an ill-fitting suit, exhibited horrifying wounds that marred his face and chest.

"What do we know, Horace?" Larry inquired, turning to the tall sergeant standing nearby. Horace Whately stood at an imposing height of nearly 7 feet, with a muscular frame, short black hair, and light-brown skin. His features held an unsettling expression.

"Not much, Inspector," Horace responded. "A security guard stumbled upon the body near the docks and promptly reported it. He discovered the victim during his routine walk after finishing his tea. He flagged a patrolman, who called it in."

“Has anything been touched or moved?” the inspector asked the patrolman.

“No, Sir,” the patrolman replied.

"Any identification?" Larry asked Horace.

"None," Horace replied. "No signs of robbery either."

Larry approached Frank Belknap, the medical examiner, his attention shifting to the victim's condition.

"What can you tell me, Frank?" he inquired.

"Based on the lividity and rigor mortis, I estimate the time of death to be approximately three hours ago," Belknap explained. "The cause of death appears to be a gunshot wound, likely from a shotgun. It caused severe internal bleeding and fractures in his cranium as well as rib fractures that punctured vital organs, ultimately leading to his demise."

Larry nodded, acknowledging the medical examiner's assessment, as Frank departed to continue his work.

Approaching the crime scene tape, Larry joined Detective Farley Lake, who was already examining the scene. She had dark hair and pale skin that contrasted sharply with her black eye makeup and lipstick. She wore a tight, black, sleeveless top, paired with tight black pants. Adorned with a spiked black leather collar around her neck and matching bracelets on her wrists, she exuded a unique style.

"This is an alarming amount of blood for a man of his size," Farley commented, her gaze fixed on the victim.

"I agree," Larry concurred, his attention drawn to a glimmer within the blood pool. He crouched down for a closer look and discovered a small metallic disk, roughly the size of a coin. It bore an unusual symbol. Turning it over, the reverse side remained blank and featureless.

The three of them continued scouring the area, searching for any further evidence linked to the crime. Their efforts yielded a small black folder. Larry opened it and discovered several papers adorned with peculiar markings, each featuring the same enigmatic symbol.

Larry glanced at Farley and Horace, formulating a plan.

"Farley, I want you to contact the department's translator," he instructed, handing her the folder. "Ask them to decipher this language and see if it provides any insights into our investigation. Call me immediately with any updates. I'll be at the station with Alan."

Larry left the crime scene, his mind focused on unraveling the mysteries concealed within the symbol, the blood-stained scene, and the enigmatic papers that held potential answers.

¤

Larry made his way to the office of Superintendent Pazia Gaunt, the Commander of the Criminal Investigation Division. As he entered, his eyes fell upon Superintendent Gaunt, a tall woman with an angular face, her skin displaying a faint bluish tint. She sat behind her oak desk, exuding an air of authority.

"Inspector Nodens, report," she demanded.

"CoCID, I've just discovered a deceased individual on the docks. I was hoping to obtain forensic assistance on this case. Additionally, I found this on the body," Larry explained, handing her the metallic disk. Superintendent Gaunt glanced at it and then placed it in a drawer of her desk. She pressed a button on her terminal.

"Send forensics to me," she ordered. "I don't care what they're currently occupied with. I want them now."

She then turned her attention back to Larry. "The body is at the docks?" she inquired.

"Yes," Larry confirmed. "Allow me to provide more details. The victim is male, likely in his early forties. His body is covered in wounds, particularly his face. He is missing his jaw, eyes, nose, and one ear."

"The injuries were inflicted by a shotgun. His chest and head had been blasted open," Larry continued.

Just then, a forensics technician, George Birch, arrived at the office.

"Technician George Birch reporting, as ordered," he announced.

Superintendent Gaunt wasted no time. "This is Inspector Nodens. The body is located at the docks. I need you to examine it immediately. Collect any other blood, skin, and hair samples at the scene and deliver them to the lab as soon as possible."

"Yes, ma'am," George responded promptly.

"Inspector Nodens, I want you to head to the medical examiner's office. Gather all available information about the victim: his identity, origins, everything. Go," Superintendent Gaunt instructed.

Larry nodded and swiftly exited the office, determined to carry out his orders.

"Farley!" he called out to his colleague. "I need you to find out the background of our victim."

"Yes, Sir," Farley acknowledged, already preparing to fulfill the task.

Larry embarked on the lengthy walk down the corridor, making his way to the morgue.

"Inspector Nodens!" Sergeant Prinn, the desk sergeant, called out, jogging towards him.

"What is it?" Larry inquired.

"I just received a report about a deceased body. It was discovered approximately half an hour ago. They suspect it may be the work of a Ravager," Prinn said.

"Where?" Larry questioned, his attention piqued.

"At the Kadath Club," the sergeant replied.

"Thank you," Larry acknowledged, his mind now focused on this new development.
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Larry maneuvered his Shantak cautiously through the narrow lanes of Little Leng, an uncharacteristically clean neighborhood nestled between the vibrant districts of Tchotown, Ulthar, Oriab, and New Dylath. Amongst all the districts in Dylath-Leen, Little Leng unsettled Larry the most.

The residents of Little Leng hailed from the desolate plateau to the north of the Cerenarian Sea. Despite the milder climate in Dylath-Leen, the Lengites always covered themselves from head to toe, leaving only their wide-smiling faces and long-fingered hands exposed.

Much like the rest of the city, the buildings in Little Leng stood mostly three stories tall. However, in the daylight, they appeared aged and dilapidated, their paint fading, roofs steep, and windows narrow and tall, resembling arrow slits. Signs and advertisements throughout the district were adorned with inscrutable Lengite script.

The streets of Little Leng were always clean. Some said it was because Lengites ate whatever they could catch. Most believed it was because Little Leng was chosen by the Overlords as the venue for the Selection. 

Unable to procreate among themselves, the Overlords required breeding partners. Consequently, they designated the mysterious Little Leng district as the place for choosing their mates. Once selected, the law mandated that the chosen individuals accompany the Overlords. While many disappeared forever, those who resurfaced found themselves showered with wealth and fame. Naturally, everyone aspired to be chosen, flocking to the clubs of Little Leng hoping to catch the Overlords' attention.

The Kadath Club was one such Selection site. Its unassuming brick exterior blended with the surrounding buildings, except for the prominent neon depiction of a Yithian, a cone shaped being with several tentacles and feelers protruding from it, on the second floor. Larry parked his vehicle in an empty space in front of the club and stepped out.

Approaching the entrance, he encountered a tall and muscular woman serving as the bouncer. Her light brown hair framed her dark brown eyes, and her attire consisted of a sleeveless shirt showcasing her well-toned arms and a short skirt highlighting her powerful legs.

"No press without an appointment," she stated softly.

"Inspector Nodens, CID. I'm here regarding the body that was discovered," Larry introduced himself.

"Oh, well then, come on in," she replied, opening the door for him.

Larry entered the small and dimly lit foyer. The floor boasted a polished dark wood, while the walls were adorned with vibrant yet unsettling paintings. All the art depicted the same figure—a young girl with black hair and pallid skin—chronicling her journey from childhood to death. Larry fixated on one particular painting that portrayed her buried in the ground, her neck broken and eyes hauntingly open.

The rhythmic sound of drums snapped Larry out of his reverie, the music echoing like a faint heartbeat that intensified as he distanced himself from the paintings. Ahead, the hallway opened up into a spacious room with a bar to the right and a small stage to the left. A handful of men and women danced to the slow beat, and the woman from the entrance appeared at Larry's side.

"Pay no mind to the paintings. They're merely meant to provoke emotions. You'll learn more if you don't let them affect you," she advised, extending her hand.

"I'm Jasmine," she introduced herself.

Larry shook her hand. "Inspector Nodens."

She offered him a smile, revealing sharp and pointed teeth.

"Where can I find the body?" Larry asked.

"Through those doors and to the right," she directed.

"Thank you," Larry acknowledged.

"I'll be here," Jasmine assured him.

¤

Larry made his way down the hallway and pushed open the double doors, entering a small and unembellished room. The white walls lacked any decoration, and the concrete floor had a simple coat of paint. It appeared to be a kitchen annex. Positioned in the center was a solitary stainless steel table.

Lying on the table was once a woman in her mid-twenties. She had a voluptuous figure attractive features despite her black hair matted with dried blood and her face marred by a series of circular lacerations. Two of her teeth were missing, and a deep gash ran from her right eyebrow, across her eye, and onto her cheek, leaving the eye swollen shut. Larry's experience with head wounds led him to conclude that her skull had suffered severe trauma in addition to the bite marks on her face.

The room exuded a cold atmosphere, and the harsh lighting did no favors to the deceased, but Larry remained unfazed. He had witnessed far worse in his career. What bothered him was the absence of any form of identification on the victim, aside from her high-end clothing and jewelry. There was no purse, phone, or any other personal belongings that could help identify her.

As the door swung open, Jasmine walked in, positioning herself next to Larry and leaning over the body.

"You don't seem too concerned about having a corpse in your club," Larry remarked.

"Tiffany was one of my top waitresses," Jasmine responded, giving Larry a sideways glance.

"So, the victim was an employee. I'll need her information," Larry requested.

"I'll fetch her file. Since she's from around here, I know who to contact regarding her body. But you're the investigator, don't you need to ask me questions or something?"

"When was she discovered?" Larry inquired.

"Just before dawn. Some customers noticed a foul odor near the dumpsters out back. I can't pinpoint which one exactly since there are several in the alley. Regardless, they found her and contacted the police," Jasmine explained.

"How did she end up in this room from the dumpster?" Larry pressed further.

"I don't know," Jasmine admitted.

"This is an investigation, and I'll need all the details," Larry insisted.

Jasmine bit her lip slightly before responding, "I'll bring you the file."

She left the room, leaving Larry alone. He glanced at the corpse one last time before realizing something. Retrieving his phone from his pocket, he noticed that there was no signal in the room. He returned to the lounge area and conducted a quick search to find a spot where he could get a weak signal. He dialed his partner's number, eager to share the latest developments.

¤

"Boss, where are you?," his partner, Horace asked. “The Commissioner Fenner called a special briefing.

"I'm at the Kadath Club crime scene. No significant leads yet, but there's something peculiar that I wanted to discuss with you," Larry replied.

"What is it?" his partner asked, curious.

"They moved the body from where it was originally found. It seems like someone cleaned and carefully laid it out. The victim worked as a waitress at the Kadath Club," Larry explained.

"So?" his partner responded, sounding unconvinced.

"The body was discovered in a dumpster. It's highly unlikely that the killer brought it here," Larry elaborated.

"Maybe the killer intended to come back later and dispose of the body. Perhaps they're just an organized murderer," his partner suggested.

"That's possible. But it's not the most probable scenario. Most killers prefer to get rid of the body as quickly as possible to minimize the chances of getting caught. They don't usually go to the trouble of setting up a scene like this," Larry countered.

"Could it have been an accident?" his partner questioned.

"The victim had a crushed skull. It's difficult to accidentally cause that kind of fatal injury," Larry responded.

"So, the killer likely murdered her elsewhere and dumped the body in the dumpster?" his partner deduced.

"Yes, that seems plausible. However, someone then removed the body from the dumpster and brought it into the club," Larry explained.

"Who would do something like that?" his partner pondered.

"I don't know yet. But whoever it was, they did it recently," Larry stated.

"Maybe the perpetrator was some sick individual with a necrophilia fetish. People like that often believe they're not doing anything wrong; they see it as showing respect to the dead or something twisted like that.”

"I'll add that to the list of questions to ask Jasmine. By the way, where are you? I can hear background noise," Larry inquired.

"I'm in the Commissioner's office. He called a meeting," his partner replied.

"Why? Did he give any indication?" Larry asked, concerned.

"No, he didn't provide any details. Just said it was important, and everyone had to be present," his partner revealed.

"Damn. That doesn't sound good.”

“The meeting is starting,” Horace said. “I'll see you when I get to the crime scene.”

After hanging up, Larry pocketed his phone and scanned the room for Jasmine. He spotted her engaged in conversation with an unfamiliar man. The man, well-dressed in a business suit, exuded an air of disdain as he observed the surroundings. Jasmine noticed Larry and beckoned him over.

"Hello, Inspector. This is my uncle, Edwin Lillibridge. Uncle Enoch, this is the detective I mentioned to you," Jasmine introduced.

Larry scrutinized the man and felt a sense of familiarity. Suddenly, it clicked. He had encountered him before, sitting in the Commissioner’s office in a large wooden chair, both of them wearing stern expressions.

"Hello," Larry greeted cautiously.

Enoch interrupted Jasmine before she could say anything further, not even bothering to turn his head.

"I need to speak with you. Come along," Enoch declared, leading the way.
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Enoch turned around and led the way deeper into the club. Jasmine exchanged a glance with Larry, and then he followed Enoch through a narrow corridor that eventually led to a staircase. They descended the stairs, finding themselves in an old stone corridor with multiple doors branching off. The first door on the right stood open, emanating a warm golden light.

Entering the room, Larry discovered a long table covered in papers and scattered books. At one end of the table sat a man even more impeccably dressed than Enoch. Other men sat around the table.

"Gentlemen, we have a problem," the man at the head of the table began, not acknowledging Larry’s presence.

"We have several, Bowen. Which one are you specifically referring to?" Enoch asked.

"The new batch of ghouls you imported, Enoch," Bowen replied.

"What about them?" Enoch inquired, seemingly unfazed.

"They're alive," Bowen revealed.

Enoch chuckled dismissively. "So? We always have a few live ones."

"I understand that, Enoch, and you know that. But Commissioner Feery just found out, and he's furious about it," Bowen explained.

Larry noted Bowen’s familiarity with the Commissioner.

"So? He'll find something else to be furious about tomorrow. The man has a stick up his arse so far he's choking on it," Enoch retorted nonchalantly.

Bowen sighed, clearly exasperated. "I know you're all busy people, so I'll get straight to the point. The Ghouls are a concern, but not a major one. "

Before the conversation could progress further, Larry decided to interject. "Excuse me, folks. I'm Inspector Nodens, and I'm here about the corpse in the room upstairs."

The speaker, irritated at the interruption, replied curtly, "Yes?"

Larry directed his attention to him. "And you are?"

"I am Enoch Bowen, the owner of the Kadath Club, and these are the directors," Enoch introduced.

"I was wondering who allowed this club to be used as a dumping ground for corpses," Larry stated bluntly.

Enoch appeared shocked and embarrassed, exclaiming, "We didn't know!"

"This isn't a bloody dumping ground! We're just a regular club," Bowen retorted indignantly.

"This is far from a regular club. It's a Selection site for the Overlords, located in Little Leng. Upstairs, there's the corpse of a young woman, an employee, that Jasmine said was found in a dumpster and brought here," Larry explained, his voice filled with authority.

The two club owners exchanged glances, and Enoch genuinely seemed taken aback. "Shit. I had no idea that the body had been moved into the club!" he exclaimed.

"I didn't either," Bowen admitted, his tone more subdued.

Larry scanned the faces of the club owners around the table, sensing that they were withholding something. However, he decided to let it go for the moment.

"Your club is now a crime scene. It will remain closed until we complete our investigation," Larry declared firmly.

Turning his attention back to Larry, Enoch spoke apologetically, "Look, Inspector, I know you're just doing your job, and I'm sorry for the trouble, but..."

"But what? You're sorry that I have to do my job?" Larry interrupted, a hint of annoyance in his voice.

"No! Sorry, that came out wrong. What I mean is... we run a legitimate business here," Enoch clarified.

"So, the Overlords favor this place," Larry deduced.

"Yes. We provide them with hosts," Enoch confirmed.

"But don't all the clubs in Little Leng do that? Isn't it the only thing to do here?" Larry questioned.

Enoch nodded. "Yes, most of them supply hosts. However, we pride ourselves on being the best."
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