CLAMP SCHOOL

PARANORMAL
INVESTIGATORS

4 Wrren by lomiyuki Matsumoto
: Ilustrated by CLAMP 3



CLAMP School Paranormal Investigators Vol. 3
Written by Tomiyuki Matsumoto
lllustrated by CLAMP

Translation - Ray Yoshimoto
English Adaptation - Jamie S. Rich
Copy Editor - Abigail Phillips
Proofreader - Peter Ahlstrom
Design and Layout - John Lo and James Lee
Cover Design - Jorge Negrete

Editor - Nicole Monastirsky
Digital imaging Manager - Chris Buford
Pre-Press Manager - Antonio DePietro
Production Managers - Jennifer Miller and Mutsumi Miyazaki

Art Director - Matt Alford

Managing Editor - Jill Freshney

VP of Production - Ron Klamert
Editor-In-Chief - Mike Kiley

President and C.0.0. - John Parker
Publisher and C.E.O. - Stuart Levy

TOKYOPOP Inc.
5900 Wilshire Bivd. Suite 2000
Los Angeles, CA 90036

E-mail: info@TOKYOPOP.com
Come visit us online at www.TOKYOPOP.com

CLAMP-GAKUEN KAIKIGENSHO-KENKYUKA JIKEN FILE VOL. 3 Al rights reserved. No portion of this book may be
© Tomiyuki Matsumoto 2000 © CLAMP 2000 reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means
First published in Japan in 2000 by without written permission from the copyright hoiders.
KADOKAWA SHOTEN PUBLISHING CO., LTD., Tokyo. This manga is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to
English Translation rights arranged with actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is
KADOKAWA SHOTEN PUBLISHING CO., LTD., Tokyo entirely coincidental.
through TUTTLE-MORI AGENCY, INC., Tokyo.

English text copyright © 2005 TOKYOPOP Inc.

ISBN: 1-59532-093-8

First TOKYOPQP printing: March 2005
10 9 87 654321
Printed in the USA


mailto:info@TOKYOPOP.com
http://www.T0KY0P0P.com
















Prologue

In an empty space, within an infinite darkness, a new
consciousness, a being of thought, was born:

Where ...am I?

Where?

The being had no words.

He had no voice; he could not form the sounds.

He spoke only to himself, within his own existence.
He searched for an answer in the void:

Who ...am I?

And so it was that he, a singular point of life
manifested as a growing point of light, came to be and
began to drift slowly across an endless sky.

This is a bad sign.

A cherub stood at a lonely vista and looked upon
the night sky. He frowned as the heavens revealed their
new inhabitant.

There’s a star traveling on its own, ignoring the rules of the

universe. It’s an omen. It brings bad tidings to everyone.



The angel was on a nameless, isolated mountaintop
in a remote and faraway land. His thoughts were in an
ancient tongue, and though his appearance was that of a
boy, his age was that of a man. He looked behind him,
over his shoulder, and then back over the horizon where
he had seen the star. Then, as if making a silent resolution,
he turned around and started off in the opposite direction
of where he had been going.

But then, he stopped.

Hmm, he thought. Now that I consider it further, this is
the direction of—

He cut his thinking off short. He wanted to be sure.
The cherub scanned his own memories. Images of his
own personal wars and the resulting peace flickered
through his mind like an old, silent film.

Yes. Just as I feared. The path of instinct is leading me
directly toward that school.

He remembered the sea.

An oceanside campus.

And a coed who hovered in his memories like a goddess.

Mifuyu-dono.

He checked the straps that held a large sword to his
back. He tightened their knots, took a deep breath, and

resumed walking, this time at a much quicker pace.

WoKO
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I wish that I could become an astronaut. I wish, I wish . . .

Across the world, in the East, a young girl was also
watching the night sky. When she saw a falling star, she
closed her eyes, put her hands together, and wished upon it.

The hoshi-sama has flown from my view! Oh, shooting
stars are wonderful! I hope it heard my wish!

The girl stepped away from her window and
retreated to the confines of her bedroom.

In the center of the room was her bed, decked out
in bright pink linen. Next to it were her stuffed
animals—a chubby, round cat and a raggedy polar bear.
Next to these rather normal-looking toys was a large
monster. It had big eyes and a spiny back, like a tiny
dinosaur.

“Zetton,” the girl whispered.

She was dressed in her pajamas, ready for slumber.
She climbed onto her bed and picked up the toy
monster. She squeezed it in her arm and rubbed her
cheek lovingly against its plush surface.

“Please wait for me until I can come to see you,
okay?”

She ran her fingers across the round nubs that ran
along the toy’s back, following them along its short tail.

There was a tag on it that read: My dear friend Sakiko.
The girl giggled at seeing her own name. She was
remembering who had given it to her, who had written

the tag. Koji-san . . .
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Squeezing the doll in her arms again, one hand
wrapped around the tip of the monster’s tail, she

whispered, “Thank you.”
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CLAMP School’s campus was built on Tokyo Bay. It was
a massive school, designed on a circular layout.

The University Division took up the southeast side.
Among its many buildings was the Science Center. In
one of the bigger laboratories, another girl was silently
working at her computer.

“Phew,” she whistled, taking a deep breath. The girl
rubbed her brow with her forearm, finally looking up
from the monitor after what seemed like hours (and very
well may have been). “The analysis of the research data is
now complete!” she announced to herself. “At last my
project is coming together!”

Removing her thick milk-bottle glasses, the girl
rubbed her eyes, as if she were trying to wipe her
tiredness away. It had the opposite effect, though, and
drew a yawn from her mouth. She reached her arms
above her head and stretched.

When the morning had begun, her hair had been
combed into a perfect braid. Now, as the day drew to its
close, it was coming undone. Several ragged ends were

poking out, pointing in directions all their own.
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Perhaps she had been staring at the computer screen
even longer than she thought.

She suddenly froze, like she had been jolted with a
bolt of lightning and paralyzed. She was looking at a
thick blue file sitting next to her workstation, almost as if
it was the first time she had seen it. The girl squared her
shoulders and energetically hopped oft her seat. She
grabbed the file.

Written across it in marker was:

Supernatural Phenomena Research Association
Case Files

It doesn’t matter how many times I look at it, she
thought, it still has the same effect. It’s like electricity is racing
through my body! I hate them so much!

She swiftly flipped through the pages.

A mysterious train wreck eerily emerged
from the tunnels, wreaking havoc aboveground.

She turned to another section.

CLAMP School’s commemorative tree withered in
a single night. . . . Unbelievable monster surfaced in the
back hills of Genbu Park. It fell upon the high school div-

ision and immediately started to destroy what it found.
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The folder was filled with detailed reports covering
a wide range of inexplicable events that had occurred at
CLAMP School. Many of the stories had photographs
chronicling the bewildered reactions of the student body.

Also, in each report, there appeared the same name
over and over. It was the name of the group whose
members were in all of the photos.

The Supernatural Phenomena Research Association.

Pfffft!

The girl scoffed.

Every time this suspicious-sounding and seemingly
unscientific group goes into action, our campus is turned into a
vision of hell! They defy the laws of God and are libertines of
the worst kind!

The girl emitted a vigorous snort and shut the file
emphatically.

Miharu Takanashi put her glasses back on.

As long as I am the chairman of the CLAMP School
Lifestyle-Monitoring Committee, I will use all my power to put
a stop to this fraudulent organization! I will never let them have
their way!

Across the room, the door opened. A thin man wearing
a lab coat poked his head through. “Oh,” he said, speaking in
leisurely tones, “is the physics lab usually open this late?”

This sudden appearance of another person startled
Miharu. “P-professor!” she stammered. She immediately

stood, straightening her back at attention.
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“l appreciate your passion for research,” the
teacher said, “but 1 wouldn’t recommend a young girl
such as yourself staying on campus so long after
business hours.”

“Y-y-yes, sir.”

She didn’t know why she was stuttering, but Miharu
took it as a sign and began straightening and gathering up
her things.

The Professor had a desk at the lab, and he walked
over to it. He began absentmindedly digging through a
mountain of papers. “What are you working on?” he
asked.

“S-sir . .. I was studying the relationship of light to
the immune systems of major and minor organisms.”

“Oh, you don’t say?”

“Some organisms, especially mammals, receive a
variety of biological benefits from light. I was—er—
studying the reactions of biological immune systems
exposed to different degrees and wavelengths of radiance.”

“Well, never let it be said you aren’t ambitious. That’s
quite a complicated research subject” The Professor
spoke gently and backed up his words with a reassuring
smile. “Just try not to overdo it. Overworking isn’t good
for anyone. This is the sort of project you should tackle a
little bit at a time, day by day. Go ahead and finish up
what you’re doing, and then why not call it a night”

“O-okay, s-sir. Thank you very much.”
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Validation from the Professor gave Miharu an
unexpected thrill, and she couldn’t suppress her grin. She
hurriedly gathered the rest of her things and left the lab.

Once Miharu was gone, the Professor sat back in his
chair and breathed a sigh of relief. He retrieved a large
blue file from one of his drawers and began to look
through it.

Coincidentally, the outside read:

Supernatural Phenomena Research
Association Activity File

Heh-heh-heh, he chuckled to himself. Now then, let’s
check and see what the gang has gotten itself into lately. It’s been
a quiet couple of weeks, but I have a feeling it’s only a matter of
time before more wackiness ensues.

The Professor smiled contentedly as he made his
way through the report.

-9~
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There was a snapping sound.
The hand that had been flipping the cards over,
stopped in midair.
“What was that?”

All of this was happening in an exceptionally clean

one-room apartment. As far as apartments go, this one was
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something of a mansion. It was expansive and well-kept. In
the center of the room was a marble table on which sat a
burning candle with a red flame. Its flickering light revealed
a set of antique tarot cards laid out neatly on the marble.

A young woman was conducting the reading. It was
her apartment. Just as she was about to reveal the latest
card, she felt a strange sensation in the air. She got up
from her chair swiftly, almost knocking it over, and
opened the curtains.

She said nothing as she peered at the world outside.

Only silence peered back at her.

No, not silence. Rather, the sound of stillness—a
thing like silence but yet—not. It echoed through the
dark streets.

After several extended moments of nothing, the young
woman returned to the table. She restacked the cards and
shuffled them before starting to lay them out again.

A lonely star .. . alost child . . .

She flipped over each card, one at a time. Once
again, her hand stopped in mid-action. The second-to-
last card she flipped over was the one that foretold the
near future.

The illustration on the card was of a castle destroyed
by lightning. Its meaning: misfortune and destruction.

It seems that something, she thought, measuring out
her words as if she were explaining them to an unseen

person, is about to happen.
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Closing her eyes, she lifted her face toward the
heavens. Exhaling, she opened her eyes, and they shone
with a newfound determination.

The result will be . ..

The young woman flipped over the final card.

What she saw hit her heart like a pinprick, but she
steeled herself against it. She must have strength!

It appears that I must go to the school.

She stacked the cards once more.

e® e

Time was on the march and Kei was keenly aware of it.
Like so many people across the world, he was watching
the stars, patiently watching them drift, traces of light
moving across the sky. Each seemed like the ticking of the
second hand on an old watch.

He hadn’t been back to CLAMP School for some
time, but he was about to return once more.The first visit
had been a memorable, albeit brief, adventure. He
marveled at the possibilities his second visit might
present.

“I must save them,” he said, almost as if telling it to

the stars themselves, before disappearing into shadow.
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The Angel, Presently About
to Descend’(Part 1)

“Heads up, everyone! It’s almost time for the Cultural
Fair!” screamed the all-too-familiar happy voice.

The voice came from beneath an out-of-the-way
stairwell at the top of one of the buildings in the CLAMP
School High School Division campus.

“Among the various activities that are assigned
throughout each division are: the Incoming Students
Welcoming Festival, the impromptu Student Body
Spur-of-the-Moment Festival, and so many others,
more than I have time to name! CLAMP School loves
to throw a party. Even so, the fall’s All-School Cultural
Fair is the main event among main events! This is the
one where all the divisions: Kindergarten, Elementary,
Middle School, High School, University, and Graduate

12

School, join for one massive shindig
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The owner of the happy voice spun around, letting
his skirt rise in the air as he executed a perfect pirouette.
His long hair twirled with him, flowing luxuriously, and
his eyes sparkled with an intelligent curiosity.

“The fair is our time to shine! These days it seems
like most of the activities are geared toward the sports
clubs, but the Cultural Fair is tailor-made for those of us
who don'’t go for all that athletic grunting and sweating.
I don't think it’s too much of an exaggeration to say that
our performance here will dictate how we'’re perceived
for the rest of the year, and probably even years to come.
Everything hinges on the Cultural Fair!”

Another boy was seated next to the exuberant blond.
The words of his excited friend were pumping him full of
energy. He was tall and gangly and wore silver-rimmed
glasses. He was taking notes. “This will be the first official
event the newly reestablished Supernatural Phenomena
Research Association is going to enter,” he said matter-of-
factly, without a hint of a smile.“Until now, all we’ve done
is make the occasional research announcement and
statement of intent about our path of learning. By all
accounts, it’s been pretty dull stuft”

Next to the tall boy was a third male student. He
leaned back in a chair made of metal piping, his knees
pressed together. He scratched his cheeks, which were
especially popular with the coeds of CLAMP School. He

mumbled, “Yeah, all we did was post our handwritten
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reports on a wall in the corner of some classroom or other,
put on one slideshow, and passed out flyers at the school
entrance. | wouldn't exactly call that an exuberant effort.
Hardly anyone even came to our slideshow, either. It was
pretty much like we were putting on a show just for us.”

“But it was fun, wasn'’t it?”

This time a girl spoke. She was on the other side of
the third boy. She had a slightly dazed look about her and
idly fondled a sharp Japanese sword. Normally, she kept it
strapped on her back in an ornate scabbard, but she had
taken it off and was playfully rolling it over her lap.

“It’s fun to make announcements,” she said. “Sure, I
like the Cultural Fair, too, but it’s fun working hard and
doing research and writing what we find on big pieces of
paper. I like ordering pizza and staying up all night
making the flyers, too.”

Next to her was another girl, always the last to
speak. She was younger, and she nervously pinched the
ends of her skirt. She spoke softly. “That’s usually how
it goes anyway, isn't it? Even at festivals?” Her head
moved slightly with each word, setting off a chain
reaction that traveled through her hair, making the two
large pigtails on either side bob up and down. “There’s
so much going on all at once, it’s hard to get noticed.”

“So what? A festival is a festival!” cried the first boy.

And so we come full circle, back to the original

flamboyant child with the dancing feet! No doubt would
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deter his joy. His face was one giant smile as he resumed
his impassioned speech.

“Don’t you think that when it comes to festivals, the
happiness people feel as part of the event inspires them to
forgive anything?! The Festival Planning Committee—
hey, even the Student Body Executive Committee, which
runs practically every student activity at CLAMP
School—will be so caught up in a festive mood, they’ll
surely see our Association in a whole new light. This is
our best chance to finally be recognized by official

channels!”

YoKO

CLAMP School Incorporated was an immense, circular-
shaped academic institute built at the edge of Tokyo Bay.
It measured 3.2 kilometers in diameter and housed six
thousand faculty members and students (ten thousand if
you include associates in the count).

‘With its gates open to all young people, regardless of
birthright, social status, or financial position, CLAMP
School boasted a student body that was representative of
a diverse and free academic system. It had produced a
large number of distinct individuals and talents, making it
a singularly unusual school.

CLAMP School’s academic motto was “Purely,
Surely, and Beautifully” The core purpose of the school






Amid all this activity were field trips, study trips, school-
wide cultural fairs and theater festivals, movie-watching,
opera-viewing, painting contests, Bon Odori and harvest
festivals, spur-of-the-moment festivals put on by whatever
school division had the urge, schoolwide quiz meets, treasure
hunts, and whatever else anyone could imagine.

The list of events was only limited to the energy the
kids could sustain. At all times, there was some kind of
gathering, festival, or tournament somewhere on campus.

It wouldn’t be over-the-top to suggest that every day at
CLAMP School was a gathering, every moment a festival.

So the event at hand, the All-School Cultural Fair,
was merely one of the first, a way to kick-start the year
and celebrate the turning leaves of autumn. Considering
its scale and level of extravagance, though, it tended to be
the star among stars, the top festival amid a slate of
festivals miles long.

This was when all the Clubs came out, announced
themselves, and established a presence among the

CLAMP School Student Body.

'

~"
- -
[

4

4

“And so,” the vivacious blond boy continued, “this time
we have to properly organize our activities and make a
formal announcement! This is the Supernatural Phe-

nomena Research Association’s big chance!”
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However when Kyoko graduated, she personally
chose her successor—a CLAMP School High School
Division second-year male student, Yuki Ajiadou, a
member of Class A. Once Yuki—whom you know as the
blond boy—took over, the group’s activities took an
aggressive turn. Rather than study the paranormal from
afar, they began to examine these events up close, and the
new approach yielded a succession of eye-opening results.

The verification of the cursed ice cream.

The discovery and identification of an unknown
item unearthed from campus grounds.

The presence of a weapon of mass destruction that had
come to CLAMP School from somewhere beyond this world.

The sighting of a monster that was destroying one of
the school’s natural habitat parks.

The disposal of two other monsters who had
traveled to the present by way of the past.

The battle for treasure with the mysterious and
secret group dressed entirely in black.

... Just to name a few.

These were all missions spearheaded by Yuki, the new
Chairman, a charge into the heart of the supernatural
realm. It brought the group together as a unit, and each

member contributed his or her special talent.
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we've helped, and countless others who quietly follow
our exploits. If nothing else, we’re recognized by the
public at large”

“What are you talking about?!” Yuki shrieked. “You
can’t say that we’re publicly recognized. Don’t you get it?
Here at CLAMP School, you're an official Club with a
capital C only when you are registered as an official Club
with the Student Body Executive Committee. And if we
are recognized as an official Club, not only will we get
operational funds from the school, but we won'’t have to
keep asking for permission to do our research. In order to
ensure the desired progress of our group, we have to be
recognized and given our big C!”

Yuki sucked in a deep breath.

He was right, you know.

The Achilles’ heel of the Association was that they
were not an officially recognized Club. As mentioned
previously, although the group had built quite an
impressive resume of activities, there was never any
documented proof of their actions, and thus in the public
eye, they remained no more than a privately assembled
group of aficionados.

Still, in its own way, CLAMP School was an institution
open to new ideas.

The core business operations of the school were
almost exclusively under the jurisdiction of the Student

Body Executive Committee, which was a student



organization. This means that, for all intents and purposes,
the students run the school. The freedom of the students
was a fundamental priority in the foundation of CLAMP
School. Thus, Club activities were run freely, and no
matter how minor or narrow the niche, the school (or, if
you will, the Student Body Executive Committee) was
eager to offer its full cooperation and support.

Unfortunately, after the Club would leap over one
big hurdle of red tape, there was another one facing
them.

That hurdle was otherwise known as the Lifestyle-
Monitoring Committee, which worked with the Student
Body Executive Committee.

Although “Freedom for All Students” is an unofficial
motto, the powers that be knew it could not be a free-
for-all. With freedom came responsibility.

“What ideals are your Club based on? How will
it be operated, and how will activities be organized
and conducted?”

These were the questions that needed to be
answered in order to be awarded your big C. If these
items were not clearly developed, no sense of
responsibility among the Clubs could ever be fostered.
And eventually the student organizations would dissolve
amid hurt feelings, animosity, and aimlessness.

Ill-defined gatherings of kids could not win the
capital C.
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It was up to the Lifestyle-Monitoring Committee to
evaluate prospective organizations for their ability to
meet the aforementioned criteria.

And for whatever reason, the Supernatural
Phenomena Research Association’s application for Club
status was never accepted by the Lifestyle-Monitoring

Committee.

(And though 1 say Yor whatever
reason,” it was realfy for no other reason
than that they had not produced any evidence
of their achievements. Which is not to say
that Yuki and the gang did rot try, but
how do you prove you saw a 9Aosf?)

If the Supernatural Phenomena Research
Association could be recognized as an official Club,
then their activities would be publicly acknowledged,
the other students wouldn’t view them with suspicion,
and they would gain the full backing of the school,
allowing them to engage in off-campus activities as
part of their Club’s agenda. They would also gain
access to an almost limitless budget to fund these
activities.

The difference between being an official Club and
not being one, in terms of freedom of movement, was as

far as the distance between heaven and Earth. So it was
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understandable that when the subject came up, Yuki’s
voice got louder and more adamant.

The boy with the silver-rimmed glasses was
Takayuki Usagiya. He was the oldest male member of the
Association and often the voice of reason. “Perhaps it
would aid our purpose if we narrowed down our research
theme,” he said. “If we stick our fingers into every pie at
the banquet table, we’re just going to end up with sticky
fingers and a lot of messed up pies. Pretty thin results, by
any standard. If we want to showcase our unique
discoveries and successful missions, then we should pick
one theme and research it through and through.”

“Do you have any good suggestions, Takayuki-
senpai?” the girl with the pigtails asked. She was Rion
Ibuki, and she achieved the special effects in her hair by the
clever placement of dainty pink bows. She looked Takayuki
right in his eyes.

Takayuki folded his arms and pondered Rion’s
question. “Well . . . I could choose randomly, but that
wouldn’t necessarily be the best way to motivate every
member of the group. We have to pick a subject everyone
here would be interested in.”

It was now time for the girl with the sword to speak up.
“But, Takayuki-kun,” Mifuyu Mizukagami said, “don’t you
have faith in our ability to do anything we put our minds to,
regardless of how we come by the mission? It’s not like all the

messes we've gotten involved in didn’t come to us randomly.”






Yoo

Although the Supernatural Phenomena Research
Association was a minor gathering without official
sanction, the group’s extrasensory abilities were notorious
among the rumor mill. As if their solving several
supernatural mysteries wasn't enough, their remarkable
superhuman abilities were starting to make them urban
legends, not unlike the strange cases they investigated.

All of them could perform feats beyond what a
normal human being was supposed to be able to do.

For example, Rion Ibuki, a second-year member of
Middle School Division Class C, possessed powerful
extrasensory perception, commonly known as ESP. In
other words, she was a spiritual medium, born into a
family where the possession of spiritual powers extended
back over several generations.

Rion had the power to see and sense a variety of
spirits and lingering elements from people who had left
this world. Due to her timid nature, she was usually
unable to do much more than that, but even so, it made
her a valuable contributor to the Supernatural Pheno-

mena Research Association’s investigative missions.
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Mifuyu averted her eyes.

Koji sensed something was bothering her. “What is
it, Senpai?” he asked gently.

As soon as the question mark left Koji’s mouth, it was
replaced by a girlish scream. As if in answer to his query,
Mifuyu had unsheathed her sword Kotetsu, and sliced the
air by his head. It was a single movement, and it took less
than a second, but it still scared the wits out of Koji. He
struggled not to faint, and stared at the shimmering blade,
trembling with fear. His eyelids fluttered.

No, not his eyelids, but something in front of his eyes.

A butterfly.

A single cabbage butterfly fluttered in the air before
him, seemingly having appeared out of nowhere. “W-
wow,” he gasped.

“I'm sorry,” Mifuyu said, still holding her sword
where she had frozen in mid-slash. “It seemed to
materialize out of thin air, and at first I thought it might
be more than an average insect.”

A split second more and the butterfly would have
been sliced in two.

Mifuyu quickly returned Kotetsu to its sheath. Her
demeanor was casual, as if nothing at all had occurred.
“Say? Where’s Yuki-chan?” she asked.

“Huh? What?” The others looked confused.

Because, sure enough, their Chairman, who had

been so intensely debating his point, was nowhere to
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be seen. Where he had stood just moments before was
now empty.

But then, a familiarly high-pitched voice rang up
from below them, on the stairwell landing one floor down.
“Aaaaah! C’mon now! You shouldn’t scare a girl like that!”

“Yuki-senpai?”

“Chairman! What are you doing down there?”

Rion looked worried, while Koji went to the foot of
the stairs and looked down them, appearing totally flustered.

“Mifuyu-chan freaked me out when she drew her
sword like that, and I panicked and teleported myself
down here.” Yuki climbed back up the stairs, wearing a
tired expression.

Koji realized that his scream had sounded extra loud
because his Chairman had also screamed at the exact
same time.

“So, how far did you actually teleport?” Takayuki
asked him.

“Oh, I don’t know. Three or four stories down, I
suppose.”

Takayuki smiled. “That’s a good distance, even for
you, Chairman!”

AP rd
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Yuki Ajiadou possessed the power of teleportation.

4

Originally he was an aspiring actress in the Theater Club,






sword-fighting arts. Her parents had given her Kotetsu,
and it traveled with her all around the world as she
trained and honed her skills. Kotetsu could slice
through just about anything, and when she wielded it,
Mifuyu was undefeatable. As a result, she was in charge
of all combat operations executed by the Association.
Perhaps because she had lived a life singularly devoted
to the martial arts, however, Mifuyu’s intelligence, at least
when compared to the high school average, was a bit low.
In fact, there were times when she was judged to be on a
level comparable to that of a kindergartner. It lent her an
air of strange duality, coupling her high-level assassin’s skills
with an innocent child’s smile. It was a peculiar and curious

characteristic that unsettled friends and foes alike.
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“Let’s not worry about all this swordplay,” Yuki said.
“Let’s get this question settled. What are we going to
perform at the fair?”

Koji held his head in his hands.“You say ‘performing’
like we’re putting on some kind of sideshow.”

“Good point,” Yuki acknowledged, “because the
research announcements are a form of sideshow. And the
more attention we get, the better. Our research theme should
be as exciting and sexy as possible. Think of something along
the lines of Takayuki-chan’s ghost maid, Koizumi.”






YoKO

Takayuki Usagiya was in his second year in the High
School Division, Class B. He was, for all intents and
purposes, the number two man in the Association. While
his intelligence superseded that of the rank and file in
both the Association and the school proper, it wasn't all
he had to offer the group. He had a special something
that no one else could imitate.

Her name was Koizumi.

Koizumi was a spectral maid who served the
Usagiya household. She had been with Takayuki’s
family for generations. Since she did not possess a real
body, she could get into just about any place
imaginable—a skill useful both for cleaning and for
revealing the unknown; for reaching dust in corners
too small for human hands to squeeze into and for
passing through walls and locked doors that her master
couldn’t access on his own.

Furthermore, (and this is probably something even
you would have guessed in advance) when it got too
dangerous for Takayuki to proceed on a mission, she
could take his place. Or, at the least, she could provide
added support—an extra pair of eyes and hands that
could essentially split the effort and allow him to be in
two places at once.
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Once the sound of Koji’s footsteps had receded, Yuki
quietly spoke. “Darn him! He’s got to figure out what’s
more important—his girlfriend or the Association.”

“What can we do?” Takayuki asked. “It’s only been a
month since we solved her case.”

“And don’t you always say it’s important to follow
up after a mission?” Rion added. “You should cut him
some slack. He’s just behaving like you’ve trained him to.”

“Huh?” As usual, Mifuyu seemed hopelessly lost in
regard to these new developments. She looked around
the room in utter confusion.“Where did Koji go anyway?
Did he leave?”

The others giggled and winked at each other. Poor,
dim Mifuyu!

S -
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It’s two kilometers from here to the Kindergarten Division, so I
don’t have time to dillydally! Koji thought as he dashed out of
the High School Division building. He glanced up at the
clock on top of the street post before diverting his eyes from
the sidewalk and leaping onto an off-road forest trail. It was
as if his determination had sent a burst of energy to his legs.

Whoa. Even he was impressed with his own agility
and speed.

The trees of the forest were thick and well-
decorated with branches. He dodged through them in a
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“Sakiko-chan! Sorry to keep you waiting!”

Koji rushed into the artificial park located in the
western region of the Kindergarten Division’s
campus. Seated peacefully at a sunlit bench in the
center of the park, framed by trees with leaves that had
already changed color for autumn, was a little girl
with beautiful long, straight hair. She wore a smock-
style apron with a star-shaped name badge pinned to
her front.

“Oh, Koji-san!” Sakiko’s face lit up with a grin. She
stood to greet him.

“I apologize for being late,” Koji said, catching his
breath. “Our meeting ran overtime. I’'m sorry””’

“Oh, don’t worry. I just got here myself!”

Sakiko’s hair was tied back with a ribbon. It swayed
from side to side as she moved.

There was a long pause. Neither of them spoke, but
they drew close to one another, shyly staring into the eyes
of the object of their affections.

“Uh, uh ... well, why don’t we do our study session
at the usual place?” Koji asked, breaking the mood.

“Okay.” Sakiko picked her pink pencil case and
memo pad up oft the bench. She spun around on her
heels and led the way toward the library.
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Koji felt a connection with this brave girl, and he
volunteered to help her by starting up a study group. He
called it the How-to-Become-an-Astronaut Study
Session.

Ahh, he thought to himself. I wish peaceful days like
this could just go on forever.

Of course, had he known about the menace that was
approaching, Koji never would have allowed himself a
moment of peace again. But he and his friends were
blissfully unaware of any doom on the horizon, and thus

were able to steal the rare quiet day to enjoy a relaxed mood.
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Later that night, the sound of heavy breathing pierced the
darkness.

Huff, huff, huff . . .

Panting. Wheezing. Rustling.

Someone—or something—was frantically searching
through the tall grass in the woods. A shadow with short
breath slithered between the trees.

Huff, huff huff . ..

And just as suddenly as it started, the panting stopped.

Nails dug into the trunk of a tree.

(Or were fAey clows?)
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CLAMP School Central Park, shaking the tops of the
trees and scattering the birds that were nesting there.
Only the cold, dark blackness of night answered it.
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Elsewhere, in a different cold, in a different dark, “He”
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maintained his form as a light particle and floated
through space.

Friend.

He uttered the first word that came to mind.

What is . . . friend?

For some reason, that word would not vacate his
brain. But what did that word mean?

He floated there, alone, in what seemed to be an
infinite expanse of time, pondering a word whose meaning

was as far from his current situation as could be.

“You called me, Chairman?”

The office for the Chairman of the Lifestyle-
Monitoring Committee was located on the third floor
of CLAMP Schools High School Division Student
Body Hall.

“Thank you for coming, Ryugasaki-kun. Please, take

a seat” The Committee Chairman, Miharu Takanashi,
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“I’m giving you a special assignment.”

“Really?” Taro’s spine suddenly loosened and he
relaxed. “A special assignment? Me?”

“Thats right. I'd like for you to infiltrate the
Supernatural Phenomena Research Association.”

“What?” That was not the sort of assignment Taro
had imagined.

“Ever since they banded together,” Miharu
explained, “I have continually refused to accept their
application for Club status. The reason is simple: I believe
that they contribute nothing of value to the student
community. Rather, they flaunt their flagrant disregard
for school rules and sully the dignity of the CLAMP
uniform. [ feared they were a dangerous, subversive
presence in the student body.

“And lo and behold, it was just as I thought! My
instincts were exactly on the mark! Ever since the
Association came into being, they haven’t engaged in a
single activity that hasn’t caused a major disruption to
CLAMP School business.”

Miharu was so agitated that Taro thought her glasses
were going to pop right oft her face. He was prepared to
dodge if that happened.

“I want to disband the Association!” she continued.
“Completely! If we let this rogue element continue to
exist, they could one day cause the destruction of
everything we know to be CLAMP School. They’ll bring
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The following day, the CLAMP School Supernatural
Phenomena Research Association reconvened in their
usual spot.

“I've settled on a theme!” Yuki said as soon as the
meeting was called to order. He held out his hands,
addressing the rest of the members. “We’re going with
vampires!”

“Vampires?”

“You mean like Dracula and Bufty and stuff?”

“Exactly.” Yuki grinned. He appeared oblivious
to the hesitation of the other Association members.
The way he saw it, his vampire theme was a
foregone conclusion that the others should have
seen all along.

The Chairman sat up straight on his metal-pipe
chair. He looked at all of the members, moving his eyes
from one to the next. “You all know about the increase
in the number of students suffering from anemia lately,
right?” he asked. “When [ heard about this, I began to
wonder why. I mean, I know it’s a lack of blood and all,
but [ started to wonder if vampires were responsible. Do
you realize there isn’t a paranormal entity more famous
or more recognizable to the common person than a

vampire?”






“I’ll go the central library and start making a list of
relevant reference books,” Rion added. “Oh, and I'll go to
my grandmother’ shrine and check and see if she has any
information on these types of creatures from Japanese
legends.” She began looking over her student ID,
checking for any restrictions on library use.

“We mentioned Dracula already, and I think that
examining fictional vampires who have appeared in
movies and books would be a good starting point, Yuki
suggested gleefully. “Besides, it would go a long way
toward compiling a database so we can start separating
fact from fiction. Like, what traits do we think vampires
have that some writer just made up, for instance.”

“Dracula was based on a real-life person, right? I'll
check out that angle and make a report on it,” Koji said.
He looked around at the faces of the four other
associates. “Seems like everybody is pretty fired up about
this topic, eh?”

“It certainly does,” Mifuyu said. She was maybe even
happier about it than the Chairman.

Takayuki chuckled to himself. “Well, you know this
Association. No progress is ever made until somebody
takes the first move.”

“Yuki-san-sama-sama is the man,” Mifuyu giggled
with a big smile.

“Oh, come now;”Yuki smiled back. “You know how
I hate to be that specific!”
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And for her, it would most likely be as exciting as
she expected. She was so used to looking at swords and
swords only, that just about every day at CLAMP School
gave her some new kind of stimulation. Practically
everything she saw or heard was a2 new experience, and
there were an infinite number of things on campus to
satisfy her underdeveloped knowledge and boundless
curiosity. She had enrolled in CLAMP School on a
swordsman scholarship and was admitted into the ultra-
exclusive Class Z. All of her academic classes that didn’t
pertain to the blade were assigned to a special, free-
floating curriculum schedule, and as a result, Mifuyu
ended up with more free time than the average high-
school student.

And so, while the other Association members were
busy studying, she was able to run time-consuming
errands like this one. She liked the alone time it afforded
her. Taking a walk, taking a walk, she chanted to herself.
It’s so much fun! The sun is so warm, and the clouds are so
Auffy.

The end of summer had marked itself on the
foliage, and she was aware of the lighter touch with
which the autumn sun caressed the school. She loved the
way the leaves turned colors, so bright, almost like fire.
Mifuyu’s head danced with delight each time she saw the
change. It was like she discovered something new each

and every year.






his head and bowing. “It was wrong of me to point my
sword toward someone such as yourself! I have no words
sufficient for the apology due to you.”

Returning Kotetsu to its sheath, Mifuyu stared
vacantly at this strange person.

He wore a kindergartner’s smock-style uniform
from another school.

He was small in stature.

And he wore shorts.

Several scattered strands of hair stood up sharply
from his closely cropped scalp.

And on his back was strapped a very large sword,
which she knew by its formal name, Tachi.

Raising his head, the young boy finally took a good
look at the person with whom he had collided. He cried
out in surprised recognition. “Mifuyu-dono?!”

“Well, duh.” She laughed. “I totally knew it was you,
Bunzaemon. I could tell by the noise you made when
you were leaping around like a rabbit.”

Mifuyu’s eyes suddenly widened. ‘“Wait!” she
exclaimed. “What are you doing here? Are there bad
spirits about to attack CLAMP School?!”

Before Bunzaemon could answer, Mifuyu received a

signal from the Association that trouble was brewing.
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“Really?” Yuki said, hurriedly. “Sure, sure . . . of
course. I'll fill you in on the way”

e® €n

“It had all started two months earlier,” Yuki explained.

(Some of you will remember this, some of you won't . ..

but its a good refresher either way, 50 listen up!)

“An evil, high-level spirit, the worst kind of apparition,
had invaded CLAMP School. It was attempting to perform
a ceremony that would transform itself into a human.

“The apparition had caught wind of a rumor: if
someone were to travel through the entire subway line,
then that person’s wish would be granted. Consequently,
the apparition took possession of a railcar and began to
destroy the subway.

“Thanks to the work of the Supernatural
Phenomena Research Association, which had caught on
to the apparition’s plan, the ghostly rampage was halted.
Then in desperation, the spirit had taken another railway
car and was trying to transform the body of the train into

some kind of human form.

YoKO
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“What?” Takayuki said. “Whaddaya mean we’re
going, too?”

“You heard me! There are only so many fun
paranormal cases with this level of activity that we’re
going to come across in our careers. We can’t pass it up.
It could even be the thing we need to break through and
get our Club status!”

Yuki waved for his reluctant troops to follow.

Then, without warning—

“Rion-chan!” Takayuki called out. “Watch
yourselfl”

There was a powerful crash, and the echo of the
terrible sound it made reverberated through the building,
demolishing one whole portion of it.

“Eeeeeee! S-senpai!”

It was all happening so fast, no one knew quite what
was going on. Mifuyu scooped up Rion, and cradling the
young girl in her arms, leapt away with all the strength
her legs could muster.

Koji and Yuki had been knocked unconscious and
lay by the side of the road.

“M-Mifuyu-dono . . ” Bunzaemon’s voice was
strained as he pushed himself to his feet. He held his
sword in his right hand.

Time was losing its meaning in the chaos. Several
minutes passed, but for some it was like hours, for others

like seconds.






Mifuyu set Rion down next to Yuki. She steadied
her breathing, reached out, and laid her left hand on Tachi
where it rested in its sheath.

The sword emitted a white light and illuminated the
entire area in a brilliant, unearthly glow. Its luminescence
silhouetted Mifuyu from behind.

“Mifuyu . .. dono ... ?” Bunzaemon stammered just
before losing consciousness. He stamped what he saw
onto his brain, though, swearing not to forget Mifuyu’s
strength.

Yoo

“In the end, it was all I could do just to protect myself,”
Mifuyu said. She reviewed the details of the fight in her
mind. The battle was over, and the Supernatural
Phenomena Research Association had conquered once
more.

Mifuyu stretched out on a black-colored bench in
front of the museum, smiling as she thought about what
she was saying. “It was actually you, Bunzaemon, who
struck the final blow”

“I-I believe that is so.”

Perhaps it was because he was nervous sitting so
close to Mifuyu, but Bunzaemon clutched his kneecaps
with both hands and spoke without relaxing from that

position.
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“After he came to, Koji-kun grabbed Rion-chan’s
limp body and carried her out of harm’s way,” Mifuyu
added. “He even looked after me and Yuki-chan, though it
was taking all the strength he had. I don’t remember much
of it, but I've been piecing it together. Like how Takayuki
managed to stay awake, practically by sheer force of will. It
must have been that display of mental stamina that allowed
him to carry your sword to you, Bunzaemon.”

“I owe a great debt of gratitude to all of you in the
Research Association,” Bunzaemon admitted sheepishly.
“I wouldn’t have been able to do it alone. Especially ...

“Yes?”

“I-I especially owe you, Mifuyu-dono, a great—"

The boy suddenly looked to the ground. He shuffled
the dirt around with his feet.

“Tell me? What is 1t?”

Mifuyu peered into his face.

“Er, oh . .. its nothing,” Bunzaemon replied. He
averted his eyes. His face was growing hot, his skin turning
red. “B-but more important, Mifuyu-dono .. .”

He strained with all of his might to change the subject. It
was a wasted effort, though, because the words he had most
wanted to say, yet was most scared to, were forcing their way out.

“S-since we had the good fortune to run into each
other ... I-I was hoping ... that perhaps we could engage
in some swordplay? I have always h-hoped that I could
duel with you.”






In an empty room, a computer terminal whirred to
life, displaying an incoming text mail message being
typed in at another location. At the relay station, the
typist wiped the sweat from her brow.
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At the same time,Yuki discovered there was a new threat
to the Association, and not one that they were prepared
for. Give him a ghost or a ghoul any day, just not the
Lifestyle-Monitoring Committee!

Taro Ryugasaki didn’t like having to lie, and it
showed. “So, anyway, I'll be pleased to share your
company if you'll allow it” he said, wiping a large
amount of sweat from the back of his neck.

“Just what are you trying to pull?!”Yuki asked him
brusquely. “What’s the catch?”

“Oh, no, no.” Taro laughed nervously. “It’s not like
that. I haven’t got an ulterior motive or anything. I just
wanted to assemble some detailed data for our review. It’s
about time your Association received more attention, and
I thought the most advantageous way to do that would

be to accompany you on some activities.”
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So, when presented with a memo backing Taro’s
explanation of the aforementioned terms, Yuki had no
choice but to accept the offer.

That didn’t mean he had to like it.

Yuki’s feminine beauty would surpass most women'’s,
but when he scowled at his new foe, the femininity
drained away and his look was most unpleasant.

Putting the Lifestyle-Monitoring Committee with
the Supernatural Phenomena Research Association was
like putting pepper on ice cream. It was as wrong as
could be.

The tension wasn’t about the numerous times that
the Association had been denied Club status. It had
gone beyond that. For some reason, the Lifestyle-
Monitoring Committee Chairman, Miharu Takanashi,
had developed an unholy disdain for the Association.
Yuki flattered himself that it really was jealousy.
Miharu couldn’t take the fact that there was a
Chairman more gorgeous than she, and as a resule, the
harpy took every opportunity to pit her organization
against his.

For instance, whenever the Association was just
about to break a case, the Committee took direct
measures to interfere, usually getting the Security
Committee involved. Like when they barred the
Research Association from Genbu Park where Zetton

had been living.
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As with most things pertaining to art or
information, CLAMP School’s Visual Viewing Center
contained a film collection that far outstripped the rest of
the academic world. It contained millions of movies,
ranging from educational documentaries to instructional
films to pure entertainment pictures. Any of those films
could be accessed and viewed on special video monitors
in the Video Data Room.

Taro had never been there before (it’s possible to
spend a lifetime at CLAMP School and still not see it
all), and he was impressed. Wow, he said to himself. I
guess they aren’t named the Research Association for nothing.
Who knew they took such a normal approach to their
abnormal study topics?

Fwump.

“Huh?”

Yuki dropped a mountain of files and photocopies
on the table in front of Taro.

“So, anyway,” the Chairman said, “here’s a list we
made ahead of time. It’s all the movies we could find that
have vampires in them. I want you to watch all of them
and take detailed notes on what special characteristics
each vampire has and what difterentiates the main players
from the others in cinematic vampire lore.”

“What?” Taro was taken aback. “This whole list?
There has to be at least three hundred flicks!”

And that was just a quick estimate.
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“See you tomorrow!”

Sakiko’s good mood was evident in the volume of
her voice and in how vigorously she waved her hand.
Though, at just a quick glance, it looked like the end
of any normal kindergarten day. There was no reason
to think Sakiko was any different than any of the
other students.

Except she was.

While everyone else filed toward the school
gates, where the bus waited for them, Sakiko broke
from the pack and walked in the opposite
direction. Sakiko’s father was the owner of a very
large area of forest on a mountain, and they lived in
the suburban Tokyo region that was in the western
part of the city, a place called S City West,
Hoshinosuka Village. The bus didn'’t service students
that far out, so Sakiko went to and from school in a
helicopter.

But if you thought she was heading for the heliport,
you'd be wrong. These days, she lingered at school before
returning home.

She was going to the park once again, for another
study session with Koji.

Seeing all of this, two of her fellow kindergartners
couldn’t help but gossip about their friend.

“Sakiko-chan sure has changed,” one of them said.

“You can say that again,” the other replied.
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And just as quickly as their mood had turned evil,
they surrendered to Sakiko’s infectious good mood and

thought only positive thoughts the rest of the way home.
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Huff, huff ...

The heavy breathing echoed through the deepest
part of the kindergarten forest once again. He was
back.

Blood . . . I need more now—precious blood . . .

Insatiable hunger and thirst attacked every fiber of
his being and showed no mercy. The pain had rendered
his flesh the palest white, and his hollowed eyes glowed
with the rage of a wild beast.

Most of his faculties for some reason had failed him,
but with what little mental powers he could still muster,
the boy tried to fight his urges.

It was no good.

T'want blood! A virgin’s fresh, fresh blood!

Sakiko sat alone on the usual park bench. Is Koji-san
going to be late today, too? she wondered. I suppose I can’t
expect him to drop everything for me. The Research Association
is important to him and keeps him very busy.

She glanced at the notebook on her lap and began to
slowly flip through the pages. They were covered with large
letters, all in red ink. As she read, her cheeks began to flush.
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breaks through the outer atmosphere of Earth.
It’s been compared to getting hit with several
times your body weight in one big blow. If you
don’t work out, your bones and insides will get
smooshed.
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She remembered this part. Koji had glanced down at his
notes before continuing. “So, I think it’s most important
that you begin some basic training,” he had said. “After
all, there are things that you can do only when you're a
child. Before you become a teenager, you should already
be eating well, getting a good night’s rest every night, and
exercising. Starting now will only make it easier later.

“Oh, and of course, when it comes to exercising and
building bodies, I am something of an expert. I'll do my
best to teach you things that won’t be too hard on you!
Just leave it to me!”

Koji had thumped his chest proudly.

But it made him cough. Sakiko had tried so hard not
to laugh when it happened, because he was being really
sincere. Now that she was alone with the memory,
though, she indulged herself with a warm giggle. She
thought of him fondly. Koji-san is always trying his best at

everything he does. I really could learn a thing or two from him.
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The darkness came out to meet her, like a living
thing that wanted to say hello. The sun was disappearing
on the horizon, and the shadows seemed to be growing
before her eyes. The whole scene made her shudder.

Sakiko thought of Alice and how she had followed
the rabbit down the hole in the storybook. The rabbit
beckoned her to go deeper, to head farther inside.

Whoosh!

There was a gust of wind, and a black figure
appeared behind her.

Before she could react, she felt a sting as two tiny
needles slid into her neck.
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“Aghhhh!” Koji groaned.“I'm late! I'm late! I have to hurry!”

He was running above the ground, panicked, jumping
from tree to tree, trying to get from the High School
Division to the Kindergarten area as fast as he could.

“No matter how forgiving a sweet girl like Sakiko-san
might be, I can’t expect her to wait for me for more than
half an hour! She’s bound to get fed up and go home!”

Disregarding the fact that he might slip and fall, that
the branches might break beneath him, Koji leapt from
limb to limb with furious speed, like a small animal high-

tailing it from a predator’s jaws. He covered two
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kilometers, though, in a matter of minutes. He
emerged on the road within sight of the bench and
gave one last burst of speed, a final spurt toward his
destination.

“The bench!”

He skidded to a halt at their usual meeting place,
feeling like he had left his breath several paces behind him.

“Huh?” he asked.

The white bench was there, where it always was. But
Sakiko wasn’. The darling young girl wasn’t waiting for
him. She was nowhere to be seen.

“Gahhhh!” he groaned. “She must have gotten angry

and bailed on me!”

(For anyone who may have been wafchr'ng, it was easy to

see that this cool kid was rapidly losing his composure.)

Koji once more examined the bench where Sakiko
should have been, and for the first time, he noticed it
wasn't empty. Something was there.

It was her pink notebook and pencil case. He
stepped closer, picked it up. Her name was written across
the cover, eight familiar hiragana characters: Sakiko
Hoshinosuka.

“This is her notebook all right .. . but if it’s still here,
then where is she?”

Koji looked all around—to his right, his left, behind him.
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Koji couldn’t believe what he was seeing, but the
scene was to become even more shocking. Because right
then, from Sakiko’s neck—

A trickle of blood.

“Aaaagggghhhh!”

As he screamed, Koji rushed forward.

“Let go of Sakiko-chan!” he demanded.

The dark boy leapt backward, getting out of Koji’s
way a split second before they collided. Sakiko’s head fell
to the ground with a thud.

“Sakiko-chan!” Koji exclaimed.

Her eyes began to flutter. She coughed and drew in
air. Koji leaned in close to her. She was regaining
consciousness. The jolt from when the dark boy had
dropped her head must have knocked her out of her
stupor.

“Koji . . . san,” she gasped.

Her breath was fading again. It was taking all of her
strength just to speak.

“Sakiko-chan!” Koji cried. “Hold on, Sakiko-chan!”

“Don’t move her head,” the dark boy warned him.

“What? You—!” Koji jumped to his feet and spun
to face the boy, grabbing a shuriken from inside his
shirt. “What did you do to her, you monster?”

Koiji held himself back. He knew that if he released
his throwing star, he would surely kill the boy. It upset him

to want to throw it, but that was the way he felt. From
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“Her condition was extremely dangerous,” the female
doctor told him in even tones. “The poor girl had lost
almost six percent of her blood.”

“H-how is Sakiko-chan doing now, though?” Koji
asked, frightened of the possible answer.

“Don’t worry. She’s out of danger.”

The entire room breathed a sigh of relief.

Several of Sakiko's friends had gathered, having
heard the news of what had happened.

Koji’s eyes filled with tears. “Thank goodness,” he
said. “Thank goodness she’s safe.”

“What a relief,” another boy said.

“I'm so glad,” a girl chimed in.

The students who were waiting had been on pins
and needles in anticipation of the news, and the joy they
felt at its arrival was unparalleled. Some of them were
emergency rescue workers assigned to the Campus
General Hospital, and they were the ones who had let the
other kids know what had occurred over near the

Kindergarten Dorms.

YoKO

At CLAMP School, there were several medical care
facilities to service the students. The Campus General
Hospital was the largest of them all, and it employed

doctors and emergency medical personnel in various
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fever, and we're not sure exactly why. At present I don't
believe it will be a long-lasting condition, but it’s better to
be safe than sorry. I'd like to disinfect the injury and run
some tests.”

“A fever?” Koji felt his spine knot up. “I-is it
possible that when this person attacked her, when he
took her blood, he infected her with some kind of virus?”

Just saying the words made Koji feel sick.

“Until I run my tests, I really can’t say for certain.”

Koji had seen the wound on Sakiko’s neck. It was
odd that they considered it a single injury, as it really was
two. There were two tiny holes, as if she had been stabbed
with a two-pronged needle.

Or as if she had been bitten by a vampire, Koji told
himself. He shook his head, trying to shake the thought
from his mind. No, no, you need to look at this realistically if
you’re going to help her. Anyway, I've contacted Sakiko-chan’s
homeroom teacher and I called her parents, so she’ll have some
adult help soon enough. I need to contact my senpais at the
Research Association and tell them that I can’t be part of the
Cultural Fair until this is over.

Koji had made his decision. He was going to remain
by Sakiko’s side until she had regained her health.
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The wind drifted through the campus. It carried
with it the smell of autumn—sap and dying leaves. The
breeze shook the tree branches near him.

That’s when Takayuki noticed if.

He readjusted his stack, lest it fall over due to
absentmindedness, and approached this thing he’d
spotted. It was lying lifelessly on the ground.

As he got closer, Takayuki saw that it was a piece of
clothing. Judging by the size and location, it most likely
belonged to someone in the High School Division. That
barely narrowed down its potential source pool, though.
It was a white button-down shirt, and every student
probably had at least one of those.

Then he noticed a potentially massive clue: a splotch
of blood, front and center.

What is this? he wondered. Did someone get hurt here?

Takayuki set his files down on the ground. He was
careful not to touch the shirt as he knelt down beside it,
looking it over as thoroughly as possible. Given how the
sunlight glistened off of it, he deduced that the blood was
still fresh. Also, if one considered the splatter pattern, it
was obvious that the blood had not fallen on the shirt
naturally or dripped onto the fabric directly from the
source. Rather, it appeared as if the blood had been wiped
off something else.

That left several questions: Whose shirt was it?
Whose blood? And how did it get here?
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So, it had once held blood, but now it was deflated

and empty.

There was a jagged hole, the spot where the bag
had been torn open. “Is that . . . a bite mark?” he said
out loud.

There was a noise behind him; it startled him.
Takayuki jumped up and looked back behind him.

It had come from the bushes. It was an indistinct
rustling. It could be a bird or a bunny, or it could be
whatever had made this mess.

“Is there somebody in there?” he called out. He
walked closer and tried to peer between the trees.

Whoomph!

Something slammed into him, and Takayuki cried
out as he felt a jab at his stomach. He winced in pain. He
was panicking and trying to retreat, but the sleeve of his
school uniform got caught on a tree branch. “Aghhhh!”
he screamed.

A frail, bone-white hand reached out from the leaves.
It looked sickly and barely human. The hand ripped
through the branches, knocking them aside and breaking
them from the trees. Following behind it, a face emerged.

Strangely, given the deathly appearance of the hand,
the face appeared to be human-—except there was no
spark of light in its hollow eyes, and the thin body that
bore it was covered in tiny wrinkles, as if it had soaked in

a bathtub for thousands of years.
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The creature let out a frightened, pained howl.
There were several successive cracks, like twigs being
snapped. Or was it bones?

Takayuki’s attacker regained enough composure to
run from the spot and disappear again into the dark forest.

Takayuki tried to crawl away, but his sleeve was still
caught on the branch. As he unhooked it, he couldn’t
help but laugh a little. Normal reaction, he thought, slightly
embarrassed by his reflexive chuckle. Macabre humor in the

face of such a close call!

(AL, Takayuki, always so ano\/yfica/.)

Yoo

Mifuyu had been swinging her wooden practice
sword around, but she suddenly brought it to a rest.
“Oh that’s right,” she said, like she had just
remembered something.

“Is something bothering you, Mifuyu-dono?”
Bunzaemon asked. He was also carrying a wooden sword
and was outfitted in kendo practice gear. He was in proper
fighting stance, ready for a match.

“Oh, it’s nothing, Bunzaemon-kun.”

They were in the Elementary School Division

Special Training Gym. The karate dojo had been built for
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When they had met earlier that day, Bunzaemon had
been chasing someone through the forest. He was in such
a fevered state of battle, he had nearly attacked Mifuyu,
accidentally thinking she was this elusive enemy. Given
the bad situation they had barely averted, Mifuyu hadn’
thought to ask for details at the time. She was too happy
about avoiding a fight and seeing her friend after such a
long absence.

“He must have been quite an adversary to compel
you to draw your sword,” Mifuyu said.

“Oh, most definitely,” Bunzaemon replied. “He
attacked me without warning, vaulting out of the bushes,
and before I had time to consider what I was doing, I had
already unsheathed Tachi.”

The boy’s distinctive mouth sagged even farther at
the corners. He folded his arms, closed his eyes, and
ruminated on what had happened.

“My specialty is exorcising spirits. Even if [ were to
be ambushed by a ghost, it’s rare that it would cause me
to draw my sword. I never like having Tachi out when
facing a regular person. It’s the one rule that is put upon
me for carrying such a weapon at my young age. The
thing was, my assailant emitted a strange ki. His life force
was not of this earth. He wasn quite human. I think it
was that element that put me on edge. It created an
elevated sense of danger, and I drew Tachi out of reflex.”

“Whoa,” was all Mifuyu could muster.






Bunzaemon cast his eyes downward with a look of
regret.

“Whoever it was,” he said, “his skin was at least as hard
as steel, hard enough so that it could not be penetrated by
a sword. An expert martial artist can train himself to the
extreme, so that his body is as hard as a rock, but from what
I saw of the way my attacker moved, he wasn't trained at
all. He was acting on pure animal instinct.

“He was also wearing a school uniform, so I'm
positive that he is a student at CLAMP School. But what
of this other element I sensed in his ki? This inhuman
factor? Could he be part beast? Don’t they check for such
things before you can get in here? I wish I could have had
more time to figure it out.”

A heavy air of silence fell over the dojo. Mifuyu had
been listening intensely to her friends tale, but she had no
idea what to say to him. Was there really such a monster
at CLAMP School? They had returned that one creature
to its home in Central Park, and the creature from Genbu
Park had flown into space, so it couldn’t have been them.

“By the way,” Mifuyu said, finally breaking the
tmmense quiet, “I was also thinking of asking you,
Bunzaemon-kun ...

“What is it?” he asked, leaning forward.

“Why are you at CLAMP School this time? If it isn't
the subway monster, and it isn’t the thing—that feral
boy—you were chasing, then what brought you here?”
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“Interesting. Does that mean that it was moving in
an unnatural direction?”

“Something like that. It may have been just a
shooting star. Without a big telescope, I was mainly
going with my gut feeling. In any case, when I saw it,
I sensed a terribly bad omen, worse than any I have
ever felt before.”

“Then you mean—"

“Senpail”

They heard the shouts before they could see
their source.

“Senpai! Mifuyu-senpai!”

It was a familiar voice, and it was coming from the
direction of the dojo’s entrance.

“I've been looking everywhere for you!”

“Oh! Rion-chan!”

Rion had burst through the doors and was running
toward Mifuyu, but as soon as she heard her name, she
stopped in her tracks and bowed politely. Mifuyu’s mood
immediately brightened upon seeing her. She stayed seated
but abandoned her formal pose, twirling on her backside
to face her friend and wave.“I can't believe you found us!”
she said. “What made you think we might be here?”

“I was asking around, and someone said they saw
you come in,” Rion said, crossing the large dojo floor.

Mifuyu thought she must have been looking
exceptionally hard, as her young friend was completely
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“This is the member of the Security Committee who
came in yesterday, then? He had two puncture marks on
his neck, just like that little girl that was brought in
tonight.”

“What should we do?” the student nurse asked
nervously.

“Let’s see . . .” The doctor pondered the situation.
“Have hospital security move some cameras into the
room and put them on motion sensors. We’ll assign
someone to watch the monitor—we’ll put two of you on
it in twelve-hour shifts. That way, we can have a record of
what’s going on, just in case. It would be unfortunate if
something happened to a patient while he was supposed
to be getting some rehabilitative rest.”

“Yes, Doctor.”

The nurse left the room and went back to the nurse’s
station. Her case of nerves had cleared up, and she was
barking out the doctor’s orders to the other students.
“Have cameras moved to Room 703, and assign two
orderlies to monitor the patient. They’ll work in twelve-
hour shifts.”

“Yes, ma’am.” The other students snapped to and
hurriedly carried out the orders.

“Switch the microphone on. I'm going to call in all
the oft-duty orderlies over the emergency channel.”

“The cameras are in the monitor room and can be

switched from constant surveillance to motion sensors.”
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The room was filled with the smell of freshly
laundered sheets, and he had borrowed a comforter that
was so soft, it was penetrating his sleeping brain.

“Oh...no..”

Koji awoke with a start, raising his head off the arm
that he had been using as a pillow, and had now gone
dead from his weight. “When did I doze off?” he
mumbled to no one in particular.

Koji rubbed his eyes and looked around the room.
There was a faint blue glow coming from the
fluorescent lights outside the room. It was daylight
outside, he knew, but the thick curtains shut out any
autumn sunlight that might find its way inside. It was

also deathly quiet in the room.
(Kind of an unfortunate choice of world choice, T know.)

And there before his eyes lay the silently sleeping
young gitl, a CLAMP School Snow White, still and
motionless, as if dead.

Sakiko-chan sure sleeps softly, he thought to himself.

Koji gently raised himself off the chair, careful not
to make any noise and disturb his princess. Her hand
looked like a tiny maple leaf, with the IV tube that ran
from it acting as a stem, taking nourishment from its host
tree. The hand rested on the bed, completely still, the
fingers half open.

104






Sakiko’s smile widened. Joy returned to her cheeks.

“Really? You'll do anything for me?”

“Of course,” Koji answered with conviction. “A true
man never breaks his promise!”

“I’m so happy ... then there is one thing .. "

“Anything. Just name it.”

“I want ..

“Yes?”

“I want . .. blood.”

“What?”

Koji couldn’t comprehend her words. Or, more
accurately, he comprehended them, but he wondered
whether or not she did.

Because she couldn’t have said blood on purpose,
could she? Maybe she had heard the doctor mention the
blood loss. That was probably it.

He didn’t move, figuring he’d let the moment pass
and this silly thought would go away.

Sakiko slowly raised Koji’s hand toward her mouth.
She opened her mouth, just a tiny crack at first.

Inside, beyond her precious lips, were two sharp,
needlelike incisors, the fresh wounds still visible in her
gums where they had broken through.

Koji wanted to leap back, he was so shocked by what
he was seeing, but he found he could not. “S-Sakiko-
chan!”

“Itadaki . . . masu. Let me eat.”
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He anxiously looked to each side of him, looked
around the room. He wasn't in Sakiko’s bedroom at all,
but in the waiting room of the Campus General Hospital
where he had conferred with her doctor. Although
Sakiko’s condition had stabilized, her body had not
recovered after the blood transfusion, and so the doctor
declined Koji’s request to stay by her bedside. He wasn’t
going to leave, though, so he had gotten as comfortable
as he could in the main area.

Koji wiped the sweat from his forehead. It was just a
bad dream.

He thanked his lucky stars that it was all in his head
and stood up.The air in the waiting room was chilly, so it
was a little ironic that he was covered in more sweat than
if it had been a hot July day.

That was the worst dream ever, he thought. He got out
his handkerchief and started wiping the perspiration
from the back of his neck. I'm shaking all over. I can’t even
laugh out of relief that it’s not true. I mean, I sort of believe in
vampires, and I've seen plenty of strange stuff, but bloodsuckers
can’t just show up anywhere, can they? Don’t they need
treacherous mountains and ancient castles and graveyards and
that kind of thing? I mean, there’s no way they could exist in a
haven of modern technology like CLAMP School, could they?
Man, P'm thinking about it way too much. That dream really
did my head in!

“Hey, Koji!”
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“Bunzaemon-kun?” Koji didn’t connect the name at
first, but then he realized who it was. “You mean that
kindergarten exorcist? That kid?”

“Exactly.”

“What do you guys think it means?” Rion asked.

“I'm not sure exactly, but if he was attacked by the
same monster as Takayuki-kun and the others, then we
have to assume it could happen again,” Mifuyu deduced.

“Oh my God!” Koji blurted out. “Then my dream
may have been right after all! Could there be some kind
of vampiric fiend prowling around campus?”

“Now, let’s not jump to conclusions,” a frightened
Rion cautioned.

But it was too late for her warnings. A cloud of
anxiety had descended on all of them. It was broken only
by shouting from down the hall.

“Hey, what are you—?! W-what?!”

Followed by a loud crash.

“S-stop that!”

And then a scream.

And the sound of something being slammed against a
wall. Thwack.

Instinctively, Mifuyu reached for the sword on her
back, only slightly faster than Koji could pull out one of
his shuriken. Rion moved close to Takayuki, and all of
them moved toward the hall entrance, looking toward the

source of the racket.
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With only a look passing between them, the two
warriors of the group simultaneously jumped into the
fray. They moved into the corridor and assumed combat
stances.

“W-wait—!" One of the Security Committee
members who had been felled was raising a shaky hand
in protest. “H-he’s one of us.”

“What?” Koji looked at the guard, and then to
the room the monster had emerged from. Room 703.
Its door had been ripped off one of its hinges. “Then,
that was the Security Committee officer, the one that
came in before Sakiko-chan, but with the same bite
marks?”

Mifuyu’s expression became pained as the reality of
it sank in. If it was true, if this fanged thug was one of her
fellow students, she couldn’t cut him down with her
sword, Kotetsu. She would have to use less deadly tactics.
A normal person could be knocked out by a mine-uchi, a
blow administered with the back of the sword; however,
would such an attack work against someone who was no
longer human, who had been transformed into some
kind of monster?

“W-what should we do, Mifuyu-senpai?”

She weighed her options. She knew Koji and the
others relied on her tactical skills.

Should they go forward?

Should they retreat?






Rion, on the other hand, squealed with a mixture of
surprise and joy. “Kei-san!”

Koji stopped in his tracks. “What?” he asked,
confused. He looked at the boy, who calmly stepped
forward, and then at Rion, who was clapping her hands
in delight. “D-do you know this guy?”

Mifuyu was crouched down, checking the condition
of the fallen fiend. “Kei-kun, what did you do?”

“Don’t worry,” Kei said coolly. “T just put him to
sleep with some tranquilizers. I injected them with my
wires.” He patted his wrist, indicating the high-tech wire
gadgetry beneath his sleeve, his main weapon for use in
fights and other espionage scenarios.

The hospital staff came rushing up the stairs.

“What happened?”

“Is everyone all right?”

Takayuki breathed a sigh of relief. He removed his
glasses and began to clean them.

Then, as if the place wasn’t confusing and crowded
enough . ..

“Mifuyu-dono! I brought Yuki-dono!”

“Egads! What’s going on? What happened here?!”

Bunzaemon and Yuki came hurtling out of the elevator.

Kei smiled and looked around. “Well, it appears the

last of the cast has arrived.”

WoKO
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“The apologies are all mine,” Kei smiled. “I was not
at liberty to reveal my identity during our previous
encounter. Although, since you are in league with these
two, [ kind of assumed you already had heard everything
about me. I hope you know now that it wasn’t I who
attacked your friend.”

!
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The story of how the girls had met Kei was simple.
About a month prior, a mysterious ghost had begun
haunting CLAMP School. Rion and Mifuyu had
witnessed its shenanigans and were trying to put the
spirit to rest. It was during the summer-long schoolwide
treasure hunt, which they were supposed to be
participating in as a team. The case took precedence,
however, and their investigation led them to discover
that this poltergeist had somehow been generated via a
mechanical device. They tracked the device down, only
to become entangled in an ongoing battle between an
international secret society and a government agent—
the men in black and Kei. The skirmish culminated in a
clash of epic proportions that threatened to level the

campus.
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“Are you telling me that these bad guys are back at
CLAMP School?”

“It would appear so,” Kei said matter-of-factly.
“Although CLAMP School is a well-recognized public
institution, it is, in fact, a conglomerate. Several
companies and corporations banded together to create
the campus as a form of amusement, something to
appease the Director’s sense of community
responsibility. He wanted to run a school to distract
himself from the less exciting side of business, and he
was willing to pump his own funds into it. He
deliberately isolated the campus from the rest of
Japanese society, and its very isolation became the reason
for its success. The sense of good will and human
warmth that fuels this place makes it seem like a whole
other world.

“However, if you look at it from another perspective,
to the outside world, CLAMP School represents an oasis
unaffected by their petty squabbles and inconsequential
concerns. You kids are immune to the stress of modern
life. CLAMP School is an isolated, independent society,
and that’s exactly why the men in black have set their
sights on you.”

(No one spoke, but someone—and I'm not telling who—

could be heard swallowing nervous/y‘)
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You see, although the CLAMP School subway was
operated by a computer program that prevented students
from riding it more than twice a day, the kids had figured
out that if they lent one person enough IDs, he or she
could stay on the train all day. There was always a way
around the rules, and just as Kei had said, it was
impossible for there to be a perfect system. Nothing in
this world was free from chaos.

“Last time I was here,” Kei continued, “these two
girls proved to be the unpredictable element that the men
in black hadn’t counted on. Once Rion and Mifuyu were
involved, they triggered a chain of events that resulted in
the destruction of the bad guys’ supposedly foolproof
plans. Unfortunately, with all the data they now have on
this new X factor, they probably regrouped and
redeveloped their game plan. I severely doubt the men in
black will be thwarted so easily this time around.”

“Uh, I understand the concept behind these bad guys,”
Bunzaemon said slowly. He had quietly listened to everything
Kei had to say and was only now comfortable interrupting.
“But do you really think they’re capable of manipulating
CLAMP School like that? It seems kind of far-fetched”

It was a stmple question and probably more relevant
than any other. All eyes fell on Kei. He took little time in
formulating his answer. “They are,” he said plainly.““As we
speak, they are spreading malevolence across this campus

like a virus. And I’'m not speaking in metaphor.”’

120






It was Miharu Takanashi.

The man whom the Supernatural Phenomena
Reesearch Association referred to as simply “the Professor,”
more as a name and less as the formal title used by his
other students, answered without looking away from the
glass cage. “Just watch. You'll see something very
interesting, and then it will be clear to you”

Although, the Professor thought to himself, Kei-kun
only asked me to extract and examine the liquid, so I don’t
actually know what’s about to happen myself.

One minute passed.

Two minutes.

“Life signs are diminishing. It could croak on us,”
Miharu whispered softly, watching the stats on the
monitor decline.

The rat twitched.

“Professor!” another student exclaimed.

“Yes?”

Something was going on inside the cage. The rat
spasmed again and started to move. The tubes began to
stretch, the wires began to tangle. The right side of the
rodent twitched, then the left, then its whole body.

“P-professor!”

The transformation that was taking place in the rat
was dramatically grotesque. Its front teeth grew, protruding
at twice their normal length. The claws on its front feet

followed suit, elongating and forming sharp points.
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“I'm afraid so”” Kei practically spat his response.
There wasn't the slightest cloud over his expression, he
was deadly serious.

“So, you're saying that it’s a virus that transforms
humans into . . . creatures of the night?” Rion still
couldn’t believe it.

“Not necessarily all humans,” Kei said, showing a
little more graciousness to Rion than he had to her
Chairman.“No one knows where it came from, but those
who fall victim to it first experience a severe drop in their
pulse rate, and then their blood flow slows down. Finally
all bodily electrical functions grind to a halt.”

“If they die, why dont you just say they die?”
Mifuyu said, annoyed by the fancy explanations being
used to make the obvious more pretty.

“Because it’s not entirely true. While yes, most
humans will die at this point, a very select few will adapt
to the changes in their body and experience an energy
conversion that will allow them to continue to survive.
These persons are no longer able to produce the fuel they
need to live on their own, and they have to start taking
the energy that others produce.To put it in simpler terms,
they drink other people’s blood. Blood is the fuel they
need for their survival. Not unlike vampires of ancient
legend.”

Everyone listening to Kei’s story felt their blood
run cold.
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scuffle with the vampire with the illness that drove his
assailant.

“First, there is physical transformation.” Kei was
careful to keep his voice even, since he knew the facts
were scary enough without him dramatizing them.
“Muscle power is extremely enhanced, and the skin
hardens. The infected individual becomes psychologically
aggressive and, for all intents and purposes, goes mad.
That would be the stage the Security Committee guard
is at and would explain the psychotic behavior we just
witnessed.

“Finally, the process completes itself when the
victim, looking to replace the energy that has been stolen
from him, goes out in search of blood, to steal energy
from someone else.”

“Th-then you mean—""Koji looked as if he were about
to cry.“Is Sakiko-chan going to become like that, too?”

Kei went silent. That was all the answer Koji needed.
“Oh, no . .. no, no, no!” he cried. “Isn’t there a way to
save her? D-don’t you have a cure? Poor Sakiko-chan—
this is too cruel! Please tell me you know how to turn her
back into a regular person!”

The room seemed to darken to match everyone’s mood.

“Well, it’s just a theory,” Kei said, measuring his
words heavily, “but we can try exposing her to the sun.
Humans receive energy from solar rays to support their

immune systems. We haven’t really been able to test it
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“It’s not all right. Once we put her in the shadows”
Kei warned, “she may never come back out.”

“I understand,” Koji said, but what choice do we have?”

Koji disappeared up the stairs.

Mifuyu began to go after him. “I’m not just going to
sit here,” she said. “I'm going to help Koji and Sakiko.”

Kei put his hand on her shoulder and stopped her.
“Please,” he said. “I need you all to help me with
another matter.”

“Oh, yeah?” Yuki laughed. He crossed his eyes and
stuck out his tongue. “Is that an order from the Japanese
government?”’

“No.” Kei smiled. “But it is a request from a
representative of the Japanese government. I'm sorry,
kids, but duty calls.”

!
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The night.

Darkness.

CLAMP School was enveloped in a silence as deep
as the pitch black sky.

Within the darkness, a shadow—slightly less
black than the night that it traveled through—was
running across the lawn toward the hospital
entrance.

“Ngh,” it groaned. “Aghhhh”
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effortlessly and without even bothering to check if the
coast was clear. It bounded inside without restraint.

The shadow advanced through the emergency room
without hesitation, almost like it knew the place and all
its obstacles. It turned a corner into a corridor that,
during the day, would normally be packed with people.
The halls were empty now, and it proceeded without
question, descending the deserted stairs.

The shadow crept through the entryway into the
underground parking lot. Several ambulances were
parked nearby, their engines cold. It moved past them,
traversing the dank chamber, pitch black except for the
green emergency lamps. As the sickly olive glow brought
its features to life, the fact that it had lost much of its
humanity was all the more apparent.

The shadow’s footsteps echoed through the cavernous
lot and then died away after the shadow took its last step.

It had arrived at the door to its destination: the
Emergency Room Supply Closet.

The door handle whined as the creature bent it.
Then, as the door was yanked off the jamb, it warped and
twisted like Japanese candy.

“Nghaghhhh!” it cried, triumphant.

There was a crash as the door frame splintered and
the hinges and their screws clattered to the cement floor.

“Stop where you are!” a voice bellowed out of the

darkness.
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“Gwaaaahhhh!” the vampire cried as it attempted to
leap out of the way of Koji’s weapons.

CLING! CLANG!

One shuriken embedded itself into the stone wall;
another cracked the concrete floor. The third hung from
the ceiling above.

They had all hit their target, make no mistake. The
problem was, despite their lethal nature, the throwing
stars could inflict no damage on a fiend with skin
stronger than they were.

“Waaaaaaghh!” A guttural cry of victory.

The vampire was feeling pretty confident now, and it
continued its retreat down the opposite corridor. It had
underestimated its hunter, though. The first three stars
were merely warning shots, a statement of intent. Koji
was giving the vampire due notice that he would find a
way to destroy it.

“You're not getting away that easily!” Koji said,
launching another attack, throwing shuriken after
shuriken with relentless fervor.

The metal stars whizzing around it took the
vampire by surprise. Had it been thinking more clearly,
it would have realized that its attacker, Koji, was himself
an excellent source of blood, and it would have rushed
forward and not tried to get away. Fear had taken it
over completely, however, and it was fleeing at full

speed.
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And, of course, the careful viewer would have
noticed that they had both turned their swords so the
backs of the blades were facing out.

With near-simultaneous flashes of sparks, the swordsmen
struck powerful blows against their quarry. The vampire, in
turn, blocked the hits with its arm, which was nearly as hard
as a tank, deflecting the blows with a loud clang,.

Mifuyu erupted with a defiant “Sei!” battle cry as she
and her cohort unleashed a second coordinated blow.

“We’re not done yet!” she shouted.

A third blow was struck.

A fourth.

The vampire was starting to feel the pain. The
constant attack was too much even for it, and it howled
from the sting of their swords. Unable to withstand it any
longer, the fiend changed directions yet again.

“We keep telling you,” Mifuyu hissed through
gritted teeth, “you’re not getting away!”

The vampire was in full flight mode now. Obeying
the fear signals pulsing through its feral brain, it frantically
searched for a way out. All it could see was the way 1t had
come, through the underground garage, which was still
too large for them to cover completely.

“Ngh . . . aaaaoooooggghhhh!” it cried, bounding away
from its attackers, hoping an escape lay ahead.

Only, the vampire found another powerful sword

waiting for it, stopping it from fleeing.
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“There were several movie scenes that suggested this,”
Taro went on.“At least, the ones I was able to get through!
It’s a matter of rolling the dice, I guess, since there is no way
to test out our theories except in the heat of battle!”

The guys steeled themselves, digging in their heels
and keeping the streams on the vampire. They all kept
Kei’s request in mind: capture and contain the infected
student, in hopes they could study and cure the vampire
virus that had deformed him.

The lamps in the parking lot were equipped with
bulbs that emitted UV rays, which would startle the
vampire, leading it into the largest open space in the
parking garage. The hoses would then hold the vampire
in place long enough to knock it out of commission.

There was a slick sound of the water being sliced, as
nearly invisible wires shot through the streams. They
circled the vampire, wrapping around its neck.

“This is as far as you go,” Kei said, tugging the wires
so they tightened. The wires were part of the complex
weapons system that Kei operated from small rigs inside
his jacket sleeves.

All of the strength drained from the creature’s body.
They had worn it down. The vampire fell to its knees.

“Kei-san!” Rion shouted.

“Don’t worry,” Kei assured everyone. “I only
injected the poor soul with a muscle relaxant. He's alive

and unhurt.”
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“That’s impossible!” Koji exclaimed.

And really, Koji was just saying what they were all
thinking.

Kei explained, “During the day, the orderlies had
been talking about the blood packs that had gone missing
from the Emergency Room Supply Closet. Most
students aren’t allowed in that room, but I bet you can
guess who has full access. And besides, I had always
suspected that some of the less academic facilities would
be a common entry point for the evildoers, and a hospital
puts them in a unique position to do damage. It’s one of
the few places where they could advance their research
and perform experiments with diseases and viruses
without anyone being suspicious.”

“I see.” Takayuki nodded. “So that’s why you went
through the trouble of laying such an elaborate trap ..

“...and why you chose here, Yuki added, finishing
his associate’s thought.

“Exactly,” Kei smirked, “I could help contain the
vampire virus and strike a blow against the men in black’s
overall scheme all at the same time. When I began my
investigation into some of the possible channels they
might take into the campus, I realized that there were
several unusual cases of faculty being transferred to
CLAMP School in the past few months. That included at
least one doctor moving into the Campus General
Hospital, and that doctor would be her.”
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“So, they aren't just sneaking in underground,” Rion
said, “but the men in black are making their way into our
school by legitimate means, as well.”

“If someone were on the inside pulling the strings,”
Takayuki chimed in, “then no matter how tight the
security, it wouldn’t be hard for them to find a hole in the
fence to let their partners in crime through.”

“She must have been awfully concerned about her
prize experiment,” Yuki said, “if she was willing to risk
her neck by coming out here to check on it”

“You have no idea what you're talking about,” the
doctor spat. She stopped struggling and crumpled to the
ground, sitting in front of Kei. She shook her head. “T was
only worried about how much you might have found out
about this mission. I didn’t unleash the virus and I didn’t
even believe that vampires existed at CLAMP School until
those two infected patients were brought in for treatment.
And I could only guess at the existence of this third one,
since someone out there had to be doing the biting.”

Then the doctor laughed. “But you're all still more
in the dark than you realize. I'li tell you this one for free:
the virus has already spread to other parts of CLAMP
School. It’s on its way to taking you over!”

“What?!” Koji shouted. “What are you saying?”

Most everyone’s jaw had dropped, nearly smashing
on the concrete floor. Kei alone kept his composure. “So,

it’s a full-fledged biohazard now.”

140






slightest contact with the atmosphere beyond a closed
syringe is supposed to kill it—or so we thought.”

The doctor looked at the poor student, the original
anomaly that kick-started the outbreak of the virus,
whom they had all teamed up to take down. “That boy
there,” she said, “that’s the anomaly, the rare case among
rare cases. Something must have been wrong with his
immune system or genetic code to make him particularly
susceptible to vampirism.”

“Thank goodness,” Mifuyu sighed, rubbing her
chest. “That means it’s not spreading and we can all stop
worrying.”

“N-no, you don’t understand.” The doctor’s voice
was trembling. “The organization has a secret weapon,
one that can accelerate the growth potential of the
vampire virus, strengthen it. That weapon’s been fired and
its heading this way. It should hit CLAMP School
airspace any minute.”

The kids in the parking lot felt the life drain right
out of them.

“We men in black, after digging into the secret code
of the vampire virus, have developed the machine it
needs to take over. Watch the skies, because they spell
your doom.” The doctor laughed from deep in her cold
heart, but her arrogance made her blind to the fury that
was pointed her way.

“Nghaaaaaaaaaaghhhhhh!”
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Yes, that’s right . . . my friend is there.

In his mind, the image of a well-known, immense
school campus materialized before him.

That'’s where I'll go.

The choice was obvious.

Ill go to the school, and I'll be just like my friend. I'll copy
my friend, and then my friend and I can play together always.

In an effort to hurry to CLAMP School, the

mysterious being increased its speed.
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“That has got to be the worst name I've ever heard,”
Takayuki said, the spite in his voice coming through loud
and clear.

“Maybe so,” the doctor conceded, “but it’s entirely
appropriate. After all, the Archangels mission is to
destabilize the physical condition of people and animals
infected with the vampire virus, and to accelerate the
growth of the virus. You might as well face it:
metaphorically speaking, this thing is the devil sent here

to eradicate all humanity and leave demons in its place.”

(Which means the name is kind of ironic,

1'1[>/0u want to be a clever fellow about it.)

They had moved their prisoner to the High School
Division Safety Room. After the vampire bit Taro, they
had taken him upstairs from the underground parking lot
to the hospital itself. After checking him in, they moved
the operation to a safer location.

The report from the hospital, thankfully, was that
Taro’s wounds were not life threatening, and they were
sterilizing the infected area with UV rays and prescribing
an extended stay at the hospital facilities where he could
undergo continued sunbathing treatments. It looked like
their newest comrade in the Supernatural Phenomena

Research Association was going to escape the curse.
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going to be extremely difficult to time the two events, to
spread the illness when it's most beneficial to take
advantage of the Archangel’s strike offensive. It requires a
precise schedule.”

Kei stepped forward and looked her hard in the face.
“Then what kind of schedule are we on if you have the
Archangel heading to CLAMP School right now?”

“How should I know?” the doctor said, slamming
her hand on the table. She stood up. “I contacted
headquarters, and they said the Archangel changed its
trajectory entirely on its own. It’s out of control and no
one knows why! Our remote controls are not working at
all. The devil refuses to return our calls!”

Clearly upset during her sudden outburst, the
doctor took a deep breath and sat down before
continuing. ““The agents at headquarters were saying that
they suspected there might have been a defect in the
newly installed artificial intelligence system. We're all a
victim of a bug in the programming, a most unfortunate
circumstance! The out-of-control Archangel is on its way
to your school right now, right after the virus has started
to spread! I wish this were a dream, and I wish to God |
could wake up!”

“Oh, knock 1t off!” Kei’s eyes narrowed to angry
slits. “Because of your selfish plot, thousands of people,
perhaps millions, are going to turn into vampires. You

have no right to feel sorry for yourselfl”
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involved. Which means we have to take care of business
all on our own.”

“But how do we get inside?” Takayuki asked. “That’s
presuming we can even find it out there”

They had finally found a question Kei didn’t have an
answer to.

But coincidentally, just at that moment, another man
with a lot of answers arrived. The Professor came running
into the room. “Everyone!” he blurted out. “Doesn’
CLAMP School boast a Space Flight Research Division
as part of its University Program? I seem to recall them
being exceptionally proud of their advanced model space
shuttle”

“Oh, Professor!”Yuki smiled. “Long time no see.”

The Professor was a fan of the Association in
general, and Yuki in particular, and had helped them out
on several occasions, sharing his knowledge and relaying
helpful advice.

“Reeally?” Kei asked. “You have something like that
here on campus? Why doesn’t your government know
about this?”

“When it comes to CLAMP School, my dear boy,
you should simply assume we have everything.”

The Professor grinned at the stupefied secret agent.

- fla)‘ _

v

182






alighting from a particularly hair-raising ride at ap
amusement park.You get off, and your body hasn’t quite
caught up to its restored surroundings. The floating

sensation lingers.
e® €n

The Satellite Monitoring Room in the University
Division of CLAMP School campus erupted in excited
activity. “Target has been acquired! We have established
the location of the Archangel!”

As the discovery was announced, an enormous
screen lit up, revealing a gigantic mechanical object
surfing through outer space. It had taken them less than
twenty-four hours from discovering the plan to spread
the virus to tracking down its instrument of death. The
Professor had gotten them access to the University Space
Flight Research Division.

While preparations for the launch that would send
the Supernatural Phenomena Research Association after
the Archangel continued among the technicians, the
entire group concerned itself with watching their
quarry’s movements and learning all they could about it.
They were aided in doing so by a space-viewing satellite
that the CLAMP School Science Division had already
put into orbit.

“The Archangel,” Mifuyu muttered.
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Unfortunately, while perfect in concept, this was
going to prove problematic in execution.

For starters, the possibility that Rion’s and Yuki’s
bodies would not be able to withstand the physical
trauma of the shuttle’s launch.

Second, there was no guarantee that, after the plan
was carried out, the return to Earth could be executed
safely. The shuttle still hadn’t been field-tested, and there
wasn’t really any guarantee it could survive a possible
battle with the Archangel, much less reentry into the
earth’s atmosphere.

Third and finally, Yuki was adamantly against any
kind of travel that might cause motion sickness. He said
he never looked good in green.

Rion was the one who solved the problems, getting
the idea from her grandmother, a master spell-caster. The
solution was the switching-card technique, and it would
kill all three birds with one stone. Only Kei would be
needed to fly the shuttle, and since he was a government
agent, danger was part of his job description anyway.

Yuki reluctantly agreed, but only as long as Rion could
promise his fake body would be wearing something fabulous.

Thus, the unprecedented plan to infiltrate an enemy
spacecraft was hatched.
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Kei was staring at her intently, and it made Rion
tremble with nerves.

“What if I was?” he repeated.

“Uh, well ... um ...” Rion stiftened her spine before
answering. “I was thinking . . . maybe I could somehow
help you, with my spells and stuft.”

She didnt know if he understood what she
meant, but she had lost the courage to say more. Kei
stood up and moved across the room to her in one
fluid motion. “Rion-kun, if I asked you to let me drink
your blood . . . what would you say?”

Kei towered over her. His shadow covered her
whole body.

“Uhh..”

Rion’s legs were shaking. Her lips couldn’t
remember how to form words.

Slowly, Kei lowered his face closer to Rion’s neck.

Rion squeezed her eyes shut as tight as they would
go and waited for him to bite into her.

Except he just laughed.

“I'm only kidding. Get real!” Kei lightly tapped Rion
on the head with his knuckles, and she opened her eyes.

But when she did, Kei had already left the room,
moving with a cat-like swiftness. Rion stayed frozen
where she was. When she couldn’t hold herself any
longer, she buried her face in her hands and quietly began

to cry.
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And that was why she was looking into Kei’s eyes
now. But was it to show him that she trusted him before
they embarked on the next dangerous portion of their
mission, or was it to try to discern if the boy leading them
was really human?

Remembering what she was there to do, Rion
turned to Yuki. She closed her eyes tight, and without
looking, slapped the image card onto Yuki’s body.

(Little did Rion know, but at the time she had her
controntation with Kei, she wasn't as alone as she had felt.
Mfﬁryu had been outside the room, ready to draw Kotetsv at
the slightest hint of trouble. She waited out there until Rion
had stopped crying, just to be sure that her friend was okay.

She felt that was better than 90ing in, which might have
caused the younger girl embarrassment. Miﬂyu cared for
Rion too much to do that.)
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Through the vast quiet of space, two figures approached
the Archangel via a means of travel invisible to any
satellite camera.

Yuki was out of breath, and sweat was pouring from
his brow. “Okay, Rion-chan, we're here,” he said. “You

can let go now”
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without Yuki’s help—she was able to summon the rest of
the Supernatural Phenomena Research Association to the
ship as well.

As you also know by now, when it comes time to take
action, the members of the Association are far more ready
than most will give them credit for. There was no hesitation
on the part of the new arrivals. They were in action mode,
at the ready for whatever might come their way.

Kei called to them.“This way! There’s a maintenance
corridor.”

The group followed the sound of his voice,
advancing down the mysterious hallway. All five of them
looked like one unit, dressed as they were in their
CLAMP School uniforms. Koizumi, the ghost maid, still

had her space suit on.
(Though, hecessary for a spirit? T doubt it!)

She was ahead of the rest of the group and had
nearly caught up with Kei.

The seven of them gathered at the entrance to a large hall.

Compared to the vast quiet of the universe outside,
the spaceship was abuzz with noise. The echoes of their
footsteps trailed off behind them, while in front of them
was a host of machines, lights flickering on and off, diodes
beeping, and gears grinding. The sudden explosion of

stimuli made their heads spin.
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“Yes.” Perhaps because she was embarrassed at
receiving praise, the other woman lowered her eyes.“This
school will be visited by other calamities in the near
future; I have foreseen it in my readings. But as long as
those children are here, as long as they continue to
produce successors, CLAMP School will always manage
to stay out of danger.”

“Oh, well, that’s certainly a comfort.” She hid her
mouth with a Japanese paper fan, but it could not hide
the beauty of her voice.“I hope you’ll continue to watch

over your young charges from afar, Kakyoin-san”

Yoo

Miharu Takanashi was freaking out. Her eyes looked even
larger than usual behind the thick lenses of her glasses.
“Whaaaat?! That can’t be true, Professor!”

“Oh, but it is. I've already finished sending the
application to the High School Division student body.”

“No! N-no, say it isn't so! You can't really, Professor.
A man of your respect, you're really going to become an
advisor to the Supernatural Phenomena Research
Association?”

Five days had passed since the virus was stopped, and
a lot can happen in five days. The Professor, who was
always the Association’s number one fan (especially
Yuki’s), was now an even bigger fan. They had saved
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“Yeah, and it seems like he’s still a ways off from a
full recovery”

“Well, it’s only natural,” Rion gently interjected.
“After all, he teleported over ten times from a height of
twenty thousand meters!”

It was true. Yuki had a long way to go to bring Kei
back down to the ground. Once he was out of the
plummeting spaceship, he had to contend with the
distance between the craft and the ground, and he had to
do so while carrying Kei. In order to break their fall, he
converted the energy from the drop into teleportation
energy, which started to work as the equivalent of brakes.
He took pieces of the fall, little by little, until he reached
the ground.

And so, although they both suffered only minor
wounds upon landing, Yuki experienced a complete
brain shut down. He was rushed to the Campus
General Hospital. He had never pushed his powers to
that extent before.

Kei had come to see everyone on the day he was
supposed to leave the campus. He had stuck around
to complete some paperwork and make sure that both
CLAMP School and the Japanese government knew
where the situation stood—and that included a
mountain of follow-up paperwork to go with the first
mountain of paperwork. They’'d form a mountain

range of pulp and ink!
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“I see.”

“He’s so young,” Takayuki said, “and he has a tough
job. It’s hard not to have respect for the kid.”

“Hey, everyone!” A little girl in a kindergarten
uniform bounded energetically up the stairs. She carried
several small boxes with her. “Sorry to keep you all
waiting. Today’s lunch is onigiri and maku no uchi bento!”

Koji suddenly straightened up in his chair. “Sakiko-
chan! Hello! You really shouldn’t go to all this trouble
for us.”

“Oh, not at all. I need you and the other members
of the Association to keep working hard. I plan to cheer
you on until the end of time!”

“Yeah, so don’t be such a killjoy, Koji,” Mifuyu
laughed.

Takayuki took one of the box lunches. “I'm glad to
see youre recovering so well,” the older student said.
“You have so much energy, it’s like you're the same old
Sakiko-chan.”

Truth be told, she was better than the same old
Sakiko-chan. Perhaps as a side effect of the vampire virus,
once she had recovered from it, Sakiko developed strong
physical strength and a strong immune system. The
doctors thought it might be due to the daily exposure to
sunlight, as her body had learned to make more defensive
cells. Compared to when Sakiko first met everyone in the

Association, she had loads more energy. Before she had
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housed another victim of the whole vampire incident.
But this one inspired only gleeful thoughts. This patient
was a cute blond who suffered from an entirely different
ailment, one caused peripherally by the Dracula curse,
and who agonized over different issues.

Mm ... ughhh .. . I have to get ready for our presentation
at the Cultural Fair! We won’t make it in time . . . and we have
to be recognized as a Club this time without fail . . . nggghhh . . .

At his bedside, keeping a constant vigil, was a young
woman in a maid’s uniform. She smiled at the orderlies as
they passed and peeled her charge an apple.

AndYuki really shouldn’t worry so much. While the
day the Supernatural Phenomena Research Association
receives Club status may still be a little while off, a bright
future is definitely in sight!
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Epilogue

Um ... where am I?

I remember hurrying down the street just a moment
ago ... but then, I don’t know.

From the looks of it, I've wandered into a rather strange
place. To my left and right, everything is bright white. I feel
like I’'m on some mountaintop covered in fog.

Wait, I think I see someone. Yeah, there’s a person over
there.

He’ saying something: “Hey there, Bunzaemon-kun.”

Say what? Does he know me? He'’s coming this way,
waving at me. He appears friendly enough. I guess I might as
well see what he wants. He’s about to speak again. You can tell
by the way he sets his jaw a certain way, like he’s winding it up
to talk.

“Hello, pleased to meet you, though actually, it’s the
second time we’ve met. The first time was in Shosetsu
Asuka magazine, in the RPG replay! You know, the

section where they give the play-by-play commentary on
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really worry about that. Actually, just about every time, I
simply write stories that reflect my tastes and whims. So,
as a writer, 'm very satisfied with how the series has
turned out. On the other hand, I wonder if maybe I
should apologize to my readers for getting a bit too
complicated at times (ha ha). Some of these stories are
told in interesting ways, aren’t they? So, anyway, I really
am a nervous nellie (I mean it this time).

Well, thanks to that, I suppose, I've still got plenty of
seeds for story ideas germinating in my head. You have
not seen the last of our five adventurers—Yuki, Takayuki,
Rion, Mifuyu, and Koji—or all of their friends. I have a
seemingly endless supply of crazy ideas to get them
tangled up in. The poor dears! Then again, for the
characters to go off on their own and find trouble to get
into, that really is the most ideal situation for a writer to
end up in.

I'd like to give thanks to CLAMP’s Ohkawa-sensei,
who strongly pushed for getting these stories turned into
novels. I'll admit, I protested at first. “A novel?! No way!
I can’t write something that big! It’s too hard!” Ohkawa-
sensel stuck with it, and supported and prodded me to get
it done.

To my editor (at the time), Aoki-san, who gave me
this opportunity to write, and to the editor assigned after
that, Tanaka-san, who became my victim number one,

who patiently waited for me to submit my manuscripts,
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