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      Finally, the untold, true story of what really happened the night the Alamo fell


    




    

       




      On that fateful night of March the 6th, 1836, Saito Izumi, a centuries old vampire, tended to the sick and dying, chief among her charges; the legendary Colonel James Bowie.




       




      But while General Santa Anna’s attack was no surprise, what swarmed over the walls and the gates of the old mission was anything but expected. And what Saito learned that night about honor and duty would change her forever—if she lives through the night.




       


    




    

      A defining moment in American history featuring the vampire Saito Izumi




      From the author of STONE OF DESTINY - Book One in the Irish Cycle Series
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      SAITO IZUMI MANAGED to keep her secret for a fortnight.


    




    

      For fourteen days no one knew, no one suspected the truth. But on that final, terrible night her secret was exposed, the true nature of who—of what—she was, was revealed. Saito Izumi was kyuuketsuki. A blood suck demon. A vampire.




      In the cold, dark hours before dawn on March the 6th, 1836, President General Antonio López de Santa Anna and his Mexican Army, 1,800 soldados strong, attacked the Alamo.




      When the assault on the old mission began, Saito was in the old convent building that had been converted into a hospital ward. She was there to tend to her friend, Colonel James Bowie, stricken ill two- weeks prior. Bowie, alongside Lieutenant-Colonel William Travis, led the 182 Texan and Tejano men committed to defending the old mission—a small, brave contingent of men determined to hold the Alamo against a crushing force until General Sam Houston’s promised reinforcements could arrive.




      Bowie lay on a cot covered with a thin, inadequate blanket, barely able to hold it to his quivering chin. Weak as a kitten, his skin was flush with fever. His hands were clammy and trembling.




      Saito placed a stool by his bedside. She held a bowl of soup in her hands.




      The chamber was lit and warmed by the roaring glow of a crackling fire in the cooking hearth, its stone mantle taking up most of the south wall. Cold winter air whistled through the narrow cut space that served as a window overlooking the convent yard below. The smell of rot and disease and death hung thick and cloying in the air.




      “Do you wish to eat, Colonel?” she asked.




      He mumbled words she could not understand. His teeth chattered from the cold, while his flesh was hot to the touch and coated in sweat. He pulled the blanket to the bridge of his nose. His wide, bloodshot eyes darted to and fro, wild. They were like white orbs bouncing around inside his head.


    




    

      If her heart beat, it would have broken at the sight. To see this man, whose bravery was legendary, celebrated for his heroism from the bustling north to the farthest lands in the west, now lying there, gripped by disease, quaking like a frightened child—it was enough to bring the most stoic of souls to tears.


    




    

      In the distance a cannon boomed.




      Bowie jump bolt-upright in his bed.




      His sudden movement jarred Saito’s arm and upset the bowl of soup. It clattered to the stone floor with a splash. “Shush, Colonel.” She tried to calm him. “There is no need for alarm.”


    




    

      He kicked his feet out and pressed his back to the rough limestone wall behind him, sitting up, his eyes wide. “Santa Anna. He’s coming. The time for waiting is over.”


    




    

      “I fear you are right, Colonel. It will be soon.”




      “Soon.” He nodded. Sweat dotted his wide forehead. Dark, unkempt ringlets of black hair stuck to his skin. His mutton chop sideburns were scraggily and overgrown, hard to discern in the darkness from the stubble on his chin. “He’ll attack soon. Very soon.”




      Saito picked up a bowl of water from the table beside Bowie’s cot. In it she soaked a rag and dabbed at his sweaty brow.




      He reached out and patted her hand. “Miss Saito, you are an angel. A prettier, more caring nurse than thee, no man has ever had. A goddess sent to me from the heavens.”




      “Your words charm me, sir, but I am neither all you make me out to be nor am I from the heavens.”




      “Your beauty is only outshined by your modesty, my dear.” He let loose a horrific cough. “I have seen how you tend to the feeble, the sick. You do yourself a disservice.”




      Saito busied herself with wringing out the rag and dabbing at Bowie’s flushed and sweat-covered cheeks. Tomorrow, should the Colonel be mistaken and General Santa Anna not attack, she would give him a proper shave. But for the moment she intended to enjoy their banter, as she always did during his less and less frequent periods of lucidity.




      “Colonel, a question. If I may?”




      “Of course, my dear. Ask me anything.”




      “Why did you stay? Surely you knew this to be a hopeless campaign. Yet you volunteered to remain and defend the Alamo, with too few men, too little artillery. You and Travis, Crockett and all the others. Why?”




      “Texas for Texians, my dear Saito. For honor and duty. Brave men do what is asked of them. Our orders are to stay, we stay. Our orders are to fight, we fight.” He furrowed his forehead and for a moment Saito despaired, to bear witness to the pain the man suffered, and be so helpless, weighted heavily on her. Vomiting and digestive distress had not been uncommon with his illness. “From the look in your lovely, dark eyes, Miss Saito, I see you believe us simply to be fool-hardy.”




      “No, Colonel. You misread me completely…” She paused.


    




    

      He reached out a trembling hand and patted her forearm. “There is a saying, ‘A man who retreats deserves the bullet he receives in his back.’”




      “What you mistook for disdain was anything but, sir. We Japanese have our own warrior class; they are called Samurai.”




      “Samurai,” Bowie repeated approvingly.




      “They follow a similar code of honor as you describe, Colonel.”




      The Colonel had closed his eyes and drifted off to sleep again.




      Saito sat and her mind drifted back to over 200 years ago to when she was first trained in the way of the samurai. Trained to defend—to give her life if necessary—to protect someone, something, more important than herself. She had dedicated her entire existence to that principle, to the protection of her daimyô, the feudal lord of her province.


    




    

      Her daimyô had been killed and she became kyuuketsuki. A blood suck demon. A vampire. A monster. She had failed. As would Bowie and Travis and Crockett and the nearly 200 brave men with them.




      It was not a principle foreign to her, Saito thought. It was simply one that had been forgotten and unpracticed by her for a very, very long time.




      She stood and pulled the Colonel’s blanket up to his chin and tucked it in around him. “Sleep tight, brave Colonel. Sleep tight.”




      But it was not to be.




      A distant shout carried in on the crisp, desert wind. It caused Saito’s still blood to chill, as it certainly must have every Texan and Tejano that heard it. “Viva Santa Anna!”




      The battle cry for the Mexican army.




      It signaled the rush of Mexican soldados to the walls of the Alamo, an attack responded to sluggishly by the exhausted Texans and Tejano defenders with their own shouts, musket fire and cannon roar.




      The siege had begun.




      “Saito,” Bowie shouted, suddenly awake and alert. “My weapons! Now!”




      At the table beside the hearth, Saito grabbed the Colonel’s flintlock pistol and his knife. It was a handsome, straight-back blade, 24 centimeters long and 3.8 centimeters in width, with a plain, riveted, wood-scale handle. She tossed the gun and knife to him.




      From under his cot, Bowie extracted a carved wooden box. He had shown it to Saito some days earlier, so she knew it to contain lead balls, gunpowder, a dozen pre-set powder measures, and a spare flint. Bowie poured the first powder measure and dropped the first ball into the barrel, jamming it home with the ramrod before he laid the pistol across his lap.




      Through the window the sound of shouting and gunshots reached them, punctuated by the loud boom of cannon fire. The smell of burnt gunpowder filled Saito’s nostrils with an acrid stench.
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