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With unexpected arrivals at his cave, Lord Bright’s secret identity stands endangered. If he reveals his true self to his men, will they accept or kill him? And if he doesn’t, can he get his familiar back from the she-dragon that holds him?
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The Politics of Dragons was originally written in May 2021 as an exclusive entry for A Collection of Dragons. It remains a part of that volume, which was published in June 2021, and can also be listened to as a reading on my writing YouTube channel.

This is the slightly revised stand-alone version, and first appeared in this format in July 2025.It is a continuation of the story of Lord Bright and Seppelitus, set five years after the events in the short story, Seventh Son, and it further explores the relationship of dragons and their familiars, which was touched on in Gulvane and the Dragon.

This version of The Politics of Dragons is part of an attempt to provide my short stories in a smaller format than the collections in which they appear. Why not develop them into novels and be done with it? Because they are short stories, small glimpses of the world in which the novels take place...and one of the ways I discover and explore aspects of those worlds.

Welcome, to the north of Entalamorn, the world on which the Chronicles of a Dark God trilogy is set.
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The dragon sat, one long claw idly tapping on a shield, the rest of the paw resting on the body of the knight it belonged to. Cool air swept in from the mountainside and the dragon contemplated the view through the cavern door.

It was mostly tree, but there was a little bit of sky...enough to tell him another storm was on the way.

He drummed his claw some more, thoughtful.

Outside, the trees dipped their crowns, their golden foliage crackling as another gust swept through.

The knight’s horse stood, pawing the ground and tossing its head, whickering in anxious defiance. The dragon thought it looked delicious.

Another tap of his claw punched through the shield.

The knight gasped, and the dragon cocked his head, keeping one eye on the door and examining the knight with the other. He lifted his claw, the shield catching and rising with it, then descending as the dragon started to bring it down.

The knight wriggled as though trying to move out from under it, and the dragon paused. The knight froze, his eyes shifting from the shield to the dragon’s face, then widening as the dragon very gently lowered his claw again.

He brought the shield to rest on the knight’s chest, then shifted closer to look into the man’s face.

“What are you doing here?” the dragon asked.

The knight stared.

“What? Cat got your tongue,” the dragon demanded, glancing around the cave. “I swear I told her to stay at home.”

“I... You can talk!”

The dragon bounced his foreclaw on the knight’s chest, wincing at the loud ‘clang’ of the shield hitting his breastplate.

The knight gasped as the shield edge narrowly missed his face, and an indentation appeared in the metal guarding his chest.

“I asked you a question,” the dragon reminded him, tapping the claw twice more.

Two more clangs emphasized his words, and the knight flinched, squeezing his eyes tight shut. He turned his head away from the shield’s edge as it came perilously close to his face.

“Well?” the dragon pressed, and the knight gulped, his arm moving beneath the grasp of his claw as he turned his head back to the door.

“The storm,” he managed. “I... We... The horse...”

“You sought shelter?” the dragon asked, and the knight nodded vigorously, his face paling as the dragon’s eyes narrowed.

“Who’s we?” the big beast asked, and the knight’s gaze darted toward the trees.

The dragon followed it, catching the slight movement as someone—or something—ducked behind the bushes near the horse. He snaked his head back to the knight, sliding his body around so that his vulnerable flanks weren’t exposed to the door, his weight momentarily resting on his paw.

The knight groaned. He closed his eyes and shook his head.

“Can’t tell me?” the dragon asked, and the knight’s eyes snapped open, his jaw firming as he clenched his teeth. The dragon quirked an eyebrow. “Oh... Won’t tell me...”

He dropped his lower jaw in a draconic grin, then raised his muzzle and snuffed the air. The wind shifted and another gust brought the scent to him. This time he paid it attention. One scent in particular caught his notice.

He glanced at the knight.

“What is she doing here?”

Thunder rumbled and the wind gusted again. The smell of the storm filled their nostrils.

The knight grunted softly, shifting cautiously to prop himself up on his elbows.

“Please...” he began, and the dragon shimmered, heat flowing through his skin, his foreclaw shrinking as his body transformed into the solid outlines of a man the knight knew well.

It couldn’t be helped.

“Milord?”

And there it was, his secret gone. For five years after the ogre threat had been destroyed, the dragon had kept that secret safe. It had been five years more than he’d expected, but now...

His hand rested on the shield, one gauntleted finger protruding through the hole to poke the dent in the knight’s breastplate. He tapped it ignoring the astonishment on the man’s face.

“Call them in, Captain,” he ordered, “and fetch your horse, too. I won’t eat him.”

He paused, mischief curling his lips as he added, “Provided he behaves.”

He patted the shield and rose from where he’d crouched, moving to the heavy stone door set in the farthest recesses of the cave.

“Lord Bright, I...” the knight began, but the dragon cut him off.

“The storm is almost upon us. Bring our people to safety.” Bright paused, his hand resting on the panel. “Keep my secret.”

The knight gave him a brief nod, and the dragon stepped into the warmly lit corridor beyond. Captain Ingerri was a good man—not fond of dragons, it was true, but a good man, nonetheless. He might do as Bright had asked.

“Where are you, boy?” he murmured. “Where?”

Because the only reason he’d been in the entry cave to start with was because his familiar had not returned...and Seppelitus was never late, well, no later than any other young man his age—and that only rarely. It should have been a simple task, an errand—there and back and no more, with nothing to distract him on the way.

Bright shook his head, murmuring the incantation to set the hearth ablaze and send warmth gusting through the room. A brief burst of chill, followed by the clip-clop of horse hooves and stamp of boots, alerted him to the return of several soldiers. Lighter steps alerted him to the other person accompanying them.

“Welcome,” he said, turning from the fireplace.

It was exactly the opposite of what he wanted to say. This cavern was his retreat, a private sanctuary from affairs of state and the responsibilities of being a lord...and not a place he wanted rivals or his knights to know of.

The elven woman causing him the most consternation giggled.

“Lord Bright,” she greeted him. “It’s so kind of you to receive us.”

And by ‘us’ she was referring to the two guardians accompanying her. Captain Ingerri gave Bright his most apologetic look as Bright surveyed the two armed and armored mages standing on either side of the elf.

Bright didn’t think the man had much to apologize for. His captain had brought four of his personal guard with him—none of whom were impressed that their lord had given them the slip...although what they thought of him being a dragon was something he had yet to discover.

He might have harbored hopes they didn’t know, but one look at their faces disabused him of the idea. All four of them wore the blankest of looks, expressions they reserved for when they didn’t want their feelings known.

Bright sighed. This was a situation he’d have preferred to handle in private and without outside interference. He opened his mouth to address them, but the woman was not done.

“We have your guard captain to thank for the escort, even if he insisted four of my original escort remain behind. My lady will not be pleased.”

Bright imagined her ‘lady’ wouldn’t, but Ingerri had done the right thing. No one came into his presence with a force greater than his own, just as no-one traveled far from the manor without an escort.

Journeys were best done in small groups and with speed, and if the elf had insisted on accompanying the search, both groups would have been trimmed to something neither of them considered ideal. something the woman acknowledged with her next words.

“However, the captain explained that I either accepted his terms or returned at a time when you were present, and seeing as he couldn’t tell me when that would be, or even where you had gone, I had no choice, but to comply.”

“That is correct,” Bright told her. “He offered you the only choices available.”

“We were grateful he offered to seek you out,” the elf added, “although he would not let us search for you on our own.”

“Indeed not,” Bright stated, glancing at Ingerri and wondering exactly how hard a time the elf had given him. Knowing who her mistress was, he could only guess.

Ingerri’s face remained bland as he held his horse’s reins and those of the mount used by the lady. As he watched, the beast relieved itself on the stone floor. Bright ducked his head, uttered a single word of imprecation, following it with another syllable of spell. As his magic cleared the mess from his hall, Bright caught the surprise on his men’s faces.

As much as his men didn’t like dragons, they liked magicians even less—and he’d just surprised them with the fact he was both. The elf followed the direction of his look and giggled, again.

“Oh my. They didn’t know?” The giggle fountained into laughter. “My lady will be most amused.”

“No doubt as amused as yourself,” Bright remarked drily, noting the dislike on his guards’ faces.

That was a relief. They might not like dragons or mages, but they had liked their lord, and to see him mocked would not sit easily with them.

“Why did you seek me out?” he demanded, and the lady’s amusement vanished like snow in late spring.

“My mistress wishes to know your answer,” she replied.

“Your lady already knows my answer,” Bright retorted. “I have...”

He glanced uneasily at his men, aware the elf followed his gaze with undisguised interest.

“We can discuss this in private,” she suggested, “where delicate matters ought to be entertained.”

Ingerri’s eyebrows rose and annoyance rippled across the faces of his men.

“A lord’s personal guard are privy to many delicate matters,” he firmly informed her, then sighed, “even those of a...an extremely personal nature.”

Heat swept his neck and face as he indicated one of the tables set slightly to one side of the fire.

“Perhaps...” he began, only to be interrupted by a low rumbling whicker.

Glancing up, he saw Ingerri’s horse nudge the captain.

“Milord...” the man began, and Bright nodded, indicating a door on the left edge of the room.

“Down there, Ingerri. Take one of the lady’s men with you, so he knows where the beasts are kept.”

And so he can help with the
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