
 

The dripping of water on the cold stone was what roused Severa, the charr woman, from 

her sleep. Her head nagged at her, and indeed, her whole body felt some discomfort, like she was 

physically exhausted. She tried to yawn a large breath in but there was something over her 

mouth, pinning it down; a gagging muzzle of some tar-coloured rubber-like material was 

stretched over her face. It didn’t even leave her nose free! Somehow it was thin enough or 

carefully designed so that she could breathe through, though even that was barely true. 

When she reached to pull it off, her hands strained within mittens of the same stuff, and, 

while her feet were free, a cursory look showed her that her claws had been filed down to be 

useless. Plus, a strange black ring of the same stuff seemed to have been painted on over the 

inner middle toe of each foot. It clung tightly and wouldn’t budge in the slightest. Her inspection 

was interrupted when she heard a heavy breath to her side, turning warily. It was another charr, 

smaller than her, dressed the same, in loose fitting, baggy clothes, tattered around the edges. 

The other charr had the tacky substance over their hands and face as well as the rings on the 

same toes.  

To Varius, the other charr, the sudden touch at their shoulder made them bolt awake and 

scramble away, tripping as their rise had relied on a stretched out hand that didn’t obey them. 

Severa tried to mumble a platitude, though she could only modulate the tone of what got out. 

Her body language spoke for her instead, arms raised as she backed off.  

The two charr exchanged glances and looked around their surroundings. It was a 

dungeon room, that much was sure, metal rings embedded in the walls near them spoke of 

where manacles might be employed. They were in some underground cavern that had been 

repurposed. The ceiling above them and the floor below was of carved and cut stone, but two of 

the walls were of natural rock, untouched and built against. Metal bars blocked the way out, a 

cell door of some kind.  

Varius was shorter than a lot of charr, but stocky, and stronger than they looked, whilst 

Severa was tall and equally well built. Even using their combined strength, with the debilitating 

mittens and gag, and lack of useful claws -Varius’ own having been stripped from them by the 

devious Inquest group many years ago-, their investigations on their restraints and attire 

showed that all they could achieve was to take off their clothing, something they were not 

planning on in this atmosphere.  

They had to make peace with it, their mouths and hands useless, and communication 

made frustratingly difficult, as Severa couldn’t even use the hand gestures she was accustomed 

to from stealth work. One thing was clear, they were both completely clueless as to where they 

were or how they got here.  

Varius wandered over to the barred cell door, raising a fist to bang on it, and, to their 

surprise, the impact was softened as the door was neither locked nor even properly closed. The 

force caused it to shut fully and then bounce back in its frame.  



 

The shorter charr muffled as loud as they could to get Severa’s attention and gestured 

outwards. Their bindings were restricting and annoying, but they weren’t keeping either of them 

pinned in the room. It was a worrying prospect all the same, but if there was a way out, they 

would both try and make it, and woe for any captor they crossed, as a punch from a charr could 

be devastating even without the claws.  

 

They set off cautiously, knowing nothing of their circumstance and unable to discuss any 

theories. Severa took the lead for the majority of the way, her head roving and watching for any 

guards. Varius meanwhile studied the construction, they were looking for anything mechanical, 

traps or extra security, or even just clues as to the dungeon’s design to try and puzzle out who or 

what had put them there.  

The place was a mix of carved stone and natural rock on this level, but as far as they saw 

there were no practical rooms or places one might expect in a prison or dungeon. There wasn’t 

even anywhere that looked like it could be used for interrogation, the whole place felt like it was 

intended to be a twisting mess of corridors with no purpose except to confuse and lose those 

inside.  

Varius eventually got the knack down of identifying paths they could trust to not be dead 

ends, and for their patience they were rewarded with stairs upwards. With a hefty sigh, both 

realised there was no exit waiting for them that easily.  

On rising to the new floor, they were met with a straight hall, the only obvious way 

forward and fully made of quarried stones. The two charr walked cautiously forward, though not 

carefully enough. Varius’ paw hit a square of stone that clicked and depressed, the floor 

suddenly opening up below them. Severa’s reactions were instant, having only been half a pace 

away, she turned, dove, and slipped her arms under their’s.  

Lacking claws to dig into the ground made it more precarious than she would have liked, 

but she managed to stabilise and Varius kept their elbows down to aid her grip feeling a bit 

sheepish as she pulled up. Taking the time to look below, they saw familiar rock and metal, the 

prison cell they’d woken in. So the trap would have maybe caused bruises, but ultimately have 

just inconvenienced them?  

Either way, they resolved to be on better look out. The two walked away from the trap, 

startled by the grinding sound as it closed some seconds later. Varius held up a hand, doubling 

back to try and identify the stone trigger. Their efforts weren’t in vain, the light difference in 

elevation was noticeable, and, feeling a bit foolhardy and courageous, when they came over 

another such stone up ahead, they beckoned for the larger charr to hold them from a distance.  

It wasn’t easy, given the lack of access to her hands, but she tried, brow furrowed in 

concern. Varius tapped the next trigger lightly with one toe, pressing just enough, it shifted 

under them and they hastily pulled back. The feather-light and short press didn’t trigger the 



 

trap, fortunately, and so despite Severa’s misgivings, expressed by a growl and frown, she didn’t 

resent Varius for it.  

If they could identify the things, then all the better.  

They explored the rest of the floor. There were rooms, though none that had any 

discernible purpose, still. Instead they were trap-laden dummies that had to be carefully 

navigated across. The path was linear, rather than confusing, until they came across two doors at 

a fork.  

One was wooden, embossed and decorated in gold, the other looked carved from stone. 

Both were well balanced so that a simple push opened them, and the doors themself seemed trap 

free. The stoney door led to more of the same, they could see another archway in the far wall, 

whereas the room beyond the gold door had no other exits, instead something lay on the ground 

at the far end.  

More importantly though, the room itself was in motion. Floor tiles raised or opened, 

walls pressed and pushed. The challenge was straightforward, not one of observation, but skill.  

Giving a sharp nod, Severa moved forward first, volunteering to tackle this one, and have 

Varius as backup to rescue her if needed. She was most leery of the floors that rose up. There 

wouldn’t be enough room for her between the ceiling and the floor when they were extended, 

and so she’d need to be quick, but the shifting towers also obscured her view.  

She took a deep breath and waited for one of the open floors to close, bouncing lightly off 

it. It didn’t budge, cementing her suspicion that they were solid when shut and only opened at 

intervals. She climbed one of the panels, crouched to leap off when she saw her next destination. 

A floor closed and she leapt and landed on it. Her next goal, a moving tile, was too high to risk, 

so she hopped back one space, waiting for it to lower.  

Another jump across the now open space landed her here, and then she surged onwards, 

the final stretch pushed her along the moving walls, pausing to watch and measure them. It 

would be hellish to get back, but if she timed it just right she could sprint across.  

Varius clenched their jaw, too nervous to watch, if anything happened from the distance 

Severa had put between them, it would be impossible to intervene.  

Severa ran, not stopping or slowing. The constant motion to her side filled her head with 

doubts and second guesses, but with one kicking leap she landed in front of the prize. She 

seemed safe. If the treasure turned out to be trapped too, then that was simply too cruel.  

She let her breath recover, looking at what she’d won.  

Two pairs of sandals lay on the ground, their straps spread to the side and a sign rested 

above them, declaring them to be “Shoes of Safe Passage.” Her brow quirked at that, but… she’d 

got this far. Still the things seemed too small and off-shaped to fit. She stuck one foot down, and 



 

the sandal quivered, the sole expanding to fit below her comfortably and neatly. The loose straps 

at the tip moved first, making contact with the ring around her toe, and integrating into it. The 

rest of the straps wove themselves together over the top of her foot. 

Wary, all the same, Severa stepped on the heel with her free foot, trying to pry the first 

out of it again and after a light tug, the sandal opened. She concluded that they weren’t going to 

curse or lock on and with a nod stepped to put both on. 

As soon as she put the second foot in, she felt a thrum of some energy within the 

artifacts. They felt like they were pulling, pointing toward the door in a straight line.  

She bent down, gathering the other pair in her arms, awkwardly. As she did, the room 

quietened immediately, all the holes shut, the walls fell still and the floors lowered, becoming 

inert.  

Severa let forth a sigh of relief before running back over. The sandals directed her around 

one flagstone on the floor, and so she trusted them, but otherwise it was easy to get back. She 

dropped her load before Varius, gesturing until they tried them, and then marvelling at the 

magical nature of the footwear.  

Even though Varius hadn’t undergone the trial themself, the enchantment seemed to be 

working just the same. If they raised one foot off the ground it would slowly be tugged in a fixed 

direction.  

The charr traveled several more chambers before they really began to trust the shoes, 

and it allowed them confidence to spread out a bit from each other. Soon enough they had found 

the way up to the next floor, and Severa started to plow on.  

Varius had scouted several triggers on the floors and walls on their way up, yet the 

sandals had tugged to lead them around, even vibrating harshly the one time Varius had 

intentionally hovered them over a trigger to test them.  

This third level had traps, yet again, but rather than rooms it was like a huge grid. Filled 

with intersecting passages which were frequently blocked by many metal grates. The floor 

seemed more of a memory test, teasing with glances ahead and behind, but, the shoes simply led 

the way! They pressed on, confidence building that this peculiar dungeon was as good as 

defeated. 

Severa tossed her head up at the passageway she’d been inspecting and Varius hurried 

over. A warm flood hit them as they rounded the corner, hope made manifest by the light that 

came down the stairs, the sandals tugged onwards, and the pair of charr shared one nod, they 

were finally letting go of any remaining suspicion.  

The way out felt suspect in how bare it was, and Severa was already walking on ahead, 

Varius’ eyes roamed, and they saw something that clenched around their gut, hastily mumbling 

for Severa to stop, but too late! Her foot went down on the trigger on the ground, for that was 



 

surely what it was, the studious charr had seen trap designs like this before… but nothing 

happened. Not even a click. Instead there was a light thrum, magical light pulsing from the sole 

of Severa’s sandal.  

The things really did live up to their name then! Varius had no doubt that were they 

bare-footed that something nasty would have emerged, but with a grateful sigh they started to 

walk after Severa, navigating two entry rooms with doors and other passageways, but their 

sandals pointed them toward the light-rimmed door on one wall and they walked through.  

The two emerged from the dungeon into the light of an overcast day, but to them it was 

as welcome as midsummer sun.  

The dungeon opened out onto an island, a solid looking crop of rocks behind them 

framed the imposing construction. The spot of land was big enough that it conceivably counted 

for the whole building, subterranean floors and all, and the island itself was in the centre of a 

huge lake. Varius groaned, realising there wasn’t any water to be seen, just thick tar.  

It wasn’t unheard of in Tyria, and blessedly there seemed to be no roaming elementals. 

The island’s shores were empty, though, no vessel or bridges to cross with, however their next 

destination was clear, a town sat on the lake’s shore off in the distance, and the sandals pulsed, 

quivering in its direction. With a roll of the shoulders and a sigh, Varius took the lead, stepping 

to the edge.  

They gingerly lifted one leg and put it down into the tar, which squelched ominously, but 

then supported their weight. The tar nearly reached their paw pads but was just shy, and 

perhaps it meant that this whole ‘lake’ was this shallow. If so that was a tiny mercy, or maybe 

there was a hidden bridge with a thin layer. Whatever the case, the charr now implicitly trusted 

the sandals, and began to trudge out toward the town.  

Severa was close behind, and the pair wove a path that the sandals guided them on, not 

straight at all. Soon however there was a deeper ‘splut’ sound from up ahead of her. One of 

Varius’ feet had plunged up to the toes into the tar and they were having trouble pulling it loose.  

The mirey mass squelched around it, and though they wiggled their foot and tried to pull, 

they felt the magical straps along the top coming loose instead of the tar. Taking one more 

approach, Varius pushed with all their weight on the stuck leg to test if the sandal would sink 

lower, but it stayed solidly where it was. With a sigh, they realised they’d have to shrug it off and 

press on.  

Severa’s own approach confirmed this, she caught up and then just as gingerly as Varius’ 

first foray dipped her sole one step past and to the side of them. Even with her strength, the 

sandal threatened only to come loose from her paw instead of the ground.  



 

The pair squirmed, Severa even leant forward and pulled while supporting Varius’ leg at 

the thigh to try and lend strength as they focused on gripping the sandal still. It was no use, the 

tar stretched but didn’t release the sole, it was truly stuck.  

It took some more testing before they made up their minds. They couldn’t stay here, and 

to proceed, the sandals would need to be abandoned. The insistent tug towards that town 

discouraged their attempts to go backwards, after all, but still even as far out as they’d waded 

they couldn’t see anyone on the shore, having been hoping to spot someone they could notify.  

Severa took the first step, after one last optimistic try to loosen her footwear from the 

bog, she just wrenched her leg free of it and took as long a stride as she could while still keeping 

her balance and strength. It was some cause for concern, the squelching tar pressing around her 

foot, but it only went as deep as before, with a sigh of relief Varius stepped out too. They stayed 

close to each other so that if needs be they could combine strength to move forward.  

It was only on the second step that things began to look concerning. When Severa’s rear 

foot slipped free of her sandal, the last shred of the enchantment that had been keeping her safe 

slipped. Unfortunately, to keep step with her, Varius had tugged their own foot free. With 

neither touching the enchanted items, they began to sink immediately. Even the foot that had 

been so confidently planted was dropping lower.  

It was a slow draw, but not something that could be ignored.  

Varius noticed Severa’s growing panic and the two tried to keep stepping forward. Their 

plan to use each other as leverage would only work on a sticky but solid surface, after all, as if 

one bore the others weight, they’d be sacrificing their own progress. The other pressing matter 

was that if they were sinking faster than their steps could rise, they’d need to make it to the 

shore, quickly.  

Severa realised this and tried to plow on ahead. Wrenching her rear leg forward, the 

sticky strands of tar clung to it, stretching into wide but insistent threads. She managed to pull it 

close to the foot out front, but trying to get it ahead was proving difficult. The strands tugged 

back insistently and risked her balance.  

Varius had managed to get a little more success. With their shorter build and lesser 

weight their footfalls didn’t plunge them as deep, but still the process they opted for of constant 

shorter steps was leading to a further problem; a quickly building and much thicker coating of 

the tar now dogged their every move.  

They turned to look over their shoulder at Severa, who just gestured onward with her 

head, there was little they could do to co-operate now, just needing to focus on making it across. 

Soon, though, their feet were caked in the blackness, and Severa’s attempts at longer strides 

were cut as short as Varius’. Her legs already felt tired from the strain against the ever pulling 

mass, and she feared she’d need to sum up her reserves to push through to safety.  



 

Several moments later, both of them were struggling to keep their knees above the 

morass and then the first trip happened. Varius’ pitched forward and couldn’t right themself 

fully, instead a mittened hand squashed into the goo. Acting on more impulse than thought, 

Severa veered to their side and scooped in to try and pull them up. The weight displacement cost 

her more than the difference in height, and the goo quickly sucked at her thighs, though she had, 

for a mercy, managed to get Varius standing. The strand of tar even snapped, but that caused the 

shorter charr’s arm to slap against their chest.  

It wasn’t stuck fast, but any energy spent in pulling it off was something neither wanted 

to risk, especially given the further they got from the island the faster they seemed to be falling. 

Varius shook their head, and looked up to Severa, but she had frozen, sinking slowly as she 

stared ahead. They turned to look too and their stomach twisted, the town they’d been questing 

towards had vanished, a mirage that had never truly been there, they turned their head back to 

see how far they’d come, if they were less than half way they might be safer trying to return to 

the island. 

A second gut punch followed as Varuius saw the Shoes of Safe Travel had sprung to life 

and were walking back toward the building. Severa was broken out of her stupor by the 

dismayed grunt and turned in time to see the artifacts’ betrayal. She barely reined in her 

instincts from wanting to reach for them, and her bewilderment at how far she’d sunk was yet 

another slap of surprise.  

Varius was up to the hips, but Severa’s belly was already being covered, and both charr 

had to try and swim while also keeping as upright as they could. It was a losing battle. A single 

bubble of escaped air rose to the surface but didn’t burst, snared, just as they were.  

There was no way out that they could see, both of them kept swaying their heads for any 

sign of a body on the shore, keeping their arms above the surface until it was no longer an 

option. Severa did her best to spread her weight out on them and it worked to slow the descent, 

but it didn’t stop it.  

Varius had forced the stuck arm off their body and had tried to shift their shirt up their 

head to leave some floating cloth trace, at the very least that might get found and reported. That 

also meant they felt the full kiss of the tar on their fur. Severa’s surroundings glooped and 

slurped as she pulled her arms up, as best she could, but they were too coated, even the surface 

of the mittens bore long tethers that pulled back. When her strength gave out, one hand slapped 

against the surface whilst the other which had been pulling hardest, plunged down into it.  

She shook her head as the lake of tar parted below her, toes questing desperately for 

some bottom to it as the mire sucked around her shoulders and climbed up her neck.  

Varius was only a few inches behind her now. Their left arm was raised high into the sky 

as far as they could extend it while the right reached out to find Severa’s shoulder, but the sludge 

was too thick to dig through, she caught their gaze and they kept their eyes locked, they’d tried 



 

their best and ultimately been betrayed by magical means. It seemed an ignoble end, not 

knowing who had brought them there or to what end. 

Severa let out one last muffled sound her head tilted right back, and then she slid down 

under the surface. Varius took as deep a breath as they could, and soon the viscous blackness 

was encroaching on their vision, slipping over their face and swallowing them into the dark. The 

last thing they realised was the strange rubbery scent of the gagging muzzle had returned, but it 

was too late to think any further on that. 

On the still surface of the tar lake, two small flurries of bubbles showed where the charr 

had sunk, even the hastily discarded shirt was sinking, and a few minutes later no signs 

remained. 

 

 

The dripping of water on the cold stone was what roused Severa, the charr woman, from 

her sleep. Her head nagged at her, and indeed, her whole body felt some discomfort, like she was 

physically exhausted. She tried to yawn a large breath in but there was something over her 

mouth, pinning it down; a gagging muzzle of some tar-coloured rubber-like material was 

stretched over her face. It didn’t even leave her nose free! Somehow it was thin enough or 

carefully designed so that she could breathe through, though even that was barely true. 

When she reached to pull it off her arms lurched and her torso with it. There was some 

kind of tight garment clinging to her. She’d have called it a straitjacket had she recognised it as 

such. One of her legs was free, a cursory look showed her that her claws had been filed down to 

be useless and the other bore a thick cuff and tether on the ankle that reached to the opposite 

foot of another charr, who lay slumbering still. Plus, a strange black ring of the same stuff 

seemed to have been painted on over the inner middle toe of each foot.  

The other charr was garbed very much the same, the muzzle, jacket and leg ring all of 

that same sticky shiny substance… just what was going on here? How had she even got here? She 

remembered nothing... 


