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“The Age of
Wonders” is a superhero TTRPG based on the Triskelion system.  

The full
game module, as well as a companion guidebook that expands on the history of
characters and the universe, are available for purchase online, and can be
found on itch.io, both in English and in Portuguese.  

This story,
which takes place within the continuity of the game, expands upon a part of the
backstory of the Brazilian hero character Angra.           



   

Preface.  

   

 


In
the Spring of 1968, the world as we knew it – the world as we understood it –
changed forever. It was the year that 16-year-old Julio Gonzales first put on
his homemade costume and took to the streets of Brooklyn as the superhero
Speedy.  

Gonzales
had the gift of superspeed, granted to him by a genetic hiccup in his DNA that
made him more than human; that made him a mutane.  

He
was among the first, but he would not be the last.  

Since
then, superheroes have become commonplace, but not all of those who don the
spandex are out there to protect and serve.  



 A Haunting.





   


NEW YORK CITY, 2022  

Sweat
dripped off Mr. Thompson’s large wrinkly forehead, faster than the already
soaking wet red-and-blue handkerchief could wipe off. Rocking back and forth on
his heels, he watched the elevator climb up the fifty floors, a ding! to
accompany every time the numbers on the display changed.  

There
were no stops between ground and top floor, but every time the elevator
threatened to do so, he could feel his heart rate spike up – the fear of what
to expect if the doors opened keeping him chilled.  

Would
she be there on the other side? No, that would be too obvious.  

A
loud clank up above made him recoil, the thought of her dropping from
the ceiling to strike him down suddenly very real.  

It
was, thankfully, just the elevator arriving at the destination.  

“Good
evening, Mr. Thompson. Is there anything –?”  

“Not
right now, Janet”, he said, brushing off past her. His secretary was a perky
little blonde girl, barely out of high school; cheap to hire and easy to
overwork. “Call Martin, tell him to post security on this floor. I want every
exit covered.”  

“Is
– is something wrong, Mr. Thompson? Did something happen?”  

Always
asking too many questions, too. Servants were better when you could cut off
their tongues.  

“She
is coming for me, Janet”, he said, as she trotted to his side towards his
office.  

“Who,
sir?”  

“Her!”
he groaned, through gritted teeth, as if even mentioning her name could summon
her. “Angra.”  

Janet
struggled to contain a smile. “Sir, that’s not – it’s not possible. She can’t
come into the country.”  

“She
is a terrorist, Janet! They don’t much care about visas!” he snapped.
His hand shook as he poured himself a glass of whiskey, turning his back on the
girl so she wouldn’t see how shaky his hands were. She still saw it, anyway. “She
left me a message yesterday. On my mirror. Said she was coming for me.”  

“On
your… mirror?”  

“Yes.
My bathroom mirror, Janet! She was in my house!”  

“So
why didn’t she just…?”  

“I
don’t know! I don’t know, Janet!”  

He
threw himself over his chair, almost spilling the drink over his Armani suit.  

Janet
fidgeted on the spot, twisting her hands behind her back. “Are you sure you
didn’t just… imagine it, sir? You know, stress can be a powerful –”  

“I
know what I saw, Janet! I know she is coming. Just – just
– do what I told you, will you already? I want guards in every inch of this
floor. And I want them to shoot to kill.”  

“But
–”  

“To
kill, Janet!”  

“O…kay.”  

Janet
held back a grimace, bowing out as graciously as she could, the door closing on
her way out, the lights going out along with her. Thompson spun on his chair,
turning to the massive windows overlooking the city below.  

He
thought he was safe. Safe! In the superhero city capital of the world, with the
Star-Sprangled Sentinels in one corner, the Alpha Squad in another, and about
two dozen fucking super-teams in every other street, he thought he was safe. He
thought there was no way – no way in hell – she could find her way there
undetected.  

He
was wrong. And that was gonna cost him more than a few million bucks.  

Thompson
sighed, sinking into the chair. In front of him, thousands of lights blinking
in and out of apartments and buildings, millions of people carrying on their
miserable little lives, without a care in the world.  

Comfortable
in their mediocrity. Accepting the new normal.  

Well,
it wasn’t exactly new anymore, was it? So maybe just ‘the normal’.  

But
there was nothing normal about it.  

He
remembered a time before there were freaks in capes flying around, or monsters
coming out from the depths, or aliens knocking at the door. But then there was
Speedy – right there, in New York City – and before anyone knew it, more and
more of those… those aberrations were popping up everywhere. An endemic.  

Soon
they were interfering with global politics. Breaking up wars, ending corrupt
regimes, changing the sociopolitical landscape. A small group of people with
all the power, who got to decide who lived and who died, what was right and
what was wrong.  

As
a billionaire, son of a millionaire senator, the irony did not go unnoticed.  

They
had ended the apartheid in South Africa. The settler project in Palestine.
Unified Ireland

































































