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6:07 PM, the shop was now closed for the day, and Vigo was wearily heading upstairs to his apartment. 

There weren’t many of these old “apartment over the shop” buildings left in Seattle, which he thought 

was a shame as they’re so convenient. They also reminded him of his childhood home back east. Opening 

the door (he never bothered locking the apartment doors nowadays) Vinny was as the door waiting for 

him as usual.  

Vinny was the most recent addition to the apartment; Vigo wasn’t much a “cat guy”, but he’d taken 

Vinny in after his uncle passed away several months ago. He hadn’t adopted Vinny out of any selfless 

intentions; no one else in the family wanted the old cat and Vigo wasn’t a fan of the idea of Vinny going 

to the pound. Vinny had been in the family for years; he may as well stay in it. Luckily, Vinny didn’t 

seem to mind their small apartment, nor the change of coasts. Vinny’s ‘go with the flow’ attitude about 

life made him easy to live with. 

The one exception to his lazy way of living was when Vigo came “home” after work. Vigo always had 

leftover scraps of meats or fish from the deli downstairs to add to Vinny’s dinner. Not knowing anything 

about what and where cats should eat, Vigo started a ritual of feeding Vinny on one side of the kitchen 

table while he ate on the other. Vinny wasn’t much for conversation, but Vigo was fine with that. Vinny’s 

physical company at the table was enough. Dinner served, Vinny greedily ate his cat food and baked fish 

leftovers while Vigo ate the sandwich he’d made before coming up. Like tonight, Vinny usually ate better 

than Vigo. Vinny loved the leftovers, and Vigo didn’t see much point in making a fancy meal for himself.  

The realization of his simple dinner due to loneliness stung like it always did. Vigo looked to the empty 

chair on the right, Leo’s chair. Then over to the left one: Claire’s. Vinny’s place was at the far end of the 

table, in the spot that never got assigned to anyone. He and Claire had talked about having another one, 

and Leo was excited about the idea of a little brother or sister. They talked about it right there at the table 

one night, over a family recipe lasagna, fresh baked bread and tossed salad with the family recipe dressing 

that Claire loved. While Vigo could almost (but not quite) still smell that meal, he still sharply 

remembered the conversation that night, along with all the smiles, and all laughter all too well. But Leo 

was long gone now, and so was Claire, and so that night felt like such a long time ago. “Well Vinny, at 

least I still got you” he said solemnly. Having nothing to say about the subject, Vinny quietly continued 

eating. 

About an hour later, Vigo was in his chair ‘legs up and shoes off’, the remote in his hand and watching 

the game. A craft beer sat half empty on the table next to him. Vigo was far more of a wine fan (even an 

aficionado at one point), but he didn’t feel like opening a bottle if he couldn’t finish it, and without Claire 

there to enjoy a bottle with him he just didn’t feel it. But he could empty a beer or two on his own easy. 

Thinking about Claire, he looked to the old landline phone he could see all the way on the wall in the 

kitchen. Looking over to Vinny he said “Maybe she’ll call tonight.” 

Ignoring him as usual, Vinny was lounging in his usual spot on the back of the couch, looking out his 

window. Vinny was a loner who wasn’t much for affection or attention, which were some of the reasons 

nobody else in the family wanted him. Vigo on the other hand accepted his self-reliance, even respected it 

to a degree. Truth be told, he felt a sort of kindred spirit in Vinny, especially whenever he considered how 

his family didn’t seem to want him around these days either. It wasn’t always like that, but it is now. 

The high pitch, digital chirp of the cordless landline phone started ringing. Surprised more than anything, 

Vigo got up and made his way over, a sort of unrealized hopeful hustle in his step. Before he could stop 

himself, Vigo answered in a memorized force of habit. “De Luigi’s Deli”.  



 

“Vigo, you forgot to turn on your cellphone again.” It wasn’t Claire like he’d hoped. Instead, it was 

Edmond, a voice he’d become familiar with in the last few years. “Oh, yeah.” Switching the cordless 

phone in his hands, his now free hand reached down and pulled his old flip phone from a pocket. Opening 

it and turning it on, “Yup, you’re right. Sorry.”  

“Its fine, but I was wondering if you’re busy this evening?” Edmond’s usually polite banter was short and 

to the point, something Vigo recognized as a sign of trouble. “Never too busy for you, Eddie. What’s up?” 

Edmond began to explain a situation to him, but Vigo’s attention was suddenly back in the living room. 

Hissing. Vinny was glaring wide eyed out the window. His trademark quietness and laid-back demeanor 

had changed into hissing and raised hackles.  “Hey Eddie, hang on a second.” Putting the phone on the 

counter before waiting for a response, Vigo instinctively grabbed a carving knife from its wood block set 

while bolting his way next to Vinny. Looking out the window, it was dark outside. One of the streetlights 

had been out for months and still hadn’t been fixed yet, making the dimness and shadows prevalent.  

Even so, Vigo could see what Vinny was seeing. In the alleyway across the street, a shadow moved, a 

large and solid black one. It was gone before Vigo could consider going out after it. This was the other 

reason he’d taken Vinny in; he was a cat, and cats had a hatred for them. Vinny was no longer hissing, but 

he still growled as he glared down at the alley way. “I know, I saw him too, Vinny… I saw him too.” 

Making his way back to the kitchen and then the phone, Vigo picked it up. “Sorry Eddie.” 

“It’s fine Vigo, are you alright?” 

“Yeah, it’s just… dark things are out there tonight, am I right?” 

“Indeed. That’s why I’m calling you. There’s been a sighting. I need to get a team together to find and 

deal with it before people start to go missing.”  

Vigo’s knuckles were starting to ache, realizing he still gripped the knife in his hand with far too much 

tension. Easing up, he put it back in the wood block with the rest of the set. “Text me the address, I’ll 

head out in a minute.” 

Going to the bedroom, Vigo opened his foot locker. Inside was what he called “his gear” which was more 

or less his collection of high-quality cutleries, two hatchets, a hand cannon, and all the sheathes and 

holsters needed to hold them. Back in the kitchen, he put his gear on the table. While putting his belt on, 

he looked at Leo’s chair again. While the rest of his investigation related stuff was usually kept in a full-

size aluminum toolbox in his truck, “his gear” was always close by him, in case that thing ever got close 

to his home again. Leo was long gone, but his kidnapper… his killer, was still out there somewhere. One 

day… one day he would find it.  

Back in his comfy chair in the living room, just long enough to put his shoes back on, he looked at Vinny, 

who was still on the couch, looking out the window on full alert. “Hey Vinny, I’m gonna be out late. 

Don’t wait up.” He left the television on, in case Vinny wanted to watch the game.  

At the apartment door, Vigo collected his wallet and keys from a crystal dish on the nearby table. He 

opened the door, but paused before exiting. He glanced at the cordless landline now resting back on the 

wall in its cradle. He sighed, “Maybe she’ll call tomorrow night”. Vigo left the apartment (not bothering 

to lock it behind him), made his way down the stairs, through the deli shop to the back door, and towards 

his truck. As he drove down the street, the cordless phone on the wall began ringing again.  
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"Nah, I aint scared of dyin'… dat Bogey Man killed me a long time ago. I'm just too stubborn ta 

lay down yet… I'd really like to take some of those supernatural bastards with me before I go." 

"You aint had Italian food until you've had "De Luigi's Italian" food, baby!" 

"You see dis here carving knife? I once carved the skin off a ghoul with it… it's so sharp that it 

was like going through warm butta. And as for dat ghoul? Well, I'd didn’t know dey could 

scream, much less scream like little girls." Hey! I guess dey scream like little ghouls, eh?  

*Laughs a little too wickedly at his own joke* 

"Where da heck is that Banshee? I'll give it somethin' ta wail about!" 

"Dat Bogey Man is already dead… it just don't know it yet." 

"Got Hell Hounds? Well, I got silver coated hatchets... BA DA BING, done like dinner!" 

“Whataya talking about? I don’t live alone! Vinny’s at home waiting for me.” 
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Male
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Anarchist (was Scrupulous)
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Birth Order:
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minutes

Sample Quotes from Vigo:

with a big heart for everyone and everything. Wears his broken heartedness for his dead son

on his sleeve, but can still be charismatic and generous with people.

When dealing with the supernatural (especially the Bogey Man ) Vigo will need to make a 

save vs. Insanity to avoid going into an uncontrollable rage and lash out at it with all he has.

When under this rage, he is +1 to Strike and -2 to Parry & Dodge. 

Beyond the SupernaturalVigo's Personal Information

ContactsGoals in Life:

Insanity:

Age: Hair:

2nd of three

General Appearance:

On a typical day Vigo has nicks, cuts, bruises and bandages all over him.

Family History: Italian decent w/ definite family history of psychic phenomena.

came early, so Vigo watched her grow into her own, jealous that he never got any abilities.

Has become a chain smoker and drinks like a man in need of another drink for

his son so he can personally discorporate it. Maybe reconcile with his separated wife afterwards.

Keep his deli afloat (getting harder to do) and hunt down the Bogey Man that took

Raised in the Little Italy  neighborhood of New York City.

the past few years. While intoxicated he is mean & sloppy: +1 Strike, but -2 Parry & Dodge.

Has a big sister who's a physical psychic. Her abilitiesSentiment towards Psychics & Mages:

Sentiments toward Supernatural: Da' supernatural destroyed my life! I'll never chop enough of 
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60%  Maximum carry/lift weight: 400 lbs. / 800 lbs.

- - feet per round -

melees 225 feet per round 45 feet per action

-Swim: mph (max)

10.2

Notes

Vigo usually wears button up shirts (w/ the sleeves rolled up), Dockers

$300.00 cash on hand

raven black but greying, short but unkempt

2.5 feet / 5 feet (power)  Across: 5 feet / 10 feet (power)Leaping Distance: Up:

43 Height: 5' 11" Weight: 170 lbs.

brownEyes: Money:

A quiet, mean and bitter attitude with an axe to grind (metaphoric and literal).

em up before one of them gets my goat. But that sure as hell won't stop me from trying!

and good work shoes. Strangely, while he keeps himself clean shaven, his hair has become 

"Where da heck is that Banshee? I'll give it somethin' ta wail about!"

Hey, I guess dey scream like little ghouls, eh? *laughs a little too wickedly at his own joke*

"Dat Bogey Man is already dead… it just don't know it yet." 

unkempt; Vigo used to always keep his hair in a neat buzz cut and well groomed overall.

"You see dis carving knife here? I once carved the skin off a ghoul with it…

Run: mph (max)

Bonus to Trust/Intimidate:

feet per action

21

"Got Hell Hounds? Well, I got silver coated hatchets... BA DA BING, done like dinner!" 

Notes about Vigo's mental state

While Vigo's mental health is hurting, his sense of justice & honor have remained strong.

When he's not intoxicated or fighting the supernatural with a death wish, Vigo is a good man

"Nah, I aint scared of dyin'… dat Bogey Man killed me a long time ago. I'm just too stubborn ta

lay down yet… I'd really like to take some of those supernatural bastards with me before I go."

"You aint had Italian food until you've had "De Luigi's Italian" food, baby!"

it's so sharp that it was like going through warm butta. And as for dat ghoul? 

Well, I'd didn’t know dey could scream, much less scream like little girls."

Miscellaneous


