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First Company Swordsman

General of the King’s Own



53 Winter 4033

13 Aug
Born in Ni-Yana’s middle-
class 12th district

84 Winter 4040

age 7
Yan does his thing

3 Spring 4040

age 7
Wakes up in the palace healing 
house, meets Prince Nolryn

2 Summer 4041

age 7
Begins army training

1 Summer 4048

age 14
Graduates into First Company

Autumn 4049

age 15
Earns her place in 
the King’s Own

Winter 4049

age 15
Mission Silrona 
(Naraan killed)

Summer 4050

age 16
Mission Rescue 
diplomats imprisoned 
in Assiraz dungeons

Winter 4050

age 16
Mission Borderlands

Winter 4050

age 17
Becomes King Mithé’s 
personal assassin

80 Winter 4050

age 17
Nolryn proposes to her

Summer 4051

age 17
Mission Escort Mithé to 
Assiraz (loses a sapphire)

Winter 4052

age 18
Mission Trading caravans 
in Sissillya (Rau killed)

Summer 4053

age 19
Promoted to general 
of the King’s Own

Autumn 4053

age 19
Mission Trading 
caravans in Silrona

H i s t o r y



A p p e a r a n c e

F a c e

Sharp facial features revealing her desert heritage, 
pointed chin and nose, cheeky eyebrows.

H a i r

Black, wavy, reaches to the small of her back with 
a fluffy fringe that she sweeps from left to right. 
Always tied back, usually in four intervals to keep 
it out of the way.

B o d y

173cm/5’8”, well muscled especially in her arms. 
Modest, B-cup chest. No personal grooming, so arm/
leg/underarm hair is always visible.

Nimay has rough as guts hands. They’re dry and 
dusty all the time, her right pinkie and index finger 
are bent slightly due to them having been broken, 
and of course she’s got tough calluses from her 
sword hilt. She bites her nails purely because she 
can’t be bothered cutting them, but needs to keep 
them short for fighting, otherwise they’d just get 
torn off anyway. As a result, she’s also got a bad habit 
of biting the skin around her nails, so more often 
than not there’s a finger or two healing from that.

C l o t h i n g

Tends towards overly casual clothes made of 
comfortable cotton. Dislikes jewellery and not one 
for generally showing off bling. Barefoot unless she 
leaves the palace grounds.



G e n e r a l 
o f  t h e 

K i n g ’ s  O w n



S w o r d



C e r e m o n i a l 
R o b e s

F a n c y



C a s u a l



C h a r a c t e r

Nimay is stubborn, as much with herself as with 
anyone else. She’ll be the first to take charge because 
it seems to her that nobody else can be bothered, 
or that they aren’t leading to her satisfaction. Her 
stubbornness also means she bears long-standing 

grudges, lasting until the person who wronged 
her apologises.

Nimay gets stir crazy quite easily. She’ll be the 
first to start training in a heatwave, however stupid 
she knows the idea is.

She knows the inner workings of people very well 
and is very insightful on human nature. Some of 
Nolryn’s cynicism has rubbed off on her, but she’s 
overall very positive.

S o c i a l  S i t u a t i o n s

Despite her inability to talk, she’s outgoing and loves 
the party scene. She’ll participate in conversation 
as much as she’s physically able, and laughs just as 
loudly as anyone.

She has a long fuse, but once she’s irritated, it’s 
best to steer clear. She has a habit of taking out her 
anger on those who weren’t the cause. Most often, 
her way of showing her anger is with what the 
Own has termed the ‘silent treatment’. She’ll 
either stare with folded arms and an unimpressed 
expression at whoever’s trying to argue with her until 
they’ve proven their point to her satisfaction, or she’ll 
completely ignore them until they’ve gone away.

Nimay hates emotional conflict. She can’t 
understand why people are purposefully at odds 
with each other when something so simple as an 
apology would fix everything. This applies to both 
problems between individuals, and the larger issues 
between groups, like the Riverfolk and desert people, 
or between Kazin and Raykin.

Nimay tries not to be prejudiced, but she gives new 
acquaintances the thorough scrutiny of an assassin, 
all in her first glance.

Nimay deals with stressful situations systematically, 
breaking it down into smaller chunks that she can 
immediately deal with, solving that, then moving 
onto the next. When several problems pile on her 
at once, she ranks them in order of importance and 
again systematically works through them, though 
too many will get her irritated with whoever brings 
her the newest ones to add to the pile.

On the eve of the border crossing, Nimay prepares 
by shutting out everything around her and staring at 
the fire. She visualises what’s to come and plans for 
it as best she can—where they should be by certain 
days, whether they can afford to spoil themselves, 
how to approach the mission in the best way to get 
them home safely. The only outward sign of worry 
is the way she fingers her yrae feather.





M a d a m e  Y a m i n 
( t w i n  s i s t e r )

Nimay was the second born 
of the twins, so her name is 
Yamin’s spelled backwards. She’s 
initially confused by Yamin’s 
appearance, but never finds her 
invasive. Nimay’s nature and 
their desert magic connection 
make her want to be Yamin’s 
friend and to learn about her 
past—Yamin is an opportunity. 
However, she doesn’t like how 
Yamin tries to impress her own 

moral compass on her.

F a m i l y

R i o n a  a n d  M e h n i 
( m o t h e r  a n d  f a t h e r )

Nimay had the stronger relationship with her father, 
who would always take her to watch the King’s Own 
leave for and return from a mission, and who crafted 
her favourite toy, a wooden sword that he gave her 
for her seventh birthday.

Most often, at least one parent was around to look 
after her and Yamin. Mehni owned a pub not far 
from their house and worked mostly in the evenings 
and over lunch; Riona worked as a launder at the 
palace during the day, coming home for lunch and 
for dinner. When their timetables clashed, one or 
the other of the parents would take the girls with 
them to work.



I m p o r t a n t  R e l a t i o n s h i p s

P r i n c e  N o l r y n

At present, Nimay isn’t certain on how she feels about 
Nolryn. She misses the strong friendship they once 
had, and wishes there was something she could do 
to get it back. She loves him dearly, and ever since 
he proposed—perhaps even a little earlier—she’s 
been wondering what her life would have been like 
if she had said yes. She almost wishes he weren’t 
crown prince, but knows that so much of his being 
is in his status that to change that would change 
him completely.

K i n g  M i t h é

Nimay has great respect for Mithé, both as her king 
and as her replacement father. She never has any 
hesitation in hugging him or in bringing her problems 
to him, especially when Nolryn is concerned. She 
loves the way he will very seriously analyse any 
query she brings to him, whether of an official or 
personal nature.

K i n g  Y a n

While she knows he tore away her childhood, Nimay 
has long since come to terms with not having it. 
Nimay’s hatred of Yan stems from the present, 
seeing the pain in Yamin’s face whenever Yan is 
mentioned. She can see that for Yamin to have had 
Nimay so close but untouchable for so long has been 
a much bigger hole in Yamin’s life than Nimay’s loss 
of memory has been in her own. For what he’s done 
to her twin sister, to see the timid person he’s turned 
her into, she wants to see him ended.

For all her anger and determination, though, she’s 
deathly scared of him. She knows she doesn’t have 
the skill or the knowledge to do anything to him. He’s 
controlled her life without her knowing it, and she’s 
terrified of what he has planned for her and Yamin.





K i n g ’ s  O w n

M e l r a a n

Nimay’s best friend among the swordies, she’s always 
been amused by his fascination with her magic. She 
loves his easy attitude, though she would sometimes 
like him to take things a little more seriously.

U l k a r

Ulkar is the person most likely to make Nimay laugh. 
She loves his passion and the open way he lays his 
heart on his sleeve.

R u m a l

Rumal is the swordsman Nimay most wants to give 
a hug at every available opportunity. She recognises 
the pain he’s gone through and how Naraan’s death 
still impacts on him years on, though she’s proud of 
how he’s been able to move on.

K u r a e

After initially being intimidated by him, Nimay 
has found Kurae to be a shrewd, funny person to 
know. What little he has to say is always worth her 
listening. She wishes he could take compliments a 
little more easily.

E m o n

Nimay has been known to smack Emon over the head 
when he’s being too negative. She tries desperately 
to get him to smile and encourages him whenever 
he clearly needs it, but he frustrates her more often 
than anything else.

H a e n e l

Nimay can see past Haenel’s facade, but the problem 
with being unable to talk is that she’s also easy for him 
to ignore when she tries to bring it up. He frustrates 
her with his refusal to talk or even acknowledge his 
true state of mind.

A r c h e r s

The archers frequently make her groan or roll her 
eyes, but they’re generally tolerable and rarely involve 
her or the other swordies in their war on the blade 
archers. She sees them as the most childish of the 
Own but wouldn’t dare tell them that. Unlike the 
blade archers, it’s actually possible for her to have 
an intelligent ‘conversation’ with them individually.

B l a d e  A r c h e r s

She can’t stand them. She hates the way they insist on 
turning everything into a game they have to win, and 
dreads having to tell them to do something because 
she knows they’ll retaliate in any way they can. She 
can see them deliberately testing her patience, but 
there’s nothing she can do about it.

A n g a n u r

Great troubles with him and his laziness. When they’re 
doing the actual fighting he’ll do what he’s told, but 
when it comes to pitching tents, cooking or anything 
‘not Owny enough’ she feels like punching him.

I n e l

Nimay’s independent attitude rarely has her seeking 
Inel’s advice, but she regularly sends others to him. 
On the occasions when she has taken a problem to 
him, she’s always found his words helpful.



C o m m u n i t y  S t a n d i n g

C l o s e  C o m m u n i t y 
T h e  P a l a c e

Most of the rumours about Nimay have pretty much 
died out. She and Nolryn early on made a game out 
of what new rumours came out about her, but now 
she just rolls her eyes and ignores most of them. 
She’s been a resident long enough now that the 
rumours are all about her present life, especially 
her life with Nolryn, and almost never about her 
distant past. She’s recognised now as Nimay, the 
general and swordswoman of the King’s Own, not 
as the strange little discoloured girl who appeared 
out of nowhere in the palace grounds.

A select few of the staff and ministers still find her 
silence imposing, but most know it’s not her choice 
and are merely star struck to be in her presence.

She doesn’t spread knowledge of her magic around, 
and only a few of the army members (namely those 
she trained with) know for certain that she has yrae 
magic at all. The Own riders are the only ones she 
ever actually uses it on, and for the most part they 
relish the challenge. The vast majority of the army 
members admire her, though there are still a few 
who are convinced she cheated her way into the 
Own with magic.

W i d e r  C o m m u n i t y 
N i - Y a n a

She’s largely a mystery to the wider community. She 
neither confirms nor denies anything except the 
rawest of basics, so there is any number of rumours 
about her heritage, her colour, her magic or any other 
aspect of her life at any one time. She’s been in the 
public eye as an Own rider for long enough now that 
the public have generally made up their minds that 
she has both desert and Tsaythi origins, but they’re 
split over whether she has an yrae feather or not. 
At present, most rumours surround her and Nolryn, 
which she again refuses to comment on.



K n o w l e d g e

L a n g u a g e

Nimay can read and write fluently, if messily, and her 
spelling has never been a strong point, much to the 
amusement of anyone she writes notes to in order 
to make herself understood. She understands basic 
Kazinian and enough Llayan to get by, but virtually 
unusable Tsaythi.

W e a p o n r y

Sword Incredibly fast and light on her feet, relies 
on speed, darting in and out rather than strength, 
since the men will always have that over her. Laeron’s 
phrase that she’s ‘painting a portrait, not a house’ 
from her first lesson with a steel sword has stuck 
with her, and as a result she has a swift, elegant 
fighting style. She likes to attack low and to throw 
her opponent off-balance. Against Rumal and Emon, 
this means trying to make them lose grip with their 
good hand so only three fingers are holding their 
swords, though rarely works. She doesn’t like tactics 
that require more strength than she has—swords 
being brought down heavily over her head, or locked 
in front of her face especially. She uses her magic to 
make her swings more forceful, and to grab hold of 
the opposing blade, but this takes more conscious 
thought than the reflex movements of her sword. 
She still feels more comfortable with just the steel 
in her hands.

Other Melée She spends so much time with her 
sword that if she uses another weapon, she ends up 
reverting to what she knows. She holds a dagger 
with two hands, or a palu with both hands close 
together, forgetting there’s another end until it gets 
in her way. She’s still fairly good with both, but she 
definitely has a swordie’s brain.

Archery The one area where Nimay’s stubbornness 
works against her. She’ll stubbornly refuse to practice 
and, when she finally does, she’ll give up after the 
first few shots. She almost doesn’t feel she needs to 
try because she has her magic to make the arrows 
fly straight. It’s only Nolryn’s mocking that makes 
her try at all, but archery just frustrates her.



L i f e s t y l e

T y p i c a l  d a y

Wakes up early, an hour before dawn, and usually 
has breakfast with Nolryn and, if he’s around, Mithé.

Spends her morning training hard, mostly with 
Melraan, Ulkar and Emon. Starts winding down 
before lunch, when the challenges to the Own riders 
begin. Most often, she or Melraan will be the ones 
to accept the challenges. Sometimes they’ll feel lazy 
and just sit on the sidelines and chat, or even help 
out some of the younger swordies.

She’ll then go to the baths just to rinse off or relax 
for a little while, and usually ten or fifteen minutes 
with the masseuses.

Her afternoons tend to take one of two directions, 
either at the palace or in the markets, depending 
on what the swordies decide over training.

Lunch has no standard, sometimes with the other 
Own swordies at the palace, wandering the markets 
and grazing on whatever’s on offer, with Nolryn if 
he’s available. She wings it.

If she’s had lunch at the palace, she’ll then have a 
siesta in her room for an hour or two, especially if 
it’s been a hot day.

Afternoon is often a continuation of lunch, maybe 
meeting up with other swordies, maybe going back 
for more training. She sometimes likes to spend time 
on her own wandering the markets and not buying 
anything, or watching Kurae buy food and spices.

Since becoming General, she has had an hour 
meeting scheduled every week with Nolryn and 
Mithé to talk about potential missions, or an hour 
every day when there is a mission nearing.

Dinner is always the biggest meal, usually either at 
the Golden Thrai with the boys or with Nolryn and 
Mithé at the palace. If she’s had a siesta during the 
day, she’ll stay up late, probably heading out to the 
Golden Thrai with Nolryn. Otherwise she’ll have 
an early night.

F a v o u r i t e  f o o d 
a n d  d r i n k

River salmon and Venom, the lowest 
alcohol beer at the Golden Thrai. 
She’s of the opinion that Liquid 
Sunset is just there for the alcohol 
content and is overrated on taste.

R e s i d e n c e

Furnished in heavy oak. Llayan wood but furniture 
of Raykinian design.

C h i l d h o o d

Trying to remember her childhood is a physically 
painful experience for Nimay. Those years are a 
palpable black hole in her mind, where they have 
been actually torn away with no hope of returning. 
Trying to remember any piece of it makes her scared 
and is almost liable to give her a panic attack, so 
she doesn’t think of it.

Her early years at the palace were spent mostly 
shadowing Nolryn. He made her feel safe, because he 
was so confident in himself and wouldn’t let anyone 
mess with her while he was around. The occasional 
days he wasn’t around reminded her that she would 
need to learn to protect herself without him, though, 
and her stubbornness and determination made her 
work especially hard in her training so that once 
she was ready to graduate, she was a force to be 
reckoned with.

P r e - Y a n

Nimay was excited by thunderstorms, and protected 
Yamin from the lightning.



L i n  a n d  A e i a

After being to Kazin, where there’s so much water 
and not a Lin worshiper in sight, Nimay has found 
herself questioning the faith Raykinians have in their 
goddesses. She certainly believes in them, but she 
doesn’t think they have nearly as much influence 
over life as most of the population. She thinks they 
play a clearer role in the afterlife, and such thoughts 
are often what keep her going when one of her 
companions dies. When they survive after a brush 
with death, there’s no doubt in her mind that Lin 
had a part to play in their survival, and she can feel 

Aeia’s presence when a companion dies.

D e a t h

Nimay is scared of death, but more for the deaths of 
her boys than herself. She knows they’re all perfectly 
capable, but she’s seen two of the strongest men she 
knows die on missions, and the likelihood of losing 

another scares her.

As far as killing goes, she does try to avoid doing so 
when she can, but she won’t hesitate if she knows 
there’s no other option. She doesn’t like killing, but 
it doesn’t keep her awake at night, and she believes 
anyone who thinks there’s always a way around it 
has a naïve way of thinking. She certainly can’t be 

blasé about it, though.

B e l i e f s



I m p o r t a n t  S n i p p e t s  a n d  D i a l o g u e  B u n n i e s

15 Minute Fic 23, Late Nimay’s first time drunk

B e n t
M a t c h b o x  2 0

Nimay fell quietly into the king’s arms. She had 
never imagined things would get this bad between 
her and Nol, and he hadn’t even found out exactly 
what she was hiding yet.

‘Do you want to stop?’ Mithé asked her gently.

Nimay shook her head, not removing her arms 
from his thick middle. That wouldn’t fix anything, 
she already knew that.

‘What if I talked to him?’

Another shake of her head. That wouldn’t work, 
either. Nothing would. The damage had already 
been done. Nolryn knew enough that he refused 
to trust her again. All she had come to Mithé for 
was a hug. She’d lost a friendship that, no matter 
what she or anyone else did, she couldn’t get back.

‘He’ll come around in time,’ the king promised 
her. ‘You’ll see.’

I n  D r e a m s
F e l l o w s h i p  o f  t h e 

R i n g  s o u n d t r a c k

Nimay took a deep breath as she slid off Ashburn’s 
back. She held a hand against the mare’s shoulder 
for a time, looking at her dark fingers against the 
black hair of her horse, but not seeing either. A 
weight had been lifted from her shoulders after 
crossing the border back into Raykin an hour ago, 
but she still felt lost.

A hand fell on her shoulder, and she turned to 
give Nolryn a grateful hug.

The General had fallen well over a month ago, 
and since then, Nimay had done her best to keep 
the Own together, get them first to Silrona, and 
finally back across the border. In all that time, she 
hadn’t been allowed any time to grieve. She had 
refused to think of that battle, refused to let her 
judgement be clouded.

Now, safe on Raykinian soil once more, she was lost.

She clung to Nolryn’s shirt, fingers twisting 
against the fabric as weeks of unspent tears 
rolled down her face.

Nol never said anything, but soon enough, his 
steady breathing calmed Nimay’s own, and she 
was able to rest her head more peacefully against 
his shoulder.



Y o u n g



T r a d i t i o n a l



S k e t c h e s



E a r l y  D e v e l o p m e n t





E x a c t l y  D i f f e r e n t



P o s t - t a b l e t





F a n a r t
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