
“We mounted up, the first and I the second,
Till I beheld through a round aperture

Some of the beauteous things that Heaven doth bear;
 

Thence we came forth to rebehold the stars.”

—Dante Alighieri, The Divine Comedy





The Fraudulent

“Man-like it is to fall into sin; fiend-like it is to 
dwell therein.”

―Henry Wordsworth Longfellow





“Honour among thieves, or something like that. It’s not so bad.”

“Thieves, yes. Honor, no,” Phoenix snorted. “I don’t want to be don. 

I want to be a lawyer. A defense attorney like you.” Phoenix looked 

up at Mia unwaveringly. “There’s someone I need to help.” 

Not like me, Mia thought. “And what does your father think of 

that?”

“‡No son of mine is gonna be some kinda self-righteous upholder of 

the law.’ Really, Mia. I hate him, sometimes,” Phoenix said  

haughtily. “I don’t ever want to be like him.”

Mia slowly averted her eyes from him. “Well, we can’t all be what 

we want to be,” she said, putting a hand on her magatama.



Phoenix caught sight of Edgeworth walking in their direction as he 

and Mia were leaving the courtroom. Edgeworth was impossible to 

miss, really; pale hair, lavish suit, stick firmly up ass. Phoenix 

half-listened as Mia reminded him not to say anything to the  

paparazzi outside.

“Waltzing in and out of the courthouse with your disgusting pet 

lawyer,” Edgeworth spoke as he passed, just loud enough for Phoenix 

and Mia to hear. “I don’t know why I ever expected anything else 

from you, Wright.”

Phoenix froze for a second, then turned and watched as Edgeworth 

stalked into a courtroom. Beside Phoenix, Mia also paused. 

“At least he remembers who you are,” she murmured. Phoenix felt 

short of breath, even as the surprise disappeared from his face.



It was all over the news, of course. “Prosecutor Accused of  

Murder” and “Ace Prosecutor’s Unsavory Past Comes to Light.” A1, 

front page everywhere. 

A lifetime ago, Phoenix had wanted to be a lawyer. At least he now 

had other resources at his disposal. Phoenix would offer Mia’s 

services if he didn’t already know that Edgeworth wouldn’t accept 

them. Phoenix would call Mia first and ask her to find an attorney 

who was willing to represent Edgeworth, one who wasn’t publicly  

associated with the mafia. 

Maybe Kristoph would take on this case; he owed Phoenix a  

favour. Maya would help him find some information on this Manfred 

von Karma. 

And maybe, if none of that worked out… Phoenix fidgeted with 

Shelly’s calling card. Phoenix knew he owed Edgeworth that much,  

at least. 

There was honour among thieves, after all.





The Violent

“Here we must think through to the 
fundamentals and push away all 
sentimental weakness: living itself is 
essentially appropriation from and 
wounding and overpowering strangers 
and weaker men, oppression, hardness, 
imposing one’s own forms, annexing, 
and at the very least, in its mildest 
actions, exploitation — but why should 
we always use these precise words, 
which have from ancient times carried 
the stamp of a slanderous purpose?”

—Nietzsche
Beyond Good and Evil, s.259





























The Avaricious

“There is no greater sorrow
Than to be mindful of the happy time
In misery.”

—Dante Alighieri, The Divine Comedy





























The Manque

“If the present world go astray, the cause is in you, 
in you it is to be sought.”

— Dante Alighieri, The Divine Comedy

















 The Wrathful

“Beauty and anguish walking hand in hand
The downward slope to death.”

—Alfred, Lord Tennyson, 
A Dream of Fair Women





When the phone rang, it was a strained sound.

Miles listened numbly as Detective Gumshoe told him the big news 

of the day.

Tip-off. Arson. A mole killed. Wright’s group.

Edgeworth went slightly rigid in his chair.

“They got Klavier Gavin, Sir.”

“Attorney Gavin’s brother?”

“That’s right, Sir.”

“A true shame. Do they have evidence against Wright? 

“Solid-rock, Sir. They’ve already brought him in.”

“...Thank you, Detective. Good day.”

Even if there were evidence against Wright, Miles knew it would 

take a lot of work to get him in court and keep him there.

Especially when there were defense attorneys like Mia 

Fey―kept rats in the deep pockets of criminals. 

Miles knew first-hand.  It was not 

something he was proud of.





The Cormorant

“The darkest places in hell are reserved for those 
who maintain their neutrality in times of moral 
crisis.”

—Dante Alighieri, The Divine Comedy





“Hello, Mr. Edgeworth. Mia Fey,  

Defense Attorney. I’ll be defending 

you for this trial.”

The chains linking his wrists and ankles had 

felt so heavy. Heavier than anything he’d felt 

in court.

“I didn’t request you.”

“No, you didn’t, sir. An outside friend has offered support.”

“I don’t have any ‘outside friends’.”

At one time, that thought had been something to be proud of. 

The inconvenient thing about friends, Miles had thought, is 

that they often find you and not the other way around.

“Sir, my client believes you are not guilty. Because of this, 

you are also my client now, and it is my job to prove you are 

not guilty.”



Miles was silent for a few  

moments. A shamed prosecutor was 

no small matter. Many ‘friends’ 

had abandoned him.

“And your other ‘client’, Miss 

Fey, is he guilty?”

“My client wishes for your release. 

Whether he is guilty of anything or 

whether this makes him guilty is of 

no relevance to the matter at hand. 

Please rest up and I will be back 

tomorrow to go over your case.”

Because he had no choice, Miles  

cooperated with the woman. But 

Miles hated the fact that she was 

his best option, that Wright was 

his best option.

The day before his trial, Mia Fey 

came to go over everything one  

last time.



As the woman 

attorney was 

leaving, Miles 

saw another 

figure behind 

her, leaning 

against the 

wall.

Miles watched as 

Wright raised a 

cigarette to his 

mouth and breathed 

in the fumes.

“Hello, Edgeworth.”

“...Wright.”





The Desireful

“When falsehood stands for truth, 
truth likewise becomes false,
Where naught be made to aught,
 aught changes into naught.”

— Cao Xueqin, 
Dream of the Red Chamber

















The Heretical

“He stopped crying. You have replaced him as it were. 
The tears of the world are a constant quantity. For 
each one who begins to weep somewhere else another 
stops. The same is true of the laugh.”

—Samuel Beckett, Waiting for Godot

















The Traitorous

“I wept not, so to stone within I grew.”

— Dante Alighieri, The Divine Comedy

















N:	Hi all, autobrig here, and in case you have no idea, that’s mostly Schumie 	
	 and Nuu, and for this book, Nyang as well.

S:	 We’d like to thank you all for reading this comic and supporting our  
	 fantasies of Ace Attorney characters in mafia suits.

N:The story spawned from Nyang making me draw a series of Ace Attorney 	
	 Mafia AU fanarts in exchange for a fic, which happens to be the first  
	 chapter of this book, and the whole thing grew into this monster.

	 She eventually decided to wash her hands of this weirdness, but still stuck 	
	 around for consultation on how to make it better (more gay).

S:	 And thus her sins were passed on to us, so that they could mutate even  
	 further into this  story.

N:	What little semblance of plot this book was supposed to have was tossed to 	
	 the wind in favor of suits and angst.  Everyone likes suits and angst, right?

S:	 If you don’t, you’re not a proper human being, and please fix that as 		
	 quickly as possible.

N:	This story was supposed to have two pairings, Miles/Phoenix and  
	 Apollo/Klavier. Somehow, only one of those pairings really came through.  	
	 The other will just have to settle as having lots of UST... unless you have a 	
	 good imagination.

S:	 What’s UST... “something” sexual tension?

N:	Unresolved.

S:	 What?  It looks resolved enough to me.  The tension, not the story.

N:	Well... we just have to apologize for not having sexytiem then.  And if we 	
	 ever decide to do another AU, we’ll try not to kill off half the cast.

S:	 ...Yeah. That’s not as fun though, unless they have sex.

N: ...Yep.

S:	 Anyway, thank you to the peanut gallery, once again, for your unnecessary 	
	 remarks and suggestions. But most of all, sincere thanks to you, the 		
	 readers, for supporting us and our crazy whims.

Nyang: I was not responsible for killing off half the main cast and therefore 	
		  any chances of a sequel and/or a lucrative movie deal.  At least it’s 	
		  gay(er) now.

Automata Brigade 
(Nuu, Schumie, Nyang)

Afterword




