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Miles Edgeworth, arguably one of the greatest prosecutors ever to live…was missing something.

“You ever think about getting an assistant, Mr. Edgeworth?” asked detective Dick Gumshoe one day while the silver-haired prosecutor stopped by the police station to return a file used in his last case.

“An assistant?” Edgeworth replied, gray eyes narrowing almost suspiciously. “Exactly what’re you talking about?” Gumshoe shrank back just slightly—Edgeworth never let his guard down, even outside of court, and both inside and out of the courtroom, he was an intimidating figure.

“W-well,” the somewhat incompetent detective said, “I figured since Phoenix Wright had Maya, having some kind of assistant might be…y’know, helpful…or something…” Gumshoe seemed to be having trouble talking…then again; Edgeworth was staring at him like he took the detective’s insinuation that Edgeworth might benefit from a little help as a personal attack on his honor. In other words, he looked about ready to kill Gumshoe with the power of his thoughts.

“…Ordinarily, one wouldn’t bring up such a subject unless they had a particular person in mind.” Gumshoe laughed nervously…he realized he must have caught the prosecutor in one hell of a bad mood.

“Well…see, we have this forensics labworker downstairs by the name of Kamisori. Fresh out of college, looking to work directly for the prosecutor’s office somehow.”

“I’m not looking for an assistant, detective.” Edgeworth said in a voice sharp and cold as an icicle.

“Uh…w-well, y’see, Mr. Edgeworth, Kamisori’s…kind of determined. One of those insistent types, y’know? And, uh…the chief prosecutor thought it’d be a good idea for you to work with someone. Officially, see, Kamisori started working for you at the end of today’s case.” Edgeworth was dead silent for a long, awkward moment. His calm, impassive face was like a ticking time bomb…

“WHAT?!?!” Explosion. For a fleeting second, Gumshoe was reminded of part of a movie he saw once, where some little blond girl blew up a high school prom through telekinesis. Judging by his expression—one Gumshoe recognized from the few times the silver-haired prosecutor was verbally backed into a corner—Edgeworth looked about ready to turn the police station into a mushroom cloud.

“S-sorry, Mr. Edgeworth, b-but I’m just the messenger…!”

“Kamisori.” The prosecutor snapped, voice as unforgiving and abrupt as Franziska vonKarma’s whip…which Gumshoe had become quite acquainted with. “Where is he?!”

“Uh… Th-the forensics lab downstairs, but—” Before the detective could finish speaking, Edgeworth had stormed off, looking about as pissed off and threatening as anyone could look in a magenta suit and cravat.

An assistant…?! How insulting. Did they suddenly think he couldn’t win cases on his own?! And even worse, to compare him to Wright with Maya? Sure, Maya was a half-decent person, but Phoenix Wright, that lolita-loving freak…?! 

In the midst of his inward ranting, Edgeworth realized he was halfway down the stairs leading to the forensics lab. He paused for a moment, regaining his composure and calming himself down. There was, after all, a chance this could be a good thing. Prosecutors like him didn’t fight for personal pride—if nothing else, he had learned that. Perhaps this Kamisori…he might just be a valuable asset. Edgeworth sighed to himself and continued down the stairs to the brightly lit forensics laboratory, and it occurred to him that he had never actually been there before. A girl sat with her back to him, typing away at a computer…all Edgeworth could really see was her black pigtails, the vivid color extending past the thin pink ribbons holding them in place before fading into a more natural-looking red—clearly, her hair hadn’t been re-dyed in some time. However curious as to the validity of this girl’s sanity as he was, Edgeworth took a couple steps closer.

“Excuse me—” he said as calmly as he could manage, “I’m looking for someone named Kamisori.” The girl’s shoulders stiffened as if Edgeworth had startled her, but she recovered quickly, spun her chair around twice, and sprang to her feet. 

“Well, Mr. Edgeworth, you found her! Kiridashi Kamisori at your service!” she said cheerily with a sudden salute. Edgeworth noted her nails were filed to points like claws and painted acid green…but that was the least of what was wrong with this picture.

She wore a typical labcoat…over a shirt that looked more like a corset with fishnet sleeves, a black miniskirt, and high-heeled boots with—you guessed it—fishnet stockings. Not only that, she had ice-blue eyes—probably contact lenses—with heavy eyeliner, mascara, and pale purple eyeshadow.

…Edgeworth felt like his brain had exploded in his head.

“S-surely there’s some kind of misunderstanding here…” he said, trying to keep his voice steady. “You must have an older brother, am I right—” Kiridashi lowered her hand from the military-esque salute she held, smiling cheerfully.

“Not at all, Mr. Edgeworth, sir!” Her insanely large smile displayed what looked to Edgeworth either incredibly sharp canines…or some kind of fangs. “I’m 24, a forensics scientist, and your new assistant, sir!” Immediately, the prosecutor wished he wasn’t in the basement…he would have loved to see a high window to jump out of. She was only a year younger than him?! This was simply ludicrous…she acted like a sugar-crazed teenager. Kamisori put her hands on her hips, still with that idiotic grin plastered across her face. There was an awkward silence, in which the pigtailed girl seemed quite content to stand still like some kind of idiotically grinning statue.

“Er…” Edgeworth started to say, wishing he could just erase this entire day from existence, “…why is it you’re so thrilled?” Kamisori clasped her hands together in front of her, a strangely starry-eyed look in her eyes.

“Oh, I’ve dreamed of working with you for a few years now, Mr. Edgeworth, sir!” she replied like a gushing fangirl.

“…There’s really no need for that much formality, I suppose…’sir’ isn’t really necessary.”

“You got it, Mr. Edgeworth, sir!” Edgeworth sighed…she was obviously an idiot.

“Did you hear what I just said?” he asked, already sounding thoroughly annoyed.

“Yes I did, Mr. Edgeworth, sir!” Kamisori replied with that same idiotic smile. Edgeworth sighed to himself again. She doesn’t even realize she’s doing it…why, WHY am I surrounded by idiots…?! Idiot or not, Edgeworth knew he was stuck with her…damn. Kamisori simply stood there, hands on her hips and that same moronic smile. He absentmindedly wondered if a smile that wide would end up hurting after a while.

“…Well, come on.” All he had said was three words, and it was as if he had flipped a switch—she suddenly seemed like an overexcited puppy. 

“Where are we going?! What’re we doing, huh?! Come on, tellmetellmetellmeeeee…!” She looked as if she was ready to sprout jet engines on her shoes and rocket straight through the ceiling, and Edgeworth was amazed her face hadn’t cracked under the stress of that smile which seemed almost comically large—like she glued it on or something. He felt a strong desire to throw a book at her…as he wasn’t holding one, the prosecutor fought that particular urge back.

“We’re going to my office.” Edgeworth replied calmly as Kamisori took off her labcoat and dropped it across the chair she had been in. “If we’ll be working together, then—”

“Awesome!” Kamisori said, energetically throwing her fist in the air over her head. “I get to see Mr. Edgeworth’s ooooooffice!” The disturbing part of Kamisori’s outburst, to Edgeworth, wasn’t really the statement itself…it wasn’t the fact that she looked like Christmas had come early…in fact, it wasn’t even the fact that her midair punch actually seemed like it had potential to do some damage.

It was the fact that she had practically sung her statement, and was now twirling energetically around the laboratory.

“…Right.” He walked past the brightly colored blur that was the spinning scientist and started to walk back upstairs.

“Huh?” Kamisori stopped, noticing the prosecutor was leaving without her. “Hey, wait up!” She ran after him…only realizing she was dizzy as hell when she ran straight into the wall next to the staircase. “O-ow…”

“There’s no one working here with you, correct?” Edgeworth asked, glancing over his shoulders once he reached the top of the staircase, one hand hovering over the lightswitch. “If that’s the case, I’ll—” Kamisori suddenly blinked like she had been startled by something.

“W-wait a second!” She dashed up the stairs two at a time, stopped in her tracks beside Edgeworth, and flipped the switch herself, leaving the laboratory in pitch darkness.

“…What on earth was that about?” Edgeworth asked as the two walked out of the police station. Kamisori laughed as if it was nothing, one pale finger twirling a few blond strands of hair almost nervously. 

“Oh, that was nothing Mr. Edgeworth, sir.. I, uh…have this weird compulsion to flip that lightswitch myself every night.” There was a sudden spark of determination in her eyes, and her hands were suddenly clenched into fists held in front of her excitedly. “I need a sense of closure every night to feel important! Flicking the lightswitch on begins my day and flicking it off ends it! ‘Another successful day, Kiridashi!’ That’s what I think to myself every night when—” Edgeworth cut her off, feeling the beginning of a migraine coming on.

“Alright, alright, I get it.” Kamisori fell silent at last, smiling in a way that was a bit more normal and that looked a bit less painful.

“…I really am excited to work with you, Mr. Edgeworth, sir.”

“Really?” he replied with no small amount of sarcasm. “I never would have guessed.” Kamisori laughed, but before she could say anything more, Edgeworth indicated one of the only cars outside the station that wasn’t a cruiser or Gumshoe’s beat-up tin can that everyone swore was held together with duct tape and rubber bands.

“Get in.” he said calmly, hoping his luck would hold out and she would keep her mouth shut a while longer…

“ARE YOU KIDDING?!” …Or not. The painfully wide smile returned in full force, this time accompanied by a starry-eyed look in her ice blue eyes. She darted around the bright red car as fast as a panicked housefly…

…or like a blood-sucking, loud, obnoxious, brightly-colored cockroach that’ll slowly drive me to jump out a window. Maybe the people who assigned her to me actually want me to quit.
“Th-this is really yours?! Are you serious? B-But this is a Mustang convertible, Mr. Edgeworth, sir! I always dreamed about owning one of these! Prosecutors as awesome as you must get paid like crazy, huh? Obviously, if you can get something like this! What kind of horsepower does it have?! I always liked red, too! Is red your favorite color? Mine’s blue! Not any ordinary blue, though, I mean a nice light blue like you’d see in just the right pair of brand-new jeans—” She continued down this line of asking a question, then going off on a short tangent without waiting for an answer, then repeating the process speaking at about a word a second. Edgeworth just stared at her in a mixture of shock and disbelief, not bothering to stop her…a few questions of his own were forming in his head. What on earth fueled this sheer insanity?! Did she perhaps overdose on coffee that morning? Didn’t the department do psychological testing to avoid this exact type of person?! But one thing was sure…

Whoever had the bright idea of hiring her apparently hates me and wants me to either jump out the window of my office or just quit…
Kamisori was in the middle of explaining exactly why spring was her favorite season—somehow her train of thought happened to be passing that station—when Edgeworth finally decided to interrupt.

“Look, Kamisori, we can handle the details later.” The prosecutor had faced more than his share of annoying witnesses, but this girl had already far surpassed all of them combined.

…Yes, even that ‘wicked witch of the witness stand’ herself. “We can talk when we get to my office, alright?”

“Okay!” she replied happily, right hand again snapping into a rigid salute. Ignoring the door completely, she jumped into the completely immaculate Mustang through the open roof and landed in the passenger’s seat with quite a content look on her face. Edgeworth sighed…part of him was still hoping this was one hell of a nightmare.

Later:


“This is your office?! AWESOME!” Kamisori had hardly calmed down since leaving the police station…she laughed the entire way to the building where Edgeworth’s office was (apparently she really liked that car…), she whistled and practically skipped all the way from the parking lot to the elevator…(it was there that Edgeworth decided to conduct a little test of sorts, just to see how excited she’d be after walking up 12 flights of stairs. He didn’t, however, imagine her taking them all two at a time while whistling.) “It’s so nice and well-organized!” she practically gushed, looking around. She took a seat on a couch by the wall, only to stand up half a second later and cross the room in three long strides to examine the books on the high shelf that covered the opposite wall. Edgeworth, realizing she had shut her mouth—if only for a moment—finally managed to say something.

“If you wouldn’t mind sitting down, perhaps we could get started.” She turned to look at him and smiled—somewhat normally.

“Okay, Mr. Edgeworth, sir!” She skipped over to the couch and sat down, crossing her ankles and folding her arms behind her head. Anyone that looked at her might have though this was her office. The prosecutor, however, was just grateful she wasn’t bouncing around the room. Edgeworth walked to his desk and sat down, watching her like a hawk…as if daring her to do some other stupid thing.

“Name and age.” Edgeworth stated rather than asked, as if interviewing someone on the witness stand.

“Hm?” Kamisori blinked, then stretched out on the couch so that she was lying on her stomach with her head on her folded arms resting on the arm of the couch, staring at the expert prosecutor with an almost childish playfulness in her eyes. “I already told you, Mr. Edgeworth, sir. Kiridashi Kamisori, age 24.”

“What kind of experience do you have with prosecution?” Edgeworth shot back—even in this simple conversation, Kamisori could see he had all the intensity she had heard about in court…all the intensity she had once seen firsthand.

“Well, in college I mainly studied forensic sciences. Ballistics, DNA testing, blood spatter evidence, you name it. But prosecuting experience…really, none. In fact, I’m not so great with talking to people at all.”

I never would have guessed… was the sarcastic remark that Edgeworth almost found himself saying, but he withheld it. 

“What was your grade point average?” he asked, half-expecting to hear that she had nearly flunked out of college. But she stood bolt upright, saluted him again and said,

“Three-point-five, Mr. Edgeworth, sir, all top-level classes!” The gray-eyed prosecutor could hardly believe what he was hearing. What third-rate college had let this nutcase graduate with a near-perfect grade point average?! Then again…they said most geniuses were supposed to be eccentric…but not that eccentric. This crossed the line from ‘eccentric’ into the realm of ‘mental patient’. Disregarding this for the moment. Edgeworth continued. Although he knew he would regret this in about two seconds, the silver-haired prosecutor asked anyway…

“Is there anything else about you worth noting?” Kamisori’s eyes lit up and she started speaking at a lightning-fast pace that Edgeworth couldn’t have followed if he tried, only picking up things like ‘I like pizza with mushrooms’ and ‘I have a cat named Reiji.’ After what must have been five solid minutes, Kamisori said one thing that Edgeworth not only heard: it actually caught his attention.

“…and to be honest, I’ve been hoping to work with you for the past few years, Mr. Edgeworth, sir!” He glanced over at her, admittedly a little curious—but he stopped himself from asking more, because he knew she’d never shut up. Kamisori finally stopped talking and sat back down on the couch, smiling like an idiot. “Is that enough information for you, Mr. Edgeworth, sir?”

“…Quite.” He replied, perfectly willing to have her shut her mouth right then and there. He produced a piece of paper and pen from a desk drawer and wrote a note to himself.

From the Desk of Miles Edgeworth:

Note to self: ask Miss Lana Skye if this is her idea of a joke; if so, politely inform her that I do not see the humor in it. Do so in a manner that does not incline her to issue me a formal reprimand and/or possible firing.
As he finished writing, the prosecutor looked up to find Kamisori on the top of the ladder against his bookshelf, eagerly scanning each and every title with pale blue eyes. Miles Edgeworth sighed in exasperation—even if this was only temporary, which he had a feeling it wouldn’t be…Kamisori was already working his last nerve.

…He was almost terrified to think about what his first day in court with her would be like.

-end-

