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		Description

Daniel Harquail has seen some odd cases in his many years of policing in the streets of his quaint hometown. All kinds of crazies come out when the moon is full, and his fateful meeting with the night Princess, Luna, is no exception.
Thrown from her world into his, struggling to cope with a new body, and a snide and dry detective that is determined to pin a crime to her. 
Will he ever back off? Will he wrongly accuse her of a horrendous crime? Or will she commit a true crime of her own?
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		Chapter 1



	"Prowler reported on 154 Birch Wood Lane." My radio crackled to life, I reached up and depressed the button on the microphone. 
"One-Adam-twelve, ten-four."
"Ten-four, one-Adam-twelve, proceed."
I put up my lights, no siren, and sped through the dark quaint town. As I rounded the corner I turned off my lights completely and as I approached 154 Birch Wood Lane I began to swing my spotlight about. 
The light fell onto the form of a scared woman, crouch near the edge of the house. She was naked and shivering. I depressed the microphone button once again.
"One-Adam-twelve, requesting ambulance, subject in sight. One female, caucasian, dark hair, mid to lower twenties. I am also going to need a female officer on scene to supervise."
"Ten-four. Detective in need of assistance, 154 Birch Wood Lane, female officer needed." The radio crackled in and out, a female officer had eventually replied. 
I switched my lights to solid red and blues and got out of the cruiser. Taking my Maglight from its holster I flicked it on and approached the still figure.
"Hello, miss? Can you come out into the open please." I took a pair of blue evidence gloves out of my pocket, donning them while I walked backwards back to my cruiser. Popping the trunk I pulled out a blanket. 
"I have a blanket you can use. I won't hurt you," I lowered himself into a squat, bending at the knees, "You look cold, come on out." I put on a broad smile, and offered out the blanket. The woman regarded me carefully, and eventually made to crawl out and took the blanket. I felt my smile widened. I heard two vehicles approaching and the house's porch lights went on.
"What have we here?" A feminine voice sounded from behind me.
"I don't know, she hasn't said a word."
An EMT approached on my other side. 
"Can we get her into the ambulance?" The EMT inquired. 
"I don't know if I can coax her out." I replied. Then I noticed how the strange woman's eyes were darting back and forth between everyone there, "Everyone back up, were scaring her." I crept closer. The woman's eyes settled on me, as if to stare me down. I shuddered, there was a lot of determination in those eyes. No hate, not even fear, just raw confidence.
"Look, sweetie, me and my friends just want to help you. Come on out and we can talk and take you somewhere warm and safe." She didn't respond.
"My name is Daniel," I told her, offering my name in hope I could coax her name out. After a period of silence. "What is your name?"
"Luna." My eyes widened, she replied! 
"Alright miss Luna. You have my word, we won't harm you, why don't you come out and talk?" 
She crawled out from the dark corner she was in. She shakily tried to emulate walking, she pushed herself up off the ground and teetered to and fro. She looked uncertain. I stood up to maintain eye level.
"Do you want me to help you?"
Nod.
I walked to her, I took her blanket in my hands and adjusted it for more cover. I threw her arm around the back of my neck and wrapped my hand around her waist to guide her. After a shaky few feet I had her sitting on the stretcher. In the light cast by the ambulance's open doors I could see her features better.
She had a round face, very defined lips, a small level nose. Her hair was the blackest and longest I'd ever seen. Her eyes seemed a bit bigger than normal, but that was probably just nerves. The cyan colored orbs scanned my face, she wouldn't look anywhere else. I faltered under her scrutiny. I shuffled my feet and broke my gaze with her.
The EMT's did their job, and reported everything as normal.  They said she didn't need to go to the hospital so I guided  her to the back of my cruiser.
"Well it is good that there is nothing wrong, but I still need to know why you were out in their yard," I pointed to the house. "Why were you over there?" 
She pondered for a moment. 
"I am... Lost."
I blinked. 
"Why are you not wearing any clothes?" 
"I don't normally wear clothing."
Uhh... 
"Well I am going to take you to the station, and we'll see if we can find more about you." I smiled to her once more. I reached over her and buckled her in. She shot me an offended look. 
"Are thou detaining me!?" 
Waa? 'Thou'?
"No. Its for safety." I pointed at the red button. "When we get there, you can press that button to make it release, but not until we are there, ok?" I looked at her seriously. She resigned her temper.
I frowned as I walked away. "Strangest. Case. Ever." I muttered to myself looking up at the moon, it was full of course.

We arrived at the station, I stepped out and opened the child and criminal safe door and watched as Luna fumbled in her attempt to press the button. She moved her fingers like she didn't know how to work them. All I could think was 'drugs'. I reached over her and pressed the button, the belt popped loose with a click and coiled up. She looked at me, defiant of my impatience, her eyes said she felt she could of handled it herself. I sighed.
"Come on Luna. I'm sure you want to get home." Apparently that was the wrong thing to say. Her sudden sobbing served as an indicator. 
"Hey." Those brilliant cyan orbs gazing into my soul again. "Everything is going to be fine." I informed her matter-of-factly, she stopped sobbing a hope look in her eyes, her lips quivering and jaw tensing as she bit into the back of her lip.
"I don't belong here." I sighed again, more crazy, huh?
"Well lets go in. I can get you some scrubs and we can talk about what happened to you." I took her hand and helped her up. She walked shakily but without her arm around my shoulder this time. We made it past the automatic doors, which initially caused her alarm. After her shock had faded we continued in, past the main desk and towards the bathrooms. I pulled a set of scrubs from a nearby shelf and pushed them into her arms. I pointed to the woman's bathroom.
"You can get into those in there, if you need help I can get a female officer to assist you."
She frowned at me, I guess the idea of being dressed by someone else was below her. 
But why was she naked in someones yard in the first place. I went to my desk and stood over my computer and brought up the missing person's index. I typed in her details and didn't even get a close match.  
The door to the bathroom opened. She timidly stepped out, eyes widening when she saw I wasn't waiting for her, she glanced around nervously wringing her hands. 
"Luna, over here." I waved and the speed of her relaxation was intense. 
She walked to my desk and I pointed out the chair situated in front of it.
"You can sit there." She sat.
"Uhh, right. So what is your full name." I scrutinized her. She looked confused.
"I am Luna."
"Uhh well, I am Daniel Harquail, and you are Luna, Luna what?" She looked at me, seething with contempt.
"Luna." Her tone shifted up.
I felt the situation was futile.
"So why were you in that yard."
"Lost." 
"Right."
I typed into my computer for a bit. Her name and rough details. I steepled my fingers and peered at her through them. Looking at her in the well lit room revealed something I hadn't noticed earlier. Her hair, it wasn't completely pitch black. Here and there were small pinpricks of white. They seemed to shimmer and move slightly. An invisible breeze blew her hair a bit. She coughed.
"So look. You have a twenty-something woman who appeared in someone's yard, near midnight, naked, she doesn't have a last name and she seems perfectly sane but acting as if she's hiding something. What would you think?"
She looked at me seriously.
"I would think she's in trouble and doesn't want to explain how." She answered, locking eyes with me, as if she was staring me down once more.
"Precisely. So what happened."
I didn't get an answer. She thought and thought, trying to start several times, futility dominating her words. Then suddenly her eye widened, she was on the precipice of declaration when she swooned on the spot and hit the floor like a sack of bricks. 

Beep. "Thirty six." I said under my breath.
Beep. "Thirty Seven."
Beep. "Thirty Eight."
I had lost track of which of the hundred's I was in.
Luna stirred. 
"What is that infernal noise." 
I looked up. 
"Heart monitor." She rolled over to look at me. 
"What happened?" 
"You, oh so conveniently, dropped like a sack of bricks, when you tried to tell me what had happened to you."
She scowled at me, my sarcasm wasn't subtle.
"What is this place?"
"Hospital."
"Oh." 
"I told the doctors to get a psych down here for you when you woke up." 
"What is a psych?"
"Psychiatrist, a doctor who diagnose mental illness." 
"You think I'm crazy?" Incredulation spreading across her face. I was beginning to think of her as pampered. 
"You haven't given me a reason not to." 
That scowl again. 
"Didn't your mother ever tell you bad faces would stick?" Now she was frowning in confusion.
"What?" Incredulation.
"Nothing. Anyways, the psych. Talk to him, tell him any and everything, he can't repeat anything you don't want me or anyone else to hear." I looked at her seriously. If she was honest with him, she might feel more at ease with opening up to me.
"Truly?"
"Yeah, if he did; he would lose his career and the loads of money he spent to go through school." She frowned.
"You pay for school here?" That caught me off guard.
"Uh? Yeah well not for the first twelve years." Her eyes bulged. She began to sputter.
"Twelve years?!" 
There was a gentle knock at the door. A doctor in a tweed vest and a golf hat made his way into the room. He bore a wide smile and a too cheery tone. 
"Hello miss Luna." He smiled at her generously. She looked to me, concern spreading across her face. I smiled and waved to them both, a hi to him and bye to her. 
"Remember, don't hesitate." I closed the door behind me with a smirk.

I opened my laptop. I hopped onto the lobby wifi and went to google. I typed "Luna Missing" into the engine. I look at the faces of various people who shared her name that had gone missing. About half way down was a cartoon horse. My eyes flicked over it dismissing it almost immediately. Almost. My eyes darted back to the cartoon drawing. It's hair was apparently made up of a scene scape of stars and flowed in an invisible breeze. Pervasive thought burrowed deep. 
"You work fast detective, I didn't know she mentioned she used to be a pony to you." The super cheery voice rang over my shoulder. 
"So much for the hippocratic oath." I turned to look at him, confusion, and fear on his face. I chuckled, "Whatever." I waved him off. 
"Diagnosis?" I demanded.
"S-She appears to show signs of extreme False Memory Syndrome," He stammered, "But the classical signs are interrupted by the lack of physical abuse, or PTSD or panic disorder. She is very much sane, but she believes in, with complete conviction, memories that are implausibly false." 
"And?" I pressed him for anything else he could tell me.
"Uh. Well she is extremely curious. She doesn't voice her questions but she appears to take in what is common as new sights. It's like she had been culturally displaced. Be that as it may, she is sane, which means she can't stay here." The doctor wringed his hand nervously as he dropped the last comment.
"What do you mean she can't stay?" I frowned at him. 
"She might be confused and repressing memories but she had complete control over her decision making faculties, and she isn't injured or recovering so the bed needs to be freed." 
I closed my eyes, shook my head slightly, and pressed my fingers into my temples and crown; trying to massage away the headache that was rapidly approaching.
"Protective custody." I mumbled, doctor happy heard my muttering.
"Oh I wouldn't put her in a cell, it would alienate her." He informed me.
"Why is that?"
"She is extremely proud. Being in a cell, or even a cot in the station back room would be considered as detainment. If you want her cooperation making her feel trapped is the last thing you want to do." 
I sighed. Pulled a phone from my pocket and dialed out to my superior. A conversation later I had permission to house her. Tonight was going to be a long night.

	
		Chapter 2



	I followed him into his home. I admit I was quite eager to see the inside of a human dwelling. As the door opened I noticed a strange blue light, apparently emanating from a large  flat panel on the wall. A large comfy looking chair sat in front of the panel. To the right of the door was a small table. Daniel stopped and began drawing items from within the confines of his large jacket, placing them one by one onto the table. I watched as he pensively considered each item as he placed it down, checking them all over carefully.
He paused considerably on one particular item. Taken from the space under his shoulder, it was a dark black metal, oddly shaped device. I don't know what it is used for. I peer around the room, and notice that there are similar devices in a glass case on the wall. Besides minor variations, like color and size, they all appeared to be the same thing. 
"These pistols." He waved the device. "Touch one and I break your fingers."
How rude! What kind of lout does he take me for. 
"Threatening me won't get you anywhere." I told him.
"Shooting yourself, or breaking one of my pistols, will get you broken fingers." He repeated the threat. 
"What do you mean 'shooting myself', are they dangerous?" The only things I have ever seen get 'shot' were catapults, bows, and bolts of energy. 
"They're guns." He looked at me with incredulation, shaking his head. "They are meant to kill?" He questioned my sanity with that statement. 
"I have never seen a gun where I came from." I stared at him. 
"Right, 'equestria'." He had confronted me in the hospital, apparently he lied about the 'psych'. After hearing my 'insane delusions' he went and told Daniel everything. 
I stomped my feet. 
"Why art thou such an ass?!" 
A look of disgust crossed his face.
"Why 'art thou' lying?
"Show me where I can sleep, I want nothing more to do with you!" I admit I was being a bit foalish. 
"Have at thee!" He shouted, pointing at a nearby couch. I grumbled and laid down upon it, crossing my arms and turning my back to the insolent detective.

" 'Tia no!" I raged against my cage. "Tia!"
My sister's horn glowed brightly, almost blindingly. Behind her stood the 6 element bearers. An evil twist voice tore from my lips.
"Thy can bind me with thy magics and thy can bathe me with the power of harmony, but I live in all of you and I cannot be destroyed nor forgotten!"
"I am sorry sister!" I rage against my cage once more. 
A torrent of rainbow light tore over the twisted shadow of my body. 
"I didn't mean to hurt them." 

I shot straight up from beneath the blanket that shrouded me. Cold sweat trickling down my face, tears streaming my eyes. Out of the corner of my eyes I saw a shadow move, and I heard the faintest click as a door closed...
I woke up to light filtering through the window and blinding me. I rubbed my eyes with my new appendages and paused to look them over. They weren't talons  or claws. I had no idea what to call them, and asking Daniel would probably elicit more doubtful looks and snide comments. He didn't have to believe me. Only person's opinion that matters is mine, right?
I shook my head and cast my eyes about the room. He seemed to enjoy moderation. Everything he owned seemed to be easily tagged as 'nondescript'. The nondescript plain couch, nondescript blanket and pillows. Even the carpet and walls were 'nondescript'. The only things in the room worth note was the case on the wall with the 'guns' and the black box up against the wall opposite the couch. I could see my reflection in the black flat panel. I stood and wandered over to it. 
There was a mirror in the bathroom of the Police Department. I took a moment to look into it when I was changing into the 'scrubs' Daniel gave me, but I was still so disorientated I didn't really know what was going on and what I was seeing. Sitting in front of this black box and taking a moment to look at the features of my face and body really brought me to a new level of realization. Despite everything being tinged black by the surface of the box I could still see that my eyes were dark blue and tears were glistening from them. 
It was unlike me to cry. A thousand years on the moon and not a single tear was shed. Yet now here I was cast away to somewhere completely foreign. I didn't even know if I had a hope of getting home. So, yes, I cried. 
I don't know how long I sat there crying, but eventually I felt his hands on my shoulders.
"Why are you crying in front of my TV?"
So that's what it's called. 
"I don't know." I said as I stood up and turned to him. His expression told me he thought I was crazy. 
"Why don't we sit down, enjoy a cup of OJ and talk about Equestria?" He said, leading me on into his kitchen.
"O- ok." I sat down in a chair he pulled out for me. He opened a nearby fridge and brought a tall box with oranges on it. After pulling two glasses from the confines of a nearby cupboard and placing them on the table, he began to pour orange juice from the carton. I stared as the orange fluid filled the cup, absently lost in my mind. He sat down across from me and brought the tips of his... bah... whatevers together and stared at me through them. I realized I was being watched and looked down.
"What?"
"Talk."
"I don't have anything to say."
Then I can't help you." He sipped from his glass. "You know where the door is." He pointed in its general direction.
"What do you want to know?" 
"Where do you come from?"
"Equestria."
"Mmmhmm, and where is that?" 
"Equestria was the only place I'd ever known. If it wasn't Equestria it was the sun or the moon, or a distant planet. I don't know where Equestria is, all I know is that it exists." Daniel frowned.
"How'd you get here then?"
"Magic."
"Right." pause, deep breath "What caused you to be sent here?"
"My sister sent me."
"Sister?"
"Celestia."
"Right." I rolled my eyes. His sarcasm was becoming unbearable.
"You don't have to believe me, but if you are not going to then why do I have to explain myself."
"Because it's obvious you are hiding something. So why did your sister send you here." 
"I thought she was going to send me to the moon again but-"
"Again? What did you do."
"I-I became jealous."
"Banishment to the moon over jealousy? Doubtful." His mouth twitched a moment before he began to speak. 
"Well my actions almost resulted in the death of thousands."

I felt that nervous twitch or micro-expression, whatever it was called, my entire mouth pulled towards one side and reset in under a second. It happened when she said 'jealous'. It irritated me, she already knew I didn't believe her, why does my body have to unconsciously have to tell her again. Even so, she probably didn't notice it.
"Well my actions almost resulted in the death of thousands."
What? Is she for real? How does jealousy almost kill thousands? I know this is just a physiological mask she's wearing to hide herself from her real actions but what is the correlation?
"How does jealousy almost kill thousands?" 
"When there is no day the planet grows cold and inhospitable."
"Right." Right she thinks she can control the moon. "Why were you jealous?"
"Because everyp-, everyone, looked upon my sister's day with thanks and praise and slept through my nights."
"Right." Was she really about to say 'everypony'? She's trying too hard. Perhaps her sister was more popular than her and she acted out, got in trouble and ran away? "So what were you going to do about that?"
"Well at one point the jealousy consumed me and introduced a new consciousness into my mind." Split personality disorder? "Nightmare Moon took over and was going to raise the moon and never raise the sun again."
Eternal night would certainly cause a lot of deaths but what's the real world correlation.
"Right." It was apparent that she hated it when I said that. She narrowed her eyes at me and frowned. "So then what happened?"
"She wielded the Elements of Harmony and banished Nightmare Moon, and myself, to the moon for a thousand years. " A thousand years huh? Maybe that means she was kicked out of the house.
"And then?"
"After a thousand years Nightmare Moon escaped from our imprisonment but a student, of my sisters, and her five friends made connections with the six Elements of Harmony and wielded them against Nightmare Moon, cleansing her from my body and I regained control. My sister excused me from Nightmare Moon's actions and I was cleansed of my jealousy."
What in hell does that mean? Was she institutionalized and the treatment worked? At this point it seems she just memorized the story and is reading it back to me. 
"So what happened this time? Why did Celestia want to banish you to the moon once again." Her face darkened and her eyes narrowed.
"She came back."

	