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Completely unexpected o.o
Rarity discovers a vague note from her younger sister, presumably confirming her worst fears. With Sweetie Belle facing the worst grounding she's ever seen in her life, Rarity sets out to get some answers.
(Rated Teen for very suggestive dialogue. The story will feature nothing dirtier than innuendos.)
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	It was several years following the conclusion of what would be known in an alternate timeline as 'Friendship is Magic', and Ponyville as it had become known continued to grow and flourish. New alliances formed, and friends slowly moved apart. Rainbow Dash and Fluttershy had both moved to Cloudsdale, the former as a Wonderbolt Trainer and the latter wanting to rekindle an estranged relationship with her parents. With the rest of her family still in Ponyville to mind the farm, Applejack had moved to Manehattan to begin her own business specializing in fruit pies and jams, and the other three remained behind in Ponyville. Although Rarity had recieved numerous offers in which a move to Canterlot would make her job easier, she had grown fond of her friends and remained where she was; paying a little extra for shipping on deliveries instead. Heavens knew she could afford it.
The Crusaders were well into their teenage years now, and nearly full grown. Rarity's own dressmaking business still thrived, although the former Element Carrier who ran it was now a little older. The first threads of gray had secretly appeared in her mane last year, though with dedicated trips to the spa and no small amount of hair dye she guarded her secret fiercely.
Rarity was on her way to Sweetie Belle's apartment on the other side of town. She didn't have any particular meeting scheduled, but wanted to surprise her younger sister with a visit and some freshly baked confectioneries from Something Sweet, the Bakery that Pinkie now ran.
Rarity moved up the front steps and knocked upon the door, the box of pastries floating next to her tied with a simple string. There was no answer. Rarity knocked again, this time with more force and was subsequently louder. Still no answer.
Huffing, the unicorn picked the lock with her horn and made he way inside,  wanting to be sure that everything was alright. The thought that Sweetie Belle might simply 'be out' never crossed her mind.
"Are you home, darling?" She called. "It's Rariteeeeeeee!" She sang this last bit. Again there was no answer, and she frowned, setting the box of pastries on the table next to an open scroll. She looked first left, then right, then down at the writing on the  parchment. Well, seeing as it was already open...
Hey, Belle, you were totally right! He IS really fun to ride! Never thought anypony could have so much fun with a bit of wood. Nothing quite like having him underneath you, is there? Meet me back at the warehouse around noon this afternoon, maybe we can both ride him at the same time!
-Scootz
Rarity's face had gone paler and paler all the while she was reading this, and by the end of it her heart was beating so rapidly that she thought it was going to explode out of her chest. "Oh.... oh... OH!" She moaned, falling over backwards onto the floor with a sudden crash. She stood up, glared at the furniture, then fell over a second time, this time her horn lit up, pulling the cushioned chair underneath her as she fell onto it. 
"My baby sister, waltzing around with some stallion like a common... tramp!" She exclaimed, throwing her hoof over her forehead in dismay. "Why me, why me, Celestia? Where did I go wrong?"
On a sudden impulse, she glanced at the sundial by the window. It was only a little past noon! 
"I can catch them!" She leaped up suddenly, rubbing her forehooves together. "I can catch them, and Sweetie Belle will be in the worst trouble of her life!" She decided, and raced out the front door, which slammed itself  behind her. She skidded to a halt out on the front sidewalk, thinking. 
"Warehouse... warehouse..." She thought. Ponyville was a small town, and there was only one real warehouse out near the outskirts, but it was in a dirty part of town and hardly anypony ever really went there unless they had to. Perhaps that was why it seemed to make sense that her little sister would be tramping around out there, nopony would think to look for her!
"Well, we'll just see about that!" Rarity declared out loud, drawing suddenly glances from a passing couple on the street, whom she glared at. "What are you looking at?" Rarity snapped, and they hurried on their way. The unicorn galloped at full speed down the street, the nice furnished apartments eventually giving way to the dirtier, bare apartments with their outsides covered in graffiti. Rarity blanched in disgust as the wealth classes became poorer and poorer the further she ran.
"I'll be out of here in no time," Rarity told herself over and over again. She didn't want to be here any longer than she had to. She stopped only once by a shivering young stallion wrapped in a ripped old blanket, dropping several bits into the battered cup between his front legs.
"Bless you, kindly," the stallion said, and Rarity was on her way again. She made her way to the warehouse, an old building surrounded by a thick wire fence. The only way in was through a wire gate in the corner of the fence, which she kicked in with a powerful burst of her back legs. Those lessons from Applejack all those years ago had paid off, it seemed.
Rarity only slowed down once she was actually inside the building, and her heartbeat quickened as she saw Scootaloo and Sweetie Belle standing in the dim light, talking excitedly in hushed whispers. Scootaloo pointed around the corner, and Sweetie Belle nodded, before the two took off. Rarity followed at a distance, not wanting to confront them until the perfect moment. She waited until there was the sound of laughter several minutes later, drew a deep breath, and charged around the corner.
"A-HA!" Rarity declared triumphantly. "I KNEW-" she froze, the speech she had prepared melting from her lips.
Sweetie Belle was seated on the frozen horse of an old, forgotten carousel, her hooves wrapped around the wooden shaft sticking out of its back. Whatever power had once since activated it had long since been disconnected, so Scootaloo was pushing the base slowly around in a circle, prompting the gears and pulleys to make the horses rise and fall.
"Rarity!" Sweetie Belle almost screamed. "What are you... how did you... this isn't what it looks like!" She protested. "How did you..."
Rarity was still trying to process what she'd found, and sputtered weakly. "Your note said..."
Sweetie Belle gasped, and jumped down off the wooden horse. "You read my mail?" She said accusingly, then another thought occurred to her. "You broke into my apartment?!"
"Well, I... it was only because I was worried about you, darling," she began, but Scootaloo cut her off with a shake of her head.
"Not cool, Rarity, not cool."
"I can't believe this..." Sweetie Belle said. 
"You three have always been so well behaved," Rarity began again, trying to earn some points back, but this only brought a laugh from Scootaloo.
"Do you even remember when we were fillies? We were anything but well behaved," Scootaloo said. "Look, we found this old carnival ride, we just wanted to mess with it. That's all. It's fun."
Sweetie Belle was furious, and stormed past the both of them back towards the door. "I've never felt so violated," she said, and Scootaloo trailed behind her. Rarity turned to follow them both, still protesting.
When the door slammed behind the three of them, Apple Bloom and Rumble slowly peeked out from behind the carousel, where they'd been making out.
"You think they saw us?"
"Nah."
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