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		Description

Rarity wakes up one morning to notice her toenails are grossly overgrown. To fix this, she goes on an epic adventure to find her nailclippers. Oh, and Applejack's in this fic as well.
The long awaited sequel to Rarity's Hairbrush! https://www.fimfiction.net/story/39980/Rarity's-Hairbrush
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Rarity awoke one fine morning. Yawning, she stepped out of bed, and looked down at her hooves like she did every morning. She cringed when she noticed the overgrown state of her toenails.
“Yuck! I better go clip those nasty things!” 
Strutting off fabulously to Kitchen, where she kept her nail clippers, she saw Sweetie Belle was attempting to cook breakfast.
“Add some eggs, and...” Sweetie Belle dropped some eggs (shell included) into the pan she was working with, and grabbed a spatula.
“And now my pancake should be- GOLD AGAIN?” The frustrated filly picked up the gold bar and threw it across the room where it joined a large pile of the precious metal.
Rarity ignored her sister and rummaged through the sink, passing over soapy dishes and silverware, but came up empty on nail clippers.
“Sweetie Belle, where are my nail clippers?”
Sweetie Belle looked up from her horrendous failure at cooking. “Your what?”
Rarity gave Sweetie Belle an unamused look. “You know, the thing I use to clip my nails?”
Sweetie Belle looked around uncomfortably, unsure if Rarity was playing a joke on her or not. “Uh... you don’t have nails, Rarity.”
Rarity glared at her little sister for a few moments, then broke out into laughter. “Oh, you silly filly. Now, where did you put them?”
Sweetie Belle was now very pissed off at her sister. “I told you, I don’t have them! You don’t even have a logical reason to need them!”
Rarity sighed. “I didn’t want to have to do this.” The white unicorn inhaled deeply, then bellowed “TO THE DUNGEON!”
Nothing happened. Sweetie Belle cocked an eyebrow, then went back to cooking, which could be better described as “creating WMDs for a bio-nuclear war.”
“Damn, I was so sure that would work.” Rarity shrugged, then levitated a frying pan into Sweetie Belle’s head. The filly went out like a light.
When Sweetie finally came to, she was tied to a chair with a bright light shining in her face. Blinking rapidly, she tried to recall what had led her to be stuck like this. A shadow of a mare creeped just beyond the light.
“So, tell me, Sweetie Belle... tell me your secrets...”
Sweetie Belle’s eyes darted all around the room, even though the shadow was right there. “Rarity? Where are you? What’s going on?”
Rarity stepped into the light where Sweetie Belle could see her. “My, you are are a little dense. Now, spill it!”
Sweetie Belle began to sweat. “I have no idea what you’re talking about! Also, you’re extremely out of character. This isn’t something you’d ever do. It’s like we’re in a bad fanfiction or something!”
Rarity scrunched her face very close to Sweetie Belle’s. The little bound filly could smell the fabulosity on her sister’s breath. “You’re lying, Sweetie Belle... you know exactly what I’m talking about.
Sweetie Belle closed her eyes tight, then said very quickly “Sometimes  fantasize about eating pudding off of your stomach while Miss Cheerilee watches!” 
Rarity took a few steps back, obviously weirded out. “No, I was talking about the nail clippers! Do you not remember this morning?”
“Did it have something to do with pudding?”
Rarity shook her head. “Darling, once I find my nail clippers, I’m going to enroll you in some counseling.” She turned and left the cellar.
“YOU DON’T EVEN HAVE-” Rarity slammed the cellar door shut, and bolted it shut. 
“Now, time to find my nail clippers!” Rarity thought of all the places it could be. If Sweetie Belle hadn’t taken it, then there was only one other possible scenario...
“Twilight, why are you making me do this?” Spike felt extremely humiliated.
“Well, Spike, I figured when you cleaned up the house, you should wear more appropriate attire. Besides, you look great in a maid’s costume!”
“But why are you taking pictures?”
“Shut up.”
Spike scowled. The maid’s costume itched. “Hold on, let me take off my mini-skirt for a second, I-”
Rarity bucked the door open. “Twilight, give me back my- um...”
Spike blushed, the mini-skirt around his ankles while Twilight’s camera continued to flash. “No, Rarity, this isn’t-”
Rarity ignored the dragon, and waltzed over to Twilight. “Twilight Sparkle, give me back my nail clippers right this instant!”
“Rarity, I-”
“Because you know you took them, you dirty thief!”
“Hey, I didn’t-”
“You just can’t keep your hooves off my things, can you?”
“Now, listen here, Rarity-”
“And, you’re taking provocative pictures of Spiky-Wiky!”
“It’s for science!”
“And on top of all this, you ate all the butter yesterday-”
Twilight put the camera down. “I don’t have your clippers, Rarity!”
Rarity blinked, and then smiled sheepishly. “Oh. Well then, I’ll um... leave you and Spike to your... um, thing, then!”
Spike’s face contorted in fear. “No, don’t leave me here with her!”
Rarity abandoned the house, and broke down crying the street. several ponies passing by look on awkwardly, except Rainbow Dash, whose wings began to rise, because she’s into that sort of thing.
Through her tear-blurred eyes, Rarity saw a pony walk up to her. Emerging from the mist like an angel, the heavenly figure touched down beside her.
And smacked her in the face.
“Ow, what was that for- Applejack?”
The orange mare was filthy, and she had some very nasty scratches and cuts. “You’re darn right it’s me! Ya can’t just go catapulting me off inta parts unknown! It took me five whole weeks (give or take), but Ah’m back! Now, I’m here for revenge!” Applejack cocked a gun, somehow holding it with her hoof, disobeying all natural laws. “Now, put your hooves up!”
Rarity stared at the mare. “No.”
Applejack was confused. “But Ah have a gun!”
Rarity shrugged. “I don’t care! Now, if you’ll excuse me, I need to find my nail clippers.”
“What, you mean these things? I borrowed them to clean my teeth.” Applejack handed (or hoofed, or whatever, I don’t care) over the nail clippers.
“Why, thank you Applejack. I guess that’s why they call you the element of honesty!” 
“What.. Ah don’t even...” Applejack was beyond confused. Rarity smiled and hugged her. Then, something dawned on the Element of Generosity.
“Wait, I don’t have toenails.”
“Aw, shut up and cry some more! This was just getting sexy!” Rainbow Dash yelled from the background.
“Oh well,at least nopony got hurt!” Rarity grinned. “Now, why does it feel like I’m forgetting something?”
Meanwhile, in the cellar...
Sweetie Belle stared off into the darkness. “Hello? is anypony there?” Thousands of small red eyes began to appear all around her.
“Fuck.”
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