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		Description

Note: Keeping the original description
Twilight Sparkle; the most studious librarian in Equestria. But when things get physical how will this young mare handle herself?...
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It was summertime in Equestria, and the scorching rays of the sun fell down upon the land. Nopony could be seen outside, for everypony was taking refuge within their houses and trying to beat the heat. The Apple family had decided to take a days rest from farming, and rest inside their home; Fluttershy was taking care of her pets, trying to keep them cool; Rarity was in her bedroom, making a new dress; Pinkie Pie was baking some of her world renown cupcakes in cold blue frosting, so as to try to forget the heat; the Cutie Mark Crusaders were with Zecora, so as to get under the shade of the trees and see what new strange concoction she had just brewed; Even Rainbow Dash could not be seen outside, she was taking refuge within a cold, forlorn cloud. 
This was what the other ponies were doing in their spare time, yet one particular pony should be noted above all the others.
This pony’s name was Twilight Sparkle.
In Twilight’s house, a slight slamming could be heard from outside. Inside, one could see the shaking body of Twilight trying ever so violently to push into her new toy. Twilight was standing on her forehooves and slamming her entire body on the wall, where her newest distraction happened to be.
“Come on!” she cried. “Get in there!”
With a deep groan Twilight Sparkle leaned forward, putting all of her weight into hammering the object of her affection. Tilting her head back as she pressed further in; she would give it her best and let anypony be damned if they mocked her physical ability. He hips bucked as she grinded herself on the object.
Huffing, she pulled back before nailing it again; horn glowing as it grasped the handle. Her breathing began to quicken with each thrust she placed on the object. With a forehoof, she wiped her brow; her friends were right, this was much harder than she thought. Maybe it was to be expected for her first time?
She moved in a swaying motion, so as to not make it lose its place where she wanted it to be. Sweat began to pour down her back, inching along the edges of her lavender flanks and glistening in the morning rays. She paid no heed to it as she gave it another deep blow. Finally it went all the way in, threatening to break the hard wood that was on it. 
Her throat was becoming dry and sore. She could really use some juice, and she was going to get some sooner rather than later!  The faster she finished this off the faster she would get some! She groaned on just thinking of all the juice in her mouth, and tried with all her might to end the task at hoof.
Pressing forward on the object once more she felt it give into her. She smiled with satisfaction, now that she knew what it felt like it would be much easier to end the job. She position herself so that she could pound harder on the object and finish it up. The object creaked a bit from the weight, yet she knew it paid no mind to it.
Standing, she carefully aimed down on the pair of pink lips; sticking out her tongue in concentration. One last hard blow before it was over, she knew. Best to end it now.  
With one last moan she swung her entire body forward, rushing in to end it. With a loud shattering bang, accompanied with a howl of pain, Twilight finished. Her heart raced, and she felt blood rush inside her. She looked down to see that she had cut her hoof a bit and moaned in slight pain mixed with the ecstasy of relief. 
Panting, she let herself fall backwards onto the libraries cool floor where she lay for a while nursing her forehoof. Tears stung the edges of her eyes until finally, with a sigh, the pain left. The cut still throbbed, yet, she reminded herself, it would be a good reminder on what she had just done for a time. Just then, Twilight heard the voice of her assistant.
“Twilight?”  asked Spike from the next room over, his voice muffled by the thick door. “Are you okay?”
Quickly getting on her hooves, Twilight placed herself between the entrance and her little pet project. It would be more than just a little embarrassing if he saw this. “I’m fine Spike,” she said with a slight warble. “No need to come here!” She cringed as she heard the pitter prattle of his little clawed feet. “No, no, no; not yet!” she squealed as she ran forwards towards the entrance.
Just as she was within range of the door it swung open, revealing her number one assistant wearing an apron and carrying a tray with two long cups and a pitcher filled with juice and tinkling pieces of ice. “I heard all sorts of weird banging and screaming in here I thought maybe you ne-” Spike froze in mid-sentence as he looked at her hoof, his eyes widened considerably. “Twilight, are you okay?”
Tears glistened out of the corners of her eyes. “I know, I messed it up, didn’t I? Oh, I should have asked for help, or at least consult a few more manuals...” She caressed her injured hoof, which was scratched slightly and stinging from sweat.
Spike, upon seeing her distress, gently put down the tray and walked over to her and gave her a small comforting hug. “Oh Twilight, it’s alright. We’ll just bandge it up later and it’ll be fine... what were you doing to hurt yourself anyway? All we have here are books...” he tried to look behind her but she simply side stepped, wincing as her hoof made contact with the ground.  
“Twilight. What are you hiding?” Spike gave her his most determined and stubborn look until, finally, she relented and stepped aside.
“I can explain!” she said, cringing.
Spike took a few steps towards the object. “It’s a... shelf, right?” he asked.
“It’s horrible, isn’t it?”
“No, no,” Spike said, trying to calm Twilight. “It’s actually quite nice!” Spike looked at the shelf, they were a few hoof-lengths taller than Twilight. At the top a big engraved pair of lips gave the looker a good idea as to what kind of books they were meant to hold. The actual shelves were a little crooked, and some of the nails were in haphazardly, but overall it looked fairly sturdy. “I am sure nopony is good at it their first time...” he coughed and searched for words. “And it is a really nice shelf,” he declared.
“Really? You think so?”
“Of course I do! I am sure Rarity will be real happy, she always loved those sap stories! Heck, you might even get the others, beside Applejack and Rainbow Dash of course, to like it!”
Scooping up the little dragon in her hooves Twilight gave him a firm hug. “Thanks Spike, I needed that.” She sat the slightly red Spike on the ground. “Now I noticed you brought something to drink... how about we sit down and relax. It’s so warm today; I am sweating all over!”
Spike sniffled lightly. “Yeah, I can smell it...” he muttered under his breath. 
“What was that Spike?” asked Twilight while pouring the cold juice into the two cups using her magic. 
The dragon blushed and pretended to examine her dirty work. “I- um... really like the-- um-- lips?”
“Oh those!” said Twilight as she floated one of the two filled cups over to spike. She trotted over to the engraved lips that adorned the top of her new shelves. “I found that at the hardware store. I thought it would go well since this is going to be for the romance section and such things like that.”
“Oh, alright.” Spike leaned in and inspected the very pink shelves while Twilight began experimenting with book placements. Gingerly touching one  side so as to see if it would immediately bend itself out of shape. It did, and Spike  had to quickly push it back  into place before Twilight saw. He coughed a bit and scooted towards the exit.  “Whelp, call me if you need a hoof!” he said before shutting the door behind him with a light thump.
Twilight let out a sigh before brushing away some hair that had stuck to her forehead. “Whew, that could have easily lead to some misunderstandings!” She looked to the bookshelf, which was slightly hanging to the left, and blushed a light velvet blush. “Oh yes... it could’ve been a terrible misunderstanding!”
 The End (insert Zalgo text here) 

A pseudo-clopfic brought to you in part by RavensDagger and Bearycool. We hope you enjoy the new bookshelf that Twilight created!
Note: Don’t even think about shipping the bookshelf!

Sincerely,
RavensDagger and Bearycool

	images/cover.jpg





