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		Description

Big Macintosh didn't remember when it started, he didn't know just how long it had been going on, but for the past few years he began to hate the tan colored stallion named Caramel more and more.  The way he acted, looked, and even talked angered Big Macintosh beyond reason at times.
Maybe it all started the first time he pressed his muzzle against his best friend's soft, tender lips... but that could only be a hunch.
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This may suck... sorry... I really need to write a full fic for these two before attempting bad OneShots...
Disclaimer: I do not own My Little Pony: Friendship is Magic. It belongs to The Hub, Hasbro, Studio B, and Lauren Faust. I do not own any of these characters in any way or how, nor do I claim ownership to the pony franchise. These characters are simply my toys.

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
"Why the hell do I love you?”
------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
Pillow Talk
Time seemed to stand still for Big Macintosh at the moment.  The only indicators that time indeed kept moving were the quickly fading final rays of the twilight sky outside the window, and the few beads of sweat on his red coat slowly slipping down his forehead.  He blinked several times as the stallion stared straight up at the ceiling above his head, wondering how two hours had passed so quickly, it was all a bit of a blur.  In fact, most of what just happened was a blur, a faded memory.
Something shifted in his arms, something large, something alive.  Big Macintosh found himself tightening his muscles in an attempt not to hold the thing in his arms any tighter, no matter how much he wanted to.  He kept his muscles stiff, no matter how much he knew this simple matter was hurting the thing in his arms, more so mentally than physically.
The thing in his arms shifted again, this time something brown brushed against the bottom of his chin, the wavy mane of the pony in his arms tickled, but he didn’t dare make a noise or movement to relive the feeling.  The stiffness in his arms remained as a piece of the red stallion’s own heart felt like it was slowly being clawed away by foul, horrendous claws.  
Big Macintosh knew that the other wanted him to relax, and hold him normally.  He thought it would be nice to hold the other pony, make him feel better, even if it hurt him in return.  But it only hurt the pony beyond reason because of how he held him.  It wasn’t fair to the pony in his arms, it wasn’t fair that he wanted so little and the red stallion couldn’t even give it to him because he knew it was wrong, the previous two hours and the countless hours before that.  He had grown to hate the pony in his arms, hate him more than anything in the world.
The red stallion dared to move him arms up a tad higher, if only to be more comfortable.  The body wasn’t thin, or delicate.  It was rough, solid with muscle, and strong.  Big Macintosh hated this fact, because he knew what he had just done was wrong, he knew what he had been doing for years was wrong… but he couldn’t stop.
A sound escaped the throat of the other, as if he were preparing to speak.  Big Macintosh squeezed his eyes shut, begging the other would stay silent.  He just wanted to fall asleep, let all of his guilt and pain go and fall asleep.  He couldn’t handle a conversation, not like this, not with the pony he hated.
“Big M-Mac… I-I…” The rough voice began.  It was shaky, nervous and scared.  Big Macintosh hated that voice, for it made him want nothing more than to shut out the rest of the world just to get away from the feeling it gave him when those words hit his ears.
Hoovesteps suddenly hit the red stallion’s ears.  Big Macintosh grabbed the blanket under them in record time and used it to cover his entire body up to his head, a hoof slammed over the mouth of the pony in his upper legs.  He squeezed his eyes as the sound of a doorknob turning sounded like the roar of a thousand lions.
“Big Mac… ya asleep already?” Applejack, his sister asked.  “And where did Caramel go, is he still in the house?”
“T-Tryin’ ta.” Big Macintosh said. “An’ he left… must have slipped past ya.”  He told the lie for what seemed like the millionth time as he stared out the window at Luna’s moon, ignoring the body squirming in his upper legs.
“Oh…” Applejack mumbled, her voice almost seeming disappointed.  “Well… g’night.” She called.
Big Macintosh didn’t respond, and only waited for his sister to shut the door behind her before finally taking his hoof off of Caramel’s mouth, hearing his gasp for air and cough as if he were choking.  He heard a few sniffles in there as well as he squirmed out of Big Macintosh’s arms, giving the red stallion some form of relief.  “Can ya quiet down?” He asked.
“Sorry…” The tan pony almost whimpered.  
Big Macintosh felt a strike of guilt hit him in the heart.  The memories of the previous hours weren’t a blur; in fact they were clearer than anything.  The time Big Macintosh spent with his muzzle pressed against Caramel’s, their tongues wrestling each other’s, stood out the most.  The lie he told himself he didn’t remember what happened was just some stupid trick to fool his mind to feel better.  It wasn’t working.  He remembered Caramel crying out in pain underneath him, and he remembered he himself didn’t give a single soothing word or touch, in fact he was rougher the more the other was in pain.   
Maybe it was because he hated Caramel he refused to be gentle…
“Ah think my sister might be sweet on ya.” Big Macintosh mumbled, turning away.  He felt angry with himself for saying those words, but he wasn’t ready to regret them just yet.  “She talks about ya’ nonstop whenever yer not ‘round.”
“I don’t care…” Caramel mumbled.  “I don’t… It’s not like she isn’t nice… but I care more about…”
“Will you just shut up?” Big Macintosh spat out, sitting up and glaring at Caramel with narrowed eyes.  “Just shut the buck up, why in Equestria do you keep coming here?” He yelled this time.  He watched the stallion wince and cover his head with his upper legs and tremble in fear.
Big Macintosh paused.  He realized his hoof was above his head ready to strike the tan stallion in a moment’s notice.    He slowly lowered his hoof and looked at it, then glanced back to the trembling stallion.  He saw each bruise Caramel’s body bore, he heard him whimper in pain.
Guilt struck Big Macintosh once more as he slammed his body against the bed, facing the door, away from Caramel.  He hated that stallion so much, he hated the way he acted, looked, and even talked.  He couldn’t remember when their friendship ended and the hate began, it was so long ago.  So many hours of guilt and painful passion were there, it was hard to tell where they all began at.
He hurt Caramel… he hurt him so badly at times that he could hardly walk.  He just became so filled with rage at the fact that everything he was doing was wrong.  It was wrong, and he knew it.  He had been taught for his entire life that he was to find a mare and grow old with her, have a few foals and die, even if it meant being unhappy…
Why did he have to meet Caramel?  Why did he have to become best friends with him and spend all his time with him as a colt?  Why did he have to kiss his best friend?  Why did he have to hate his best friend?
Big Macintosh lay stone faced as he bit his lip and began to gnaw.  He didn’t mean to hurt the other… he didn’t mean to hate him so much.  But it was wrong, the way he felt when kissing the other was wrong, the way he felt sweating over his best friend was wrong.
Everything seemed wrong… the only time it didn’t was when he let himself become lost in their intense sessions, and forgot that they were both stallions and were doing something immoral.  He let himself forget that Granny Smith would forever hate him and no longer call him her grandson if she found out just how horrible he had been these past few years.
He heard Caramel sniffle, and then felt the bed shift as he curled up alone.  They were less than a few inches apart… why were they so far from each other?
“Ya… ya really need to find yerself a mare…” Big Macintosh mumbled “Then we can end all of this.” Those words hurt him, for he knew it would never end.  Even if he never saw Caramel again, the guilt would follow him.  “Applejack is great… why don’t you talk ta her the way ya talk ta me?” He asked, more to himself than to Caramel.
“Because I don’t… want a mare…” Caramel whimpered out.  “Ah don’t feel happy with one, before you I just jumped around from one to another week after week!”
“Don’t say “Before me”” Big Macintosh growled.  He didn’t want to know Caramel was happy with him, even as things were.
“But I... I really do feel that way… about yo-” Caramel stopped to sniffle.
Big Macintosh growled and sat up, without thinking he sat up and threw his hoof into onto the spot right next to Caramel.  “Why don’t ya shut up?  Don’t feel that way about me!” He hissed.
The fear in Caramel’s eyes was like daggers, stabbing Big Macintosh again and again as he felt his body tremble.  “Stop it!” He shouted, slamming his hoof into Caramel’s chest, hearing him gasp out in pain.  The red stallion slammed his hoof down on Caramel’s chest once more.  “Ah hate ya so much…” He whispered “Ah hate ya more than anything…”
Caramel shouldn’t love somepony like him.  Maybe if he kept hurting him… he would finally stop coming by, and he would find somepony worth loving him, somepony who would say he loved Caramel every day.  Big Macintosh never said anything like that to Caramel, not even when he needed it most, not during their sessions, much less in public.
He heard sniffling after the third time his hoof slammed into the other’s chest.  Gentle crying was muffled through hooves as Big Macintosh felt his own eyes water.
He hated everything about the tan pony he kept hurting… why wouldn’t he leave?  Why wouldn’t he just leave and never come back?  It was too late to fix everything he had done; no patch work would ever fix it…
“I hate you…” Big Macintosh whimpered out before slamming his body on the bed, letting his tears run as he made no sound.  He was a jerk, abusive, and never told Caramel he loved him… why was the tan pony still here?  He sounded like he was trying to tell himself more than the crying stallion.
The obvious answer would have to be that Caramel really did love him enough to look past everything… all of the pain and suffering…
Big Macintosh tried to block out the muffled crying.   He hated just how much he loved the tan stallion… he hated how wrong it was to love him.  He could never hold him without guilt, he could never give the tan stallion the tender loving care he deserved after so many years of pain.  It would be better if Caramel found somepony else.
Maybe he hated himself more than anything…
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