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As I stepped off the plane, my heart raced with anticipation. It had been six long months since I last saw Robert, and every day apart felt like an eternity. I, Aaron, a muscular soldier with a strong build and an insatiable desire for my partner, was finally coming home. The deployment had been challenging, but the thought of reuniting with Robert kept me going. I knew he would be waiting for me, his beautiful blue eyes filled with love and longing.

I made my way through the airport, my duffel bag slung over my shoulder, feeling a sense of relief and excitement. Months of grueling training and missions were behind me, and now, I was ready to embrace the warmth of my lover's embrace. I couldn't wait to hold him, to feel his soft skin against mine, and to taste his sweet lips once again.

Upon arriving at the arrival gate, I scanned the crowd, searching for the familiar face I had dreamed about for so long. And there he was, Robert, standing tall with a nervous smile, his shaggy hair falling perfectly around his face. His slender frame was wrapped in a cozy sweater, a contrast to my rugged military uniform. As our eyes met, my heart skipped a beat. I dropped my bag and rushed towards him, not caring about the curious stares of the other travelers.

"Robert," I breathed, my voice hoarse with emotion. I pulled him into a tight embrace, inhaling his familiar scent—a mix of cedarwood and fresh laundry. He felt so fragile in my arms, and I wanted nothing more than to protect him from the world.

"Welcome home, Aaron," he whispered, his voice breaking. "I've missed you so damn much."

I held him tighter, my lips finding his in a passionate kiss. Months of pent-up desire exploded in that moment, and I could feel the heat between us igniting. Our tongues danced, exploring each other with a hunger that only grew during our time apart. The kiss seemed to last an eternity, and I never wanted it to end.

Finally, we parted, both breathless and flushed. Robert's eyes sparkled with unshed tears, and I knew he felt the same overwhelming emotions as I did.

"Let's get out of here," he said, taking my hand and leading me towards the exit. "I have a surprise planned for us."

Curiosity lit up my face, and I eagerly followed him to the parking lot. I opened the door to his truck, and climbed in, still holding his hand. The drive to our place was filled with nervous laughter and playful banter, as we caught up on the months we had missed.

When we arrived at my apartment, he quickly unlocked the door and ushered me inside. He had prepared a romantic dinner for us, knowing that food was the way to my heart. The table was set with candles and a bottle of my favorite wine.

"Wow, Robert, this is amazing," I said, his eyes sparkling with delight. "You didn't have to go to all this trouble."

He smiled, taking my hand and leading me to the table. "I wanted our first night together to be special. I've missed cooking for you."

We sat across from each other, our hands reaching out to touch and caress, as if assuring ourselves that this was real. The candlelight danced in Robert's eyes, making them glow with a warm, inviting light. He served me a plate of my favorite pasta, and as I took the first bite, my eyes closed in pleasure.

"It's perfect," I murmured, my lips curving into a satisfied smile. "You're the best, Robert."

I couldn't help but beam with pride, feeling like the luckiest man alive. We spent the next hour feasting on delicious food, sharing stories of our time apart, and laughing like we had never been separated. But as the wine flowed, the tension between us grew. Our eyes locked across the table, and we both knew what was coming next.

I stood up, walked around the table, and pulled Robert to his feet. Our bodies pressed together, and I could feel his heart racing against mine. I kissed him deeply, my hands roaming over his slender frame, exploring the familiar curves and planes of his body.

"Let's take this to the bedroom," I whispered against his lips.

Robert nodded, his breath coming in short gasps. I took his hand and led him to the bedroom, where soft lighting and the crackling of a fireplace awaited us. A fluffy blanket was spread out in front of the fire, inviting us to indulge in our passion.

I gently pushed Robert onto the blanket, his eyes sparkling with anticipation. I wanted to savor every moment, to make this reunion unforgettable. I kissed him slowly, teasingly, my tongue tracing the outline of his lips before delving deep into his mouth. His hands gripped my shoulders, pulling me closer, as if he couldn't get enough of me.

With deliberate slowness, I began to undress him, reveling in the feel of his smooth skin under my fingertips. I unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his delicate collarbones and the hint of his chest. His breath hitched as I kissed my way down his neck, leaving a trail of wet kisses.

"You're so beautiful, Robert," I whispered, my voice hoarse with desire.

He blushed, his eyes fluttering shut as I unbuckled his belt and slid his pants down his slender legs. He was wearing his favorite pair of boxer briefs, and I couldn't help but admire the bulge growing beneath the fabric. I hooked my fingers under the waistband and slowly pulled them down, revealing his hard, leaking cock.

"Oh, fuck," I groaned, my mouth watering at the sight.

Robert's cock was a work of art—long and slender, with a delicate curve. I leaned down and took the head into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the sensitive tip. He moaned, his hands threading through my hair, urging me to take more of him. I obliged, deepthroating his length, my throat welcoming the invasion.

"That's it, baby," he panted. "Suck my dick, Aaron."

I looked up at him, my eyes locking with his as I bobbed my head, taking him deeper with each stroke. His slender body arched off the blanket, his hands gripping the fabric as he thrust his hips, fucking my face with abandon. I loved the power he held over me in that moment, the way he could reduce me to a desperate, cock-craving mess.

Pulling off his cock with a wet pop, I trailed kisses down his body, pausing to worship his tight, pink hole with my tongue. He gasped, his body trembling as I rimmed him, my tongue probing and teasing.

"Oh, god, Aaron, yes!" he cried out, his fingers digging into my shoulders.

I wanted to drive him wild, to show him how much I had missed pleasing him. I licked and sucked, earning moans and curses from his lips. His hole clenched around my probing tongue, and I knew he was close to the edge.

"Please, Aaron, I need you inside me," he begged, his voice hoarse and desperate.

I smiled, my dick throbbing with need. I positioned myself between his legs, my cock poised at his entrance. With one smooth thrust, I impaled him, filling him with my length. Robert's eyes widened, and he let out a strangled cry as I bottomed out inside him.

"Fuck, you feel so good," I groaned, my voice thick with desire.

I began to move, slowly at first, savoring the tight heat surrounding my cock. Robert's body responded to my every thrust, his hole clenching and milking me. I leaned down, capturing his lips in a passionate kiss, our tongues dueling as our bodies moved in perfect harmony.

"I love you, Robert," I whispered between kisses. "I've missed being inside you."

"I love you too, Aaron," he panted. "Fuck me harder, please."

His words spurred me on, and I increased the pace, pounding into him with abandon. His cries filled the room, mingling with the crackling of the fire. I reached between us, stroking his cock in time with my thrusts, wanting to bring him to the brink of ecstasy.

"Cum for me, baby," I growled, my voice raw with need. "Let me feel you milk my cock."

Robert's body tensed, his hole clenching around me as he came, his warm release coating my hand and his stomach. The sight of him losing control pushed me over the edge, and I thrust deep, burying myself inside him as my own orgasm ripped through me.

"I love you, Aaron," he whispered as our bodies trembled in the aftermath.

I collapsed onto him, our hearts pounding in unison. We lay there, entangled in each other's arms, our bodies slick with sweat and cum. The fire crackled, casting a warm glow over our passionate embrace.

"This is just the beginning," I promised, my lips brushing against his. "I have so much more planned for us."

Robert smiled, his eyes sparkling with anticipation. "I can't wait, my love."

As we lay there, sated and content, I knew that this homecoming was just the start of something extraordinary. The heat between us would only intensify, and our love would burn brighter than ever before.
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I arrived at the quaint beachside cottage, the familiar scent of the ocean filling my nostrils as I stepped out of the car. The sky was darkening, heavy clouds rolling in from the sea, promising a dramatic evening. It had been five years since Aiden and I first met in this very town, and the anticipation of reliving those passionate moments sent a shiver down my spine. As I walked towards the cottage, the wooden planks of the porch creaked under my feet, announcing my arrival.

"Aiden!" I called out, my voice filled with excitement. The door swung open, and there he stood, just as handsome as I remembered. Aiden's eyes lit up at the sight of me, his tall, muscular frame filling the doorway. His dark hair, slightly damp from the humid air, framed his chiseled face.
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