“What the hell are you doing in my room?” Little Cato snarled, pointing at the barging in tryvuulian. 
“I came in here because your room fucking reeks like cat piss!” Fox huffed, wincing from the strong scent that filled the room. 
“It’s ventrexian piss,” Little Cato corrected with a smirk and crossing of his arms. As much as he was annoyed by the unwanted company, there was a rise of pride within knowing that his markings were doing the trick. It had been a while since he refreshed them but if it was enough to bother Fox, then it was more than a success in his eyes. 
“You mean it is piss?!” Fox raised his voice and stomped to the room’s floor. “Why are you pissing all over the place?” 
“It’s my room, isn’t it?” The ventrexian gestured around the room they stood in. Of course, they were surrounded by all things that were owned and certainly reeking of Little Cato. 

Fox saw the point, but that didn’t mean he liked it. But the moment he opened his mouth, he was purposefully interrupted. 
“And by where I come from, we mark our spaces to let everyone else know,” Little Cato informed. His words were confident, but there was another reason behind it. As far as the orange feline was concerned, marking his turf was just a part of it. The larger reason was a bit more usual and even depraved in other’s eyes if they would have found out. 
Little Cato very much enjoyed his scents. The scents of his piss, the scents that come from his armpits, and the reek that wafted through his old socks. As all teenagers were, the ventrexian was often horny. And there had been a lot of downtime lately, leaving the feline to spend his time indulging in his kinks, spilling his urine and piss all over. 
It wasn’t as if the others could not smell the reek that oozed through his quarters door. But it was his father, Avocato, that told the others to leave it be. He was vague with his words, simply alluding that it was a “phase” that many ventrexians went through. The others thought Little Cato was rebelling in some sort of way, but Avocato had a good idea of what was really going on. 
After all, who better to know than another ventrexian? And Avocato also had walked by his son’s room late at night, not only smelling a fresh coat of piss, but he could also hear the sounds of muffled moans. It wasn’t something he was proud of, but the black and white feline had pressed his ear against the door, eavesdropping on his son’s private moment. 
He could remember his own youth, when he was struck hard by puberty and his first heat. Back then he was exploring a lot about himself and also took pleasure in spraying his scent around. But back then, surrounded by other ventreixans, he would join in others, trying to be the most dominant. There was a rise in his suit when he remembered the warmth and sounds of other feline’s piss marking his coat, and doing the same to others. 
So, when others asked about it, Avocato made sure his son got the privacy he needed to explore. Unlike him in his youth, Little Cato was all alone in this. But it seemed he was having fun at the very least. 
But it seemed his words had no effect on Fox. The large alien always had it out for the younger ventrexian. And now, yet again they were at each other's throats. 
“If you gotta do that, then do it outside!” Fox pointed a finger at the smelly cat, already having enough. His quarts were closest to Little Cato's; the reek of piss wafted into his room, tormenting him everytime he wanted to be alone. 
“I can do it wherever the hell I want! In fact!” Little Cato was bold and angry enough to grip his pants, pulling them down. It revealed a bright yellow jockstrap, not that color naturally of course. That was pulled down as well, revealing the teen’s shockingly large and heavy cock. It flopped free, nearly reaching the floor. He took hold of it and grunted, putting just enough pressure on his bladder to start to flow of piss onto the floor. 
“Dude! Are you serious right now!?”
Little Cato just moaned in response. He let a dopey smile spread over his face as he relieved himself in front of his shipmate. There was already immense pleasure that came from hot piss flowing through his long, hefty prick, but now it was multiplied by the pair of eyes that glared at him. And the angrier Fox got, the better it felt. 
The other teen was seething as the piss was quickly puddling and expanding, reaching his boots. They would no doubt be left reeking, tracking that smell into his own room. That was the final straw. The moment Little Cato finished, he tackled the feline and they both fell into the pool of still hot piss. 
“Hey! What the hell are you doing?” Cato asked. He was pushing back against Fox, able to hold his own against the massive alien. The two of them wrestled on the ground, trying to fight for control and dominance. At first they were fighting with pure anger, but Little Cato kept getting distracted by his hyper cock brushing and thumping against Fox’s body. 

And so close to the tryvuulian, there was a new smell outside of the strong pee that soaked their clothes. His nose twitched, inhaling the thick haze of Fox’s musk. And as big as he was, there was a lot to take in. 
“Hypocrite!” Snarled the orange furred creature. He summoned a burst of strength and used it to get the advantage, knocking Fox off balance and getting on top of him. 

The tryvuulian groaned as the tip of his rival’s unwashed cock was heavy on his chest. 
“You talk about my piss, but you stink too!” 
Fox gulped. It was true. He had been skipping out on more than a few showers, building up his musk. 
“What is it, jealous that I smell better than you?” 
Fox growled and pushed against his rival, now getting on top this time. But Little Cato just chuckled, his paws stopped pushing against Fox and instead found the top of his pants. He pulled them down with all of his strength, even ripping them. As gasp came from the both as his own cock flopped free and a thick waft of musk filled the room. Fox had enough and pushed the feline away. 
A few feet apart, the two of them took heavy breaths of musk and could not feel their bodies soaked in piss. It was a mess of them both and worst, both of them were getting hard from it. It was much more noticeable on Little Cato’s end, given his hulking endowment. 
“Well, how is this gonna go?” Little Cato panted. 
“You… You tell me…” Fox responded. His body felt hot and wet, not only from urine but from his sudden sweating. He felt hot and stickier than usual, so much so that he huffed and started shedding his clothes. It was done without thinking and once his pants were shed, he realized that he was naked and sitting in the piss of his friend/enemy. 
Little Cato couldn’t help but take some sniffs of the scent coming from Fox. He had been so used to his own musk, that his body was reacting heavily to the smell of another. It hit his nose hard and made him shudder. His mouth was watering and a strong throb went through his foot and half long length. 
And Fox was across from him, taking in the smell and feeling of Little Cato’s piss on his body. Even after taking off his clothes, it was still on him, warm and strong with something that made him a bit lightheaded. His stomach churned a bit, but he could not stop himself from taking whiff after whiff. His hand had been directly in the puddle, he lifted it and slowly brought it closer to his face, daring to taste the bitter tang that clung to his taste buds. 
The two of them were getting off to each other, but neither wanted to admit it. In fact, the more he inhaled it, Fox’s musk was making Little Cato all the more upset. And Fox grit his teeth when he realized that he was tasting the actual piss that tormented him all day before. 
At about the same time, the two of them hopped to their feet. They both scowled, angry with each other all over again. Even with their heads foggy from musk, their bodies wet with piss, and their cocks hard and throbbing, the two of them were throwing themselves at each other. Their bodies met and they struggled against each other. Little Cato was not blessed with a large endowment, but he had more strength than he appeared, able to push back against Fox.

But a dirty move was enacted. Little Cato’s legs were swept and he fell to the ground. Groaning, he rolled over and gasped. Above him was Fox, gripping his rather plump asscheeks. He spread the sweaty mounds apart and chuckled as he dropped his body down on the ventrexian’s face. 
Little Cato mumbled under the weight and heat of Fox’s ass. Sweat dripped onto his fur and the winking hole pressed against his lips. More weight was put down on him and his tongue accidentally made contact with the leathery pucker. Like the rest of the tryvuulian, his asshole was made of strong stuff. But it was sensitive and a shudder ran through him when it was touched. It wasn’t his intention; at first, Fox was just content to sit on the annoying feline. Since he was called out for his own musk kink, he found it amusing to subject the ventrexian to the full brunt of his ass smell and sweat. 
“You wanna see tomorrow? You better get to licking, ya dirty ‘trexian!” Fox made sure that the other teen could hear his revolver. Of  course, he had no intention of using it, but he enjoyed seeing the fur along Little Cato’s tail bristle. 
Little Cato did feel fear, but only for a moment. He quickly calmed down and figured that Fox didn’t have the guts. But still, the musk was alluring and his mouth was watering even more. The prospect of getting a taste was appealing but it was not something he wanted to admit. So, he played along and used that as an excuse to press his tongue to the sweaty hole. 
Even when playing the position of the victim, Little Cato still took some control and boldly shoved his tongue inside. He could hear Fox hiss from the rough surface swiping against his softer inner flesh. 
Little Cato was rather inexperienced when it came to stuff like this, but he had a stash that gave him a good enough idea of what to do. His tongue was a bit rough, both on the surface and via his actions, but he wasn’t planning to be gentle with Fox anyways. 
The hissed and grunts above made his ears flick, only encouraging him to keep going. The taste of thick sweat was heavy on his tongue, another reason for him to keep licking. He wanted more of it, experiencing someone else’s musk for the first time. It was powerful and heavy; very earthy and what he would expect from the heavy, bulky alien. 
His tongue burrowed deep and swiped along the soft walls, finding a certain spot that made Fox arch his back. His thick cock throbbed hard and spurt a thick line of pre. Heavy pants spilled forth as that spot was licked again and again. The pleasure was stronger than expected. Like Cato, Fox hadn’t a lot experience with sex and he was shocked at just how much he could feel without his dick being touched. With another pressed and flicking inside of him, he bit his lips and watched his length bob and spit another rope onto the already ruined floor. 
Faster than expected, he was already reaching his limit. The throbs were getting stronger and the drips of pre were ceasing. Those heavy balls that bounced on the feline’s chin were churning, and his breath was hitching in time with every strong burst of pleasure within him. 
But Fox wasn’t ready yet…
In a sort of panicked move, Fox quickly stood, but his footing was off. And it was not helped by the piss on the floor. He slipped and fell on his back, now mirroring Little Cato’s own position. Speaking of which, the ventrexian quickly recovered from the facesitting. And with his face reeking of ass sweat, he got up and pounced on the other teen, eager to get his “revenge.” 
Rather than turn the tables and use his own ass, Little Cato was keen to up the stakes on his end. While Fox was still dazed and groaning, the ventrexian took hold of his large cock. A devious chuckle came as he angled it. He waited until Fox came to his senses. And when there was a shocked gasp, his hips humped forward, shoving his large, greasing cock past Fox’s lips. 
The both of them groaned; for the first time Little Cato could feel a mouth other than his own wrapped around his dick. He was so used to the slight pressed of his fangs and the roughness of his tongue. But Fox’s teeth were too flat to scratch and his tongue was thick, wide, and smooth. 
His body seemed to already know what to do. A thrust forwards and his length was buried down the other male’s throat, he shuddered and hissed in pleasure. The sensation was so different and he wanted more of it. So, he forced Fox to take the whole length of his dick, pushing hard until Fox’s lips were pressed against Little Cato’s sweaty, oily pubes. Sweaty dripped from them and stuck to Fox’s face. And it was made even worse when Little Cato planted his paws on the floor. Unlike Fox’s he stayed steady, even as paws were in his own piss. 
The ventrexian’s cock reached deep down Fox’s throat before pulling back. 
On Fox’s end, he was stuck on the ground, still in shock from the massive amount of meat that was stuffed into his mouth. How such a little guy like that packed so much, he could not understand it. Even more so when the strong tongue touched his taste buds. The flavor persisted, even as the inches rocked back. A thick film of filth filled his mouth and thick oozes of precum were already dripping down his throat. 
Little Cato was starting to get a bit ahead of himself, but a large hand reached up and grabbed his neck. The ventrexian squirmed and wheezed as he was pulled free and off of Fox.  
With anger still flowing through them both, the two of them were once again separated. But now both of them were fully hard and their cocks were in need of release. Purely to finish what they had accidentally started.
“Are you in position?” Fox asked before letting off a grunt. Little Cato’s cock was grinding against his neck and chest, smearing his nasty cock funk all over him. 
“What does it look like?” Little Cato hissed back. It should have been easy, but of course, the other male had to make it more complicated than it needed to be. They had chosen to do that “69 position” and for some reason, Fox wanted to be on top, really expecting Little Cato to hold his larger body up. And when Cato gave clear reasons against it, the tryvuulian was still against it at first. They had argued back and forth until Fox had finally given up and taken up the bottom. 
“Can we please get to it already?” Little Cato would have called it all off, but he was pretty desperate to cum. Even when it was just himself, he had never gone this long without release. 
“Fine… Fine!” 
The two of them stopped talking to each other and just got to it already. Little Cato led it off by not only pushing his dick back inside of Fox’s mouth, but he also reluctantly took in the other teen’s thick, smelly cock into his own. He heard Fox gagging, but he only felt pleasure as his length sunk deeper and deeper inside. 
He was already humping against the tightness of his rival’s throat, yet again dominating him to achieve pleasure and satisfaction at seeing and feeling the other male squirming underneath him. But it was short lived as he got a bit of it for himself. Fox had collected himself and started to thrust as well, jamming his own seizable length down his throat. 
Even though it wasn’t as big as his own, Little Cato had never done more than licking and sucking. But Fox’s hefty length had pushed down deep with a single motion, making him gag as well. His eyes watered and he huffed through his nose, getting mad at the tryvuulian all over again. 
The two of them grunted and moaned around each other’s cocks. They picked up the pace and ejected more precum down each other’s throats as well. But even with the pleasure, their rage persisted the entire time. Little Cato hissed around Fox’s cock and Fox growled around Little Cato’s. 
Their bodies were close together, bucking hard and filling each other’s throats. Hard throbs could be felt from the both of them. Their musks filled their noses as they reached as far as they could. A thick mix of it filled the room, along with their grunts and huffs. Harder and faster they went, already close before they started. 
Fox cried out and exploded first, gushing his thick seed down the groaning ventrexian’s throat. He wasn’t eager to drink the stuff down, but he did so just for the sake of cumming as well. In a form of revenge, he humped as hard as he could. Once the softened cock flopped from his mouth, he yowled out, loud and long. 
From his large cock came a flood of seed that continued to gush out. More and more spilled directly into Fox’s guts. He didn’t even need to drink it down and he didn’t want to admit that there was a huge amount of pleasure that came from his belly getting warmer and stretching out. 
When they were both down, Little Cato was quick to kick Fox out, leaving him naked, covered in piss and cum in the middle of the hallway… He simply huffed and stomped back to his quarters, already thinking of ways to pay the mangy feline back...
