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The bag is jerked off his head. He blinks under the fluorescent lights. Before he can reacts, a stern-looking German shepherd sizes him up.
"Prey", he barks curtly.
Since when are wolves prey?
He's jerked to the side, still in his nightclothes, and shoved through a doorway. Half a dozen waiting furs grab at his clothes the second he enters, yanking and ripping them off of him. He tries to resist, but the hands come from everywhere. 
Seconds later, he's standing there naked, pressing his paws to his sheath in a vain attempt at modesty.
A dozen hands shove him out through another door.
His pupils constrict.
He's in a sand-covered arena with walls thirty feet tall and smooth as glass. The audience roars as he makes his entrance.
He stares, slack-jawed for a moment, then turns and begins clawing at the door to go back the way he came.
The door has vanished.
Turning around and putting his back to the wall, he whips his head this way and that. There are others in the pit with him, all of them naked. 
Some look as terrified as he is.
Some look hungry.
TWEET!
He and the other fear-stricken furs search the ceiling for the shrill whistle's source, wasting precious seconds.
The hungry ones have found their marks.
He looks down just in time to see a stallion sprinting towards him.
He stares, rooted to the spot as the stallion closes in.
Terror strikes. He turns to flee, but too late. The stallion catches him, knocking him to the ground.
"Wait! What are you doing?!" the wolf cries.
The stallion doesn't answer. Like a demon possessed, he kicks the wolf's legs apart and kneels between them, wrapping his hands around the wolf's waist and yanking backwards.
Something hard presses against the wolf's buttocks. His eyes bulge. He clamps his tail down for all he's worth.
"No! Please!" he begs, but his cry ends in a yelp as his tail is wrenched aside.
A draft of air caresses his exposed tailhole. 
He trembles.
Heat and skin-crawling slickness replace the draft. 
A sudden thrust. His ass caves. The invader plunges inside. 
Shooting pain followed by startling euphoria. 
Gut-wrenching fullness alternates with heart-wrenching emptiness.
The crowd roars.
The crowd!
His rape is on full display for all to see. Abject humiliation.
Pressure on his prostate. Wanton giddiness and yearning lust overpower his mortification.
A hand on his sheath. Gasp! Fingers squeeze behind his knot.
"Oh—oh!"
His back arches, thrusting forward his quivering rod.
The stallion's tool twitches in his ass. It erupts! Blazing liquid bathes his bowels.
His knot shudders. It shoots!
Like a flare, his seed arcs into the air overhead.
Brilliant lights spotlight the pair.
TWEET!
A black-and-white-striped referee appears and peers at the wolf's still-squirting rod. 
He grasps the stallion's hand and holds it over his head. 
"The winner!"
The wolf gasps, sitting up in bed. 
Where's the stallion? The arena?
He sighs. 
The sheets drip with his nocturnal emission.

