What’s up guys, first time posting. This happened right before my shift ended and had to post it. Also, English isn’t my first language so excuse errors.

A little backstory: I work at a Kink Convenience Store. Now let me explain what that is. A friend of my sister, Deborah, opened a store in the center of the multiverse. The purpose of the store is to sell standard shit you’d find at a convenience store (i.e. food, clothes, electronics, etc.). We also sell bondage gear, adult baby stuff, stuff for crossdressers/drag queens (will come into play later), and some other stuff I can’t remember atm. 

The owner of the store has a policy against rude customers and employees. It always ends in a humiliating punishment, each one is corresponding to your species (since I’m a cat, I get put in diapers for a bit if I’m rude or a customer complains) and is made very clear through email, sort of a legal thing I don’t really get. As well as on the outside of the store. However, I think I’ve rattled enough, onto our key players.

ME: Me, CO: Co-worker, DD: Dick Dog, DDIF: Dick Dog’s Innocent Friend

Now after co-worker and I just finished helping an Alolan Persian pack some baby stuff for his wife, an overweight Purugly (a post for another day), we report back to our stations. Mine is the fashion department, where I typically don’t really do much. Most customers rarely come into our fashion part, except for a few poor people, and all of them aren’t bad people. Of course, I thought that until today.

Chatting loudly with themselves, a German Shepard (DD) and a Daschound with a baseball cap on (DDIF) come into my section. I drown out their conversation, as it’s not my business and I don’t really care. That is until they drop a thong and a baby doll nightie in front of me.

DD: Hey, would you mind trying this on for me? You and my pal’s girl seem like the same size and I want to make sure we got the right size.

Now one thing about this business is that if a customer asks, so long as it’s not illegal or hazardous to our health, we are encouraged to help. Be it try on clothes, breastfeeding (a story for another time), bondage testing, etc. Naturally, we can still refuse. Consent is the most important thing our boss stresses.
I glance over DD’s shoulder to see DDIF innocently smiling, probably embarrassed by his friend.

Me: I’m sorry sir, I’m afraid I can’t help you.

DD: Huh?! You, the employee, are supposed to be helpful to me, a potential customer.

I roll my eyes. I really hate this idea that the customer is always right. Honestly, if you ask me, it’s usually the other way around.

Me: I’m sorry but, I don’t feel comfortable trying on these clothes. Although, if you wish, I could check to see if another co-worker could help you. 

DD scoffs at my suggestion but consents to it. I radio for someone to come help in the apparel department. After maybe a minute or so, CO enters. Now this CO is a poodle, whose figure is one not uncommon among furry females (huge boobs and ass while still being skinny…somehow). Of course, DD’s boner is obvious to everyone. He struggles to make a single sentence, so I tell CO what’s up.

Me: These guys want you to try on some clothes for them, to see if they fit DDIF’s girlfriend.

CO: Sure. Although I doubt she’s as thick as me.

I wonder if she knew how much of an insult that statement was? Oh well. CO takes the thong and nightie to a fitting room, DDIF following her whilst DD runs back to our lingerie section. It takes CO a minute or so, CO comes out of the fitting room posing in the nightie and thong. It’s a little tight, given her figure, but it looks sexy nonetheless.

CO: Is this good enough?

DDIF continues to blush. His bashfulness is kinda adorable, reminds me of my foster brother (another story for another day).

DDIF: Of course, thank you.

Now for sanitary reasons, DDIF couldn’t buy the clothes CO wore so DDIF went to pick up another thong and nightie from the same spot. The second he leaves, CO attempts to get back into uniform, but DD comes back.

DD: Hey sexy, could you try these on?

In the short time between CO agreeing to try on the clothes and until this point, DD had managed to gather a pile of lingerie for CO to try. Not really surprising since this happens once or twice a month. Either way, CO looks to me with a ‘save me’ face. 
Me: Sir, I’d appreciate it if you put those back and leave CO alone.

DD turns and stares at me like I shat in his kibble or something.

DD: Well isn’t it store policy for you guys to try on clothes at customer requests.

Me: While that’s true, we are can still say no if we don’t want too. So please put those back and we’ll pretend this didn’t happen.

DD rolls his eyes, then shoves the pile into CO’s paws with a sleazy smile.
DD: Come on babe, show us what a sexy bitch looks like.

CO backs up into the wall, still giving me ‘save me’ eyes. That was the final straw. CO has always been good to me. Even going as far as to take a punishment for me when I told off a customer during my first day here. Granted she’s kinda dense but, she’s like a sister to me and I won’t tolerate someone bullying her.
Now, remember that rule of our store? Rude customers and employees are given punishments in accordance with their species, sometimes gender (though gender rarely comes into play). It was now time for DD to take his punishment. However, I decided to try one last time to get him to stop.

Me: Sir, would you be so kind as not harass CO, she’s already said no and clearly doesn’t want to help you. 

DD: Well too bad, I’m the customer and the customer is always right.

Well, I tried.

I give CO a wink and she immediately catches on. She’s no longer afraid of DD’s advances and takes the lingerie out of his paws.

CO (fluttering her eyes seductively): Why don’t we go to the special room and I’ll give you a sexy bitch.

I swear that I’ve never seen a boner pop that fast. Nodding his head, she takes over the room at the far-right end of the changing room. She opens the door and gestures for him to step in first. Licking his chops, he practically runs in there. Now the trap’s set and punishment could begin. CO shuts the door and goes over to a control panel on the side of the room.
DD: Hey! What’s going on here?

CO: You want a sexy bitch? Well, you’ll get a sexy bitch!

Now I think it should be apparent what his punishment is. For dogs, especially male dogs, they are forced into drag. Of course, the alterations to them only last a day or so. Either way, this asshole mutt is about to experience something he won’t forget or ever live down.
CO: How about we start with some nice big titties?

From holes in the wall, several needles and hands come out. The hands hold him while the screaming asshole begs for CO to stop. Not happening. DD shrieks from the needle injections. His chest practically burst through his shirt, sporting a nice pair of double g breasts. DD becomes a simpering mess after seeing his new titties leak.

Me: How about a big ole ass to go with those titties?

CO gives me a malicious smile.
CO: Of course. An ass big enough to sit on sounds appropriate. Might as well add make those thighs and hips bigger to.

Another set of needles hit exactly where CO suggests. DD’s shouts so painfully, I’m pretty sure the entire multiverse heard it. His ass grows into a wide W shape, probably wobbling up and down from his quick breathes of air. He returns to sobbing at his now impressive hips, perfect for birthing any potential puppies. Speaking of which…

Me: What about a tight pussy? Sexy bitches have those right?
CO: Some do, but I don’t see why this one doesn’t. 

We giggle at DD’s yelp and sequential whimpers. It’s kinda hard to describe but, a prosthetic vagina is fitted over his penis. It’s so realistic (visually at least) that anyone would assume it to be real.

CO: How about some nice slutty clothes and tramp stamps?

Me: Go for it.

DD (bawling his eyes out): Just stop, please! I’m sorry.

Too little too late. CO continues making the temporary alterations to DD. After maybe a minute or so, the room spat him out onto his front paws and knees. The only thing unchanged is his face (something my boss thought would add to their humiliation). CO had him put into a dress that looked like this. On his back, there is the words ‘grab here’ with two arrows point towards his colossal ass. Also, I’m pretty sure CO had the words ‘cum dumpster' written on each ass cheek. He also has three large hoop-earrings in each ear, along with several golden hoop bracelets on each arm.

Sadly, CO helps him to his feet (it would’ve been funnier to watch to fail over and over to stand up in 9inch stilettos). Though we do get a good laugh at his milk stained dress (please do not ask how we cause male breast lactation, it’s really gross) and distraught face. 

DD: Wha-

CO (cutting off DD): All male dogs – employee or customer – will be forced into drag. Look on the bright side: you wanted a sexy bitch; you got a sexy bitch. 

Again, CO and I burst into laughter. DD whimpers a bit before bolting out of the store. We laugh even harder seeing constantly falling over on his way out.
At this moment, DDIF returns (he was probably there the entire time and we didn’t pay him mind) with a smile on his face. He pays for the nightie and thong. The last thing he said before leaving left a smile on my face.

DDIF: Sasha’s gonna have a good laugh when she sees him.

Now I wish I could’ve gone with to gauge Sasha’s, probably DD’s girlfriend, reaction to him dressed that way. Oh well. 

TL;DR: A dog and his friend come to buy lingerie for friend’s girlfriend. The dog’s sexually harasses a co-worker and ends up in drag for it.
