The sound of keys in a lock heralded Chris’ return to his apartment, the young man sighing as he made his way in, before slamming the door behind him. He was in a foul mood, truth be told, and there was little that could be done to console him. Already he was planning on getting drunk and spacing out for the remainder of the evening. He’d let his future self deal with the fact that he’d just flunked half his university courses for the second time in a row.

Following a quick detour to the fridge, he slumped into his computer chair and began to browse, checking his email first and finding a few messages he expected- Wincing at the ones which informed him that he’d need to redo his schedule for the next semester- He no longer qualified for the courses which he would’ve had the prerequisite credits for if he had passed…
But there was something else in his inbox that caught his eye for a moment. He didn’t recognize the address from which it originated, and the text was… Bizarre.
“Feeling down? Want a respite from your current life? Just give your confirmation, and you can enjoy a life of pampering and pleasure beyond your wildest dreams! Click here to learn more!” He scoffed, scrolling through the gaudily decorated HTML message. This was obviously some sort of scam, but he was having trouble figuring out exactly what the angle was. Against his better judgment, he scrolled down to the bottom and clicked the presented link, which brought him to a page with a wall of legalese text and a simple ‘I accept’ confirmation box at the bottom.
“What, you’re not going to ask me for my credit card info? Or my personal information?” He shrugged, chuckling to himself. Maybe these idiots actually thought that EULA were legally binding? Once again, Chris knew that the proper response to this was to simple forget about it, but he was still in a foul, nihilistic mood. What were they going to do? Try to get him to pay them as part of some toothless obligation? He took a swig of beer and clicked the ‘accept’ button.
“Thank you for your interest! A response will be forthcoming as soon as our analysts have finished processing your case!”

Chris shrugged. “Yeah, whatever.” He sighed, before closing his email client and booting up some videogames. By the time he rolled into bed later that night, blissfully numb to the prior day’s events, he’d completely forgotten about the bizarre scam email, and the agreement he’d signed without actually reading its contents. And he was too passed-out drunk to be awakened by the lights in his windows, or the footsteps in his bedroom.
"Uhhhn... What the...?" Chris awakened to the sound of humming machinery, his arms and legs bound as he trundled down some sort of... Assembly line? That's what it looked like, anyways. "H-Hey, heyyyyyyyy! What the hell!? What's going on, you can't... Nghhh!" He grunted, tugging at the restraints, but the machinery that held him refused to so much as budge. Where was he? And how had he ended up here? He barely remembered anything from the prior night...

"Beginning first phase: Anthrofication. Selected species: Bunny Rabbit." A cold synthesized voice spoke, as a metallic ring was lowered down around his body. Chris gasped, feeling his skin tingle from some unseen energy as he passed through the ring, soft white fur bursting from his flesh, his ears rising to the top of his head and growing long and rabbit-like, while a cute cotton-puff of a tail tore the seat of his pants in twain. "G-Gyahghnnnhh..." The new shape of his muzzled face, and the big buck lapine teeth which it brought with it, were wholly unfamiliar to him, though the discomfort slowly but surely began to fade as he worked his jaw.

"What the hell, this can't be real, this CANNOT be real!" He panted, hyperventilating, his heart beating faster and faster as he continued to move down the assembly line. How the hell could this be happening!? He’d been turned into something like the weird art he'd occasionally see on the internet, but as far as he was aware there was no way in the world something like this could ACTUALLY happen, right!? Yet in spite of how hard he tried to wake up, it seemed like he was here to stay, his new tail the only part of his body which he could actually move in any capacity... For all the good it did him.

"Preparing for age-adjustment. Target age: Toddler" The voice spoke again.

"Wait, WHAT?!" The newly-made bunny gasped, only to find himself staring down the barrel of what looked like a massive raygun. He only had a moment longer to consider what was to happen to him before it went off, bathing him in tingling, tickling light. Then he began to shrink, the greenish glow causing him to dwindle further and further, the mechanical restrains readjusting themselves in size even as his clothes slipped from his body. "No no no no nooooo~!" He whined, his voice rising higher and higher in pitch until eventually he was left, steaming, diminished, and adorable.

"You can't do this ta' me..." The tiny bunny-boy groaned, but in spite of his complaints the conveyor continued on.

"Preparing genital enhancement."

"What nowwww...?" He cocked his head, spotting a vat of amber fluid that fizzled and bubbled as he approached. His restraints tipped him forwards and dipped his boyhood into the mix, prompting him to gasp and grunt, watching in fascination and horror as his length instantly began to surge in size, his balls similarly bloating and sinking deeper into the fluid as the concoction did its unnatural, thrumming work. Inch by inch his cock grew, going from pinky-sized to sausage-dwarfing, and then even bigger! It wasn't long before the little bunny had a footlong strapped to his crotch, a pair of nuts each the size of a grapefruit hanging between his legs, his cheeks flushing with embarrassment and arousal as the new hormones from those massive gonads began to spread through his body.

"H-Hooooly shit... HHhhholy. Shit..." He was lifted free of the brew, his new giga-pecker and matching ballsack hanging heavily from his otherwise diminutive body, his heart pounding as his new length throbbed between his legs…

“Quantum-Entangling spermatozoa production.” Chris looked to his left and right, more raygun-like appendages pointing themselves at his junk, aiming carefully at his balls before spitting twin streams of energy at his swollen spheres, forcing him to whine as pressure built in his bloating nuts, his testicles beginning to glow with an odd internal light that pulses on and off with the beating of his heart. “T-Too… F-Full!” He gasped.

"Preparing final phase: Mental modification chip insertion."

"Uhhhmn... I don't like the... The sound of that..." He hiccuped, trying to follow the arc of an odd mechanical arm as it moved down towards the back of his head. "H-hey, no, no wait, don't-" He felt a prick, then an anaesthetic fuzz, followed by the sensation of something DRILLING into his skull. "Ohgawdohgawdohgawd please please nghhhhhh..."

Mercifully, everything seemed to go... Weird, and fuzzy for a while, the world transforming into a vague, smudgy swirl as he floated upon a cloud of confusion. And then it was over. He blinked, drool running down his chin. For a moment, everything seemed to be back to normal... Until he opened his mouth. "Whadda' thingy do ta' mah heaaad...?" He slurred, babytalk tumbling from his mouth as he gasped, then furrowed his brow in frustration. "Mean ah... Tha thingy an' it put in my head an'... M-mah voice an' ah am... D-Dun wanna' tawk wike a dummy babah!" He squeaked angrily, tugging even more pitifully at his restraints than when he'd first arrived. "Noooo~! Dis not wight, 'm notta' baby, I'm aww growed up, notta' baby wif a big wee-wee~! Dun wanna' tawk wike dis!" He shouted angrily, tears running down his cheeks as the frustration got the better of him.

"Psychological alterations confirmed. Preparing subject for diapering."

A thrill of bizarre arousal ran through him, for some reason the very thought of being diapered suddenly filling him with erotic excitement. "D-Diapee...?" He gasped, just hearing the word coming out of his own mouth causing his cock to unfurl in erection, his perversely oversized length soon throbbing excitedly before his very eyes as his mind reeled with confusion. "N-No, I'ma' big boy! Dun need a dah-diapee!" He stammered, even as his cock seemed to veritably thrill at the sound of the word, the little bunny gulping as he looked towards the end of the conveyor with trepidation. And there it was, the puffy garment held open and ready for him by a pair of mechanical arms as he inched ever closer. His legs were freed from the lower restraints and instantly he began to kick, tugging his head this way and that as he tried to fight it.

"Noooo~! Dun wanna' dun wanna~!" He cried, screwing his eyes shut, the humiliation of what was about to happen, the burning SHAME mingling with the odd forced arousal being pumped into his head via the modification-chip. Soon he could feel it, sliding up his thighs, a moan of heated bliss forcing its way from his throat at just how perversely good it felt against his skin, going stiff and whining in pleasure as his fat balls hit the soft, cottony padding at the bottom of his new diaper. His thick dick jumped and squirted precum as his length dragged luxuriously down the front of the garment, eyes snapping open, gulping, drooling, all too aware that he was already on the knife's edge, the soft insides of his diaper so unbelievably, unnaturally heavenly against his fat cock and balls. Who would do this to him...? W-Why!?

Then his restraints gave way, and he dropped a good two or three feet down to a soft cushion below, landing right on his puffy newly-padded ass. His balls were jostled and gently squeezed between his thighs, his cock throbbed as his glans rubbed against the inside front of his diaper, aaaand..."A-Ah...? AHHHHHHH~?! C-CUMMMYYYY~!!!" He squealed, his balls clenching as he-

*SPLSHHHH-SPLSHHH-SPLSHHHHHHHHHHHH~!*

Oh gawd, the streams were so strong he could audibly hear them slamming against the front of his diaper, the sticky, hot, gooey mess pooling around his crotch as his still-cumming cock continued to twitch in climax and his massive balls just emptied themselves... He would've been horribly embarrassed about what he'd just said if he weren't riding the crest of the most mindblowing orgasm in his entire life, his tiny hands instead going down to push and rub against the front of his diaper as his tail quivered and he just... Just...

"I-I'm doin' big cummies in my diapeeeeee~!"

*SPLT-SPLLLLT-SPLSHHH-SPLTTT-SPLSHHHHHTT!*

"C-Can't stopppp~! Can't stop makin' cummmmmiessssssss~!"

*SPLSHHHH-SPLSHHH-SPLSHHHHHHHHHHHH~!*

"Ahahhhnnn~! Pweaaase hewwlllp! My weenie feews tooo goooooood~!"

By the time it stopped he'd been left glassy-eyed, drooling once again as his cock (and likewise his entire pelvis) were left bathing in the gooey, slick, WARM aftereffects of his ludicrously copious emission. Indeed, the little tyke would've made QUITE the mess were it not for his diaper, which he even now slowly ground his hips against, gasping and cooing as his cock twitched and spat, pleasurable aftershock-waves washing over his diminutive little lapine body... B-But this was wrong! This was totally wrong! He wasn't supposed to be like this, he COULDN'T be like this! He had to figure out a way to escape-

"Subject processing complete. Packaging subject for delivery."

"N-Nuhhh! No dwivawy!" He slurred, panting, trying to get to his feet as terror temporarily overpowered bliss, only for his legs to quiver like jelly and give way underneath him, sending him sprawling back onto his padded baby-butt. He looked up in fear, two mechanical arms reaching down to grab at him, and fell forwards onto all fours, wincing at how his fat diaper-bulge dragged and rubbed against the flooring as he crawled as far as he could. It was, of course, hopeless. Even were he not being held back by the awkward weight of his own puffy cum-laden diaper, his new body was so weak, and courtesy of that chip in his brain, so clumsy... He managed a few diapered ass-wiggling steps before the arms descended, lifting his diminutive body up into the air as his legs and arms kicked and impotent complaints poured from his lips.

"Nooooo! Dowwwwn~! Dun wanna~! Dun wannaaaaa!" He screamed, looking all too much like a baby throwing a tantrum as he was deposited into a nearby transparent plexiglass box, a lid sliding overtop in short order to seal him inside. His hands went to the walls, palms splayed out against the transparent material as his lips quivered with indignation, his box beginning to move along a conveyor belt below. His line soon converged with a number of others, which each carried a parade of small boxes just like his, each containing a diminutive, diapered, irate little animal-boy, and although some sort of soundproofing prevented him from hearing much of what they were saying, he could instantly tell that they were all yelling just as fervently as he was.

The conveyor led up onto a truck, a set of mechanical arms automating the packing process, ensuring that the plexiglass cubes were deposited neatly within the back of the delivery vehicle, the rear hatch only slamming down once the merchandise had been stacked to the ceiling. "Dis not hawpwening..." He whined, before falling to his padded ass with a "Harumph!", a consternated look crossing his adorable face as he tried to find a way out of this mess. Obviously he wasn't escaping his mobile 'cell', even if there was some sort of way out the top, it wasn't as if he could even reach the lid, so for now it seemed that the only option he had was to wait and schem-

*grgglh*

"Whaaa...?" He mumbled, having felt an odd, thunderously powerful rumble between his thighs, followed by... Pressure? He couldn’t see it, but his nuts were glowing again, like they had when those twin rays had first struck them.

*GRRRHHMMMHH...*
"Oohhmnn... Mah bawwss..." He moaned, the source of the rumbling now VERY apparent, little hands pressing into the front of his diaper as his cock throbbed to iron-hardness, his fat nuts pulsing with a throbbing, cloying ache that grew more insistent by the second. Suddenly, there was no question as to what his body wanted from him, each twitch of his length blurting more hot wads of precum into his diaper. Another gurgle in his balls almost made him double over.

"But ah jus' make cummies in my diapee!" He protested, looking around with red cheeks to see his fellow prisoners undergoing similar torments, a dozen expressions of shock, embarrassment, confusion, and arousal. Some began to rhythmically move back and forth, goosebumps running along Chris' back as he realized what they were doing. "Buhh... Dun wanna' humpa!" He protested, even as he slid forth a bit, dragging his diaper across the smooth bottom of his box so that the front pressed snugly against the plexiglass wall. He gulped, trying to hold back, but... The cloying ache in his nuts was becoming a sharp pain, and experimentally, he rocked his hips forwards.

*Schllk~*

"!?!?[gi"

His dick dragged deliciously along his sticky mess from earlier, throbbing hotly, twitching as he panted with need and pulled his hips back, only to rock slooowly forwards again, a needy gasp leaving his lips as he slowly worked himself into a rhythm. "Oooghhh..." It wasn't fair, it wasn't FAIR! This felt better than sex, and try as he might he just couldn't get himself to stop humping the front of his diaper! It was like a reflex, each roll of his hips triggering another, and another! "Ahhmnn... Wuv diapee... Feew good on mah wee-wee..." He moaned, screwing his eyes shut as a thin line of drool ran down his chin. He winced, his overfilled balls begging painfully for release, his pace becoming more fevered, though still limited by his clumsy body. "Gotta' fiww diapee wif stickies... G-gotta' make stickies sooo baaad..." He whined.

God, he felt like he was gonna' explode! He thrust harder and harder, stroking and grinding his padded front end against the the plexiglass of his container, until at last he pushed himself over the edge, squealing in pleasure as he pumped another gushing, blissfully voluminous load into his already-sticky diaper, hot seed basting his crotch and thighs withing the thickly-padded prison stuck to his waist…
At least now he was afforded some time to rest, panting and overheated, his tongue still lolling from his mouth. He could feel that he was moving- During his latest hump-session, the truck he’d been loaded into had begun to move, carting him and all his fellow prisoners off to parts unknown. His diaper was heavier now, so much spunk soaking the padding within, weighing him down. He grumbled, trying to get a better vantage point, but… It was too dark inside this damn truck. Obviously he wasn’t meant to be able to look around, and besides…
*Grrrgle...*
“Hrrnhh… Nawt agaaain…” The bunny-boy whined, biting his lip.
It was going to be a long trip...
