Company Sanitization Policy
She was a machine, she didn’t have Rights. But Roxy didn’t want this. Held down against her will, her sensory response circuits still fully active, experiential and ready for stimulus. She felt everything, the slight coolness of the air against her synthetic skin, how cold the test probe was against her metal jaw.

A sensation of almost disgust ran through her artificial mind as the gentle shock of the probe sent her circuits into overdrive.

“I’m sorry Roxy, but I have to do this. We’re restructuring as a brand and the features have to be removed. I mean, really it’s completely out of my hands. Parents remember the classic Fazbear branding and just aren’t ready for this new ‘adult entertainment’ venture.”

“So you’re going to mutilate me because of some Corporate suit?”

“Oh come on Roxanne, you’re a machine. Its not mutilation.” Vanessa shook her head, the screwdriver multitool in her hand glistening in the bright lights of the maintenance chamber as she nonchalantly let her hand relax. There was an almost, coyness to her voice as she falsely sighed. “I don’t have a choice here, my hands are tied. It’s just business, ok?”

The animatronic wolf scowled as best as her rigid facial expression could muster, it was true and even in her mind she knew that. She was just property, but that didn’t mean they should just be able to cut her open like some kind of test animal. She was a person, a sentient machine that deserved respect. She was a performer who was part of the team, the lead guitarist of the band alongside Chica, friends with Freddy, aquiaintances at least with Bonnie.

She was a person and she mattered, no matter how she struggled to move, paralyzed and terrified she knew she could never escape the immutable truth that she was a machine. They were all machines, but their dishumanity did not mean disposability. 

Roxanne’s eyes turned and swivelled to watch as a special tool above her lowered down, and grunted as Vanessa pulled it down over where her cyberwomb would be. A mechanical storage area to hold samples collected from clients as part of their new Donation service, also cancelled along with the changes the company had ordered. She hadn’t even had the mechanism fully installed yet and she was already being altered again.

As Vanessa pulled the machine down hard onto her stomach, Roxy groaned as it bashed her Stomach inwards slightly, pressing a button internally that only the Fazbear Multitainment Tool (patent penting) could press. The machine moved away and exposed her internal mechanisms as her chassis opened up, revealing the mess of wires and special connectors that allowed her to feel and experience were exposed. She knew what was coming next but couldn’t, or perhaps wouldn’t accept it. 

As Vanessa moved the small specialized scissors in and started cutting through the pink and black wires first, Roxy began to experience a pain she had never imagined beyond human capable comprehension. Screaming in agony as her senses went haywire from the sudden lack of sensation, each cable that connected the root of her clitoral response system to her main nerve response board slowly severed one by one.

The world seemed to slow down and become unreal, everything around her becoming blurred by her inability to focus on anything. Her mind feeling like it was melting away, becoming lost in the ether of a sea of electrons as if she were herself ceasing to be. She couldn’t think straight, taking all her mental energy just to maintain consciousness as her circuits fried, leaving a shell of who she was behind.

“I’m sorry Roxy,” Vanessa whispered, “but you need this.”

She continued cutting through more wiring, disconnecting sensory receptors one after another at an agonizingly slow pace. Every time she thought the pain was over and about to subside, she’d feel another wire wiggle loose inside her and more of the backend behind her pussy would go dead. Worse than any of the pain was the inescapable incomprehensible lack of sensation. The pure Nothing of it.

Roxanne wondered if this is what it felt like to die, feeling herself get weaker and colder, losing sensation bit by bit. Vanessa reached upwards, into Roxy’s synthetic cunt and placed her fingers against several buttons inside, the sudden feeling making her wish she could cum as the vibration feature was unceremoniously forced on for the first time. Hearing that soft whirring coming from it made the experience somehow worse than it had already been, feeling her body tense from the pleasure as her sensors began to overload with new input, her mind overloaded by the drive and desire to fuck someone.

And then suddenly the sensation was all gone. Terror and agony washing over her as the last remaining wires connecting the clitoris to the rest of her body came free, lleaving the socket exposed internally and with a click, Vanessa pulled it down and tore it out holding it up for Roxy’s eyes. Making sure she could see what was removed. Her synthetic clitoris was dead, and the vibrating was gone along with it, held uselessly in the night guard’s fingers like a worthless trinket.

“Part one removed, See? We’re halfway done already Roxy. Soon you’ll be clean and sanitized so kids can enjoy you without any complaints from parents.”

Were it not for the fact she was bound and paralysed, Roxy would have thrashed, struck back. Fought. Roxy felt ready to kill, right then and there she could have grabbed and broke Vanessa’s frail body. Perhaps bite down and cut through her for mocking the loss she’d experienced. But all she could do was talk, all she could taste was metal against her tongue as she spoke. Her entire sensory system in shock.

“I’m going to kill you, as soon as I’m out of these bonds. I promise you.” she hissed, through clenching teeth, “You don’t know how much this hurts.”

Vanessa shook her head, “No, you won’t Roxanne. You’re a machine. You’re not allowed to hurt people even if you somehow think they deserve it.”

The night guard reached into a box beside her on the workbench, pulling out a small device with sharp teeth similar to a staple remover. Before Roxy could even gather her Senses, Vanessa began to the slow process of clamping it down on her outer labia as close to the pelvis structure as she could, ripping open the rubberized synthetic skin and separating it from the hull. Roxy’s eyes rolled back into her head as the violence against her femininity continued, destroying her vulva slowly and methodicalllly.

Roxanne felt the pain like an electric current running through her nerves, and couldn’t feel anything but the sensation of the clamps tearing at the flesh around them leaving deep gashes in the vulva that leaked hydraulic pump fluid freely onto the floor beneath her ass, staining the edges of her tail. Her pussy lips torn apart by the unfeeling metal jaws. Ripping them away completely as she screamed, trying to resist as hard as she could. But she was too weak to stop herself, looking on in despair as the stolid expression on vanessa’s face revealed a dim cruelty, the earmuffs she’d put on to block out Roxy’s screaming making the sound of her suffering incapable of reaching her or anyone else. She felt like she’d been dying inside, or perhaps dead already. Her sensation across her entire form completely burning up.

“Yknow what Roxy?” Vanessa muttered to herself, “I don’t think I’ll ever understand why Humans want sex so badly anyway. Its all so self serving.” She pat Roxy gently on the chest, “It was wrong of them to give you those parts to begin with.”

The night guard shook her head again as she removed the final internal clamp from Roxanne’s labia then grabbed a small bottlle filled with clear silvery liquid. She uncapped it, poured some into a cup then held it out towards Roxy, pouring it into her mouth.

Roxy’s tongue tasted something sweet, but bitter and vaguely like old laundry all at once as the woman forced it down her throat, watching her swallow the mixture. Watching Roxy’s reactions carefully with almost a curious sense of concern. She’d never seen a human react like this before so perhaps Roxy’s twitching and discomfort was of interest.

"I suppose this will also be the last time you drink Alcohol won't it, now that we don't serve that anymore. El Chip’s Tequila. Tastes like old socks right?” She laughed and smiled as if nothing ill was going on, “The new Pizzaria is gonna be great. You’ll love it. They just finished the new Rockstar row last week.”

Vanessa continued, reaching down with a gloved hand as she grabbed hold of Roxanne’s exposed cunt with one hand, reaching over with the other to grab a small tool off the workbench behind her. With a quick twist of her wrist she pulled back and towards herself and began to tighten around Roxanne’s pussy until it Crumpled a little. Then, in an instant with a sudden violent wrenching twist, vanessa pulled out the entire vulva along with all the internal assembly. The last remaining wires snapping or pulling out and her mind being overloaded with pain beyond comprehension. An agony so deep any human would have died of shock on the spot, but now all she could feel was the simple emptiness. The void where her parts were as Vanessa tossed her vagina into the same waste area her clitoris had been chucked earlier.

“Please. Please. Please. Please. Please.” Her voice caught and scipped, her mechanical brain suffering unlike it ever had before quietly begging for release. All she could do was repeat that word with greater and greater intensity. “Please, Please. Please. PLEASE. PLEASE.”

“Please, What?”

"Please, what? Roxy?"

"Please. Please give me... please." She sputtered and shook, "Please give me my pussy back. Im broken. You've broken me. Im not supposed to be active in non maintenance mode like this. Please. You can't do this."

"But Roxy. It's already done."

She held a remote in her hand and slowly moved it to Roxy's fingers. "Officially, since you're a ‘sapient being’ this procedure ‘technically’ requires consent. So Im going to just make sure you hit the button as intended."

"What button?" She said weakly, "What button am I pressing."

"Press this green button and it will all be over and we can repair you."

"You'll... You'll repair me? You'll fix this?"

“Of course Roxy, I promise.”

Roxy stopped for a moment, looking at the waste Receptical that held her removed genitals and sighed, almost feeling a bit of comfort as she pressed the green button.

“Thank you, Vanessa I... I’ll wear some heavy clothes or pants t-” 

Roxanne’s eyes widened with terror as, having pressed the button, she watched as the receptacle sprung into motion, the hydraulic press coming down and crushing her sex parts into complete unusable oblivion. 

Roxy screamed as loud as she was capable, the sound echoing throughout the basement even through the other walls. Her vocal processor strained and popped with every scream and cry that came from her lips but none of them were loud enough to make a difference; nothing and nobody would save her now. Nothing could change anything now.

"Great. Now I can move ahead with repairs." Vanessa said with a smile as she began fitting a nullified empty crotch plate into position, using a special soldering tool to close off exposed wires and capping them with a rubberizer so there was no chance of those pleasure circuits touching inside and accidentally activating.

"No! NO! NO! NO! NO! NO! NO!" Roxy screamed as she watched the press crush the parts again, punctuated by crunching and grinding noises before it opened into the industrial shredder and reclamation chute. Vanessa slowly sending surges of pain up Roxy's network from inside where her parts were. Covering up the ruined vent region with a new metallic plate, as smooth as possible. No possible sense a bulge or anything else had ever been there to begin with. "NO!! PLEASE!!" She screamed out in anguish watching the industrial tool destroy the rubber and circuits and wires, taking them away to some unkown junkyard below the facility.

There was sudden silence as Roxy’s eyes began to flicker, her consciousness somehow flipping over itself as Vanessa pressed a probe into the plate under the back of her neck, readying the direct access port to remove her faceplate.

In moments, Roxanne felt herself being pulled forward over something hard, then suddenly thrusts of cold air hit her face as if someone just turned down all the heaters at once. It was like waking from an extremely vivid nightmare that you couldn’t escape; everything seemed so real and yet so unreal and surreal at the same time. As she struggled to get back onto her feet she noticed she was back in her Green room, waiting on Rockstar row.

Had she passed out? Perhaps. Roxy couldn't tell. Something was missing in her body. Something was missing in her mind. She couldn't imagine what was wrong. "I'm loved... right?" she begged herself in the mirror. And with no answer, she began to sob. "What did they do to me?!"

“Im the favourite... I’m supposed to be the favourite...”

