You were so excited to go to Freddy Fazbear’s Mega Pizzaplex. Maybe you were a little too old for some of the attractions, but you still loved it there – the smell of stale pizza and animatronic grease, the super cool laser tag and go-kart track.
Also, Roxanne Wolf was there. You loved the larger than life animatronic, the wolf woman who played the keytar for the glam rock band. You made sure to catch the show every time you visited the Pizzaplex.
You were even wearing a shirt with Roxy on it! A white t-shirt with Roxy’s face winking from the middle of a neon green star. 
You made sure to stand at the front of the audience for the show, watching as Roxy rocked out. She was great, as always. But this time was different
As the animatronics waved goodbye and headed off the stage, Roxy paused for a moment, noticing you. She glanced down, looking at your shirt, and smiled. And then, next thing you knew, you were being hauled off your feet, slung over Roxy’s shoulder, and carried to her green room.
You were bewildered, confused, but not upset as Roxy set you down. The glass walls of the green room were covered with metal shutters, so it was just you and the animatronic.
“I know I’m your favorite,” Roxy said, nodding towards your shirt. “I always like meeting fans.”
“Y-yeah, you’re my favorite,” you reply, looking up at her. You never realized just how tall the animatronics were before, until you were standing right in front of one, with her yellow eyes glowing at you. “I, uh, really like your hair.”
“My hair is amazing,” she replied, giving her hair a small toss as she ran one paw through it. “How old are you, kid?”
“E-eighteen,” you replied. You were a bit ashamed of being there now that you were an adult, but – well, you were interested to see where this was going.
She leaned down, grabbing at your shirt. “Good,” she said, pulling the shirt up over your head.
You let her, standing there confused as she undressed you. 
“Tell me what you love about me,” Roxy demanded, her paws on your pants next. 
“Um, I think your hair is cool,” you said as Roxy pulled down your pants and underwear, leaving you naked. Her paws caressed your exposed cock, causing you to stumble over your words. “Your musical skills are – haannh – really great. You’re the best musician in the band.”
Her paws were surprisingly soft for a metal robot, soft and warm as she stroked your cock, bringing it to its full hard length of 8 inches. “Good,” she said, her paws sliding up and down your cock. “More.”
“You’re the coolest wolf ever,” you said, wracking your brain to think of more compliments to say to her. “You’ve got, um, great fur, great makeup – really, really soft paws … you’re so pretty.”
“I am beautiful, aren’t I?” Roxy asked. She reached one paw to your balls, softly caressing them, making you groan. 
“Y-yeah,” you replied. You couldn’t believe this was happening. You knew the animatronics were smart, but having a conversation with one, having this with one … you never would have expected it. 
And Roxy looked like a wet dream as she smirked at you and stroked your cock.
“You’re gorgeous,” you said, the words spilling out. “I’ve dreamed about this, about you. You’re just – you’re amazing.”
“Am I making all your fantasies come true?” Roxy asked, her paws feeling like heaven on your cock.
“Well, um, not all of them,” you admit, blushing. Your cock twitches at the thought of your more sordid fantasies, of seeing the wolf without her usual crop top and hot pants on. “Usually, um, you’re wearing less.”
Roxy chuckled. She pulled her hands back, to your disappointment, but then you watched in awe as she pressed at some invisible switch on her chest panel – and it came off, revealing breasts beneath. D-cup breasts, looking soft and perky with dark gray nipples. She tossed the panel to the side, letting it clatter on the floor.
Before you had time to consider why in the world an animatronic for children would even have breasts, she did the same to her hot pants, undoing the painted panel that held them and revealing a surprisingly soft looking pussy beneath.
“Lie down,” Roxy directed, smiling at you with those glowing yellow eyes.
“Yes ma’am,” you replied, quickly scrambling to lie down on the checkered couch in the green room. It was covered in plastic that stuck to your back as you laid there, but you didn’t care – your cock throbbed as a now nude Roxy Wolf stalked towards you, looking over your body hungrily.
“I’ll always be your favorite, won’t I?” she asked, moving one leg over you so she was straddling you.
You nodded eagerly. “Always. Especially after this.”
“Good,” she replied. “I take special care of my favorite fans.” And with that, she lowered her body down, her pussy enveloping your cock.
You knew she was a robot, but her pussy felt incredible. It was like a high-tech sex toy, soft ridges running over your cock and just the right amount of pressure around your shaft. She sank down fully, taking your full cock in her all at once, and let out a satisfied sigh. “Tell me how good this feels,” she directed as she started to move her hips, riding your cock.
“S-so good,” you managed to stammer out. “Feels like – like velvet wrapped around my cock. Never felt anything like this before, so good!”
“Because I’m the best?” she prompted, leaning forward slightly so you could get an eyeful of her breasts jiggling as she moved.
You nodded eagerly. “You’re the best. I’ve never felt a pussy like this before.” You’d never felt any pussy before, but she didn’t need to know that. “I’ll never feel a pussy as perfect as this again! You feel so perfect around me, fuck!”
She picked up the pace, her hips pistoning up and down as she rode your cock. “Fuck, yeah, I’m the best. I’m your favorite. I’m everyone’s favorite!”
“You are,” you replied, reaching out to hold onto her hips. The fur that covered her metal body was soft and thick enough for you to sink your fingers into. “You’re the most popular one in the band. Everybody loves you. Every guy wants you. Every girl wants to be you.”
“Yes,” Roxy moaned. “I’m the best. I’m the best!” Her hips moved faster, rocking forward slightly as she sought out her own pleasure, at the expense of your hips.
“You’re amazing,” you said. “Fuck, you feel so good, so amazing around my cock. I’m the luckiest guy in the world because I get to feel you.”
“Fuck!” Roxy cried, pushing her hips down hard against you before suddenly going to still. You could feel her pussy fluttering around you, clenching tight, squeezing as though it were trying to draw you further in. 
You couldn’t take it any more. You moaned as you came, feeling your orgasm hit you like a tidal wave, the force of it making your toes curl as pleasure swept through your body, your cum being milked out by Roxy’s perfect pussy. 
Roxy stood up, and you had a wonderful view of your cock sliding out of her.
She picked up the plates that made up her clothes and fastened them back onto herself as you sat up and wordlessly got dressed again.
“I’ll always be your favorite, right?” she asked, breaking the silence.
“Of course,” you replied. “After this? I’ll come back and see you every day!”
“Good,” she said, grinning. “Let’s take a picture, before you go.”
You posed with her for a picture, and as you walked out of the green room, looking at the souvenir photo you got, you could see your cum still dripping down Roxy’s thigh.
