Florence danced. His eyes lidded and laden with eye shadow, his lush features sparkling in the faux moonlight, his dancer’s pole gleaming with oils, his sheath wagging with every sway of his hips – and the tens, twenties and fifty dollar bills stuffed inside of it flagged about with his breeze. Lifting a long leg and plump thigh, he was all too pleased to playfully plaster a patron of his dance with an ‘errant’ smear of sheath-musk, pressing the immense bulk of boyhood to the shadowed figure’s chest and grinding it in a firm swipe from left to right. As moans of delight spilled forth, the tips spilled in, slipping into his unconcealing strap of a thong, or slid directly between cockflesh and sheathrim.
With a tug of his pole, he swung away, tailfeathers fanning outward not unlike a peacock’s, sapphire plumage fluttering across lips and noses with practiced perfection. His leg slid down, hoof landing with a laden clop upon the stage. His gaze found another patron and his beak spread into a sultry smile; gripping the pole with both hands raised above his head, hooking his ankles around the base, spine arched, he pushed his hips far forward, ploughing into the patron’s lap with the full weight and mass of his sheath, his front pair of testes swallowing up the rest of the voyour’s legs. Dragging his hips about in a slow swirl, enough to stain every inch of that lap and chest in oils, he fluttered his eyelashes at the quivering guest – earning himself a fistful of fivers fisted right into his cockslit. That was the proper place to pay, after all – and as Florence heaved his heavy bulk away at least forty dollars richer, the guests’ arm was left a soppy white stain of cum as a parting gift.
Twisting about, the hippogryph boy gazed upon the crowd encircling him, taking a pose that invited a dozen plus hands to explore the shape, curves and contours of his testicles, three pairs of obscenely oversized nuts that gurgled with growth, leaving him a few inches and a dozen pounds heavier by the time every corner of his stretched-out boythong was holding a bill of some kind. Bluejay feathers stained green by cash, clashing with the dull pink strap that threaded between each row of balls.

“The tank is full! It can’t hold anymore.” He trilled out, making as if his show was to wind down and be finished. Wiggling his behind to them, and hiking his feathers as if to strut off the stage, he paused, glancing coyly back over his shoulders. “Unless… you want the Special show?” Another flutter of eyelashes, and more than a few patrons clambored half on stage to shove their handfuls of currency into the plump black pucker that, too, was utterly unconcealed by the thong he wore. Belly briefly taking on the shape of his guests’s hands, his butthole was spread wide open and the cash was left inside, and Florence giggled. “Oh! Well, okay! I guess you did pay for one.”
As the final hand popped from his bottom, the hippogryph struck his hoof upon the stage, and with a languorous sigh his second pair of legs stretched down to settle upon the polished wood, taking his weight as he leaned back on those formerly hidden hooves. Nearly thigh to thigh, the four-legged dancer boy turned to face the bulk of his audience, two hands upon the pole, stretching another four hands down to casually lift up the practical ton of sheath and balls, and another two hands to spread his front thighs wide, as if a midair splits. 

A patron on either side of him took to huffing his hooves and licking the oiled flesh at the bottoms, or nibble at the horseshoe attached around the edge, finding space to slip a few more bills between metal and bone. A moan of actual pleasure spilled from Florence’s lips as his second and third sheaths heaved forward, each to either side of the first, flopping out to crush his middle mass between them, and six more pairs of balls to tumble forth, inches from hitting the stage. A creaking gurgle from all eighteen testicles signaled their growth, feathers dusting his hooves.

Drawing in a breath, Florence wrapped a set of fingers, six to a palm, around his pole. His hands squeezing, he pulled on it, neatly lifting himself off all his sets of hooves and sending them up near the lights. Threading the metal bar between both of his heads as he turned upside-down. Tailfeathers fanned down, each tip touched the edge of the stage in a circle, caging his upper body behind bars of sapphire bird.

Maintaining his grip, both beaks smiling, his balls and sheath piled atop his upturned ass and only giving a small glimpse at the triplet of puckers plumped between his buttcheks, Florence arched his spine slightly more, pressing his chest flush to the slippery bar that he gripped daintily and yet held himself up entirely by with no slippage. His patrons oohed at him as his pairs of breasts swallowed up the gleaming shaft, dark jutting nipples offering new entrances for currency to be banked.
Inside of his ‘cage’, Florence stretched anew – the rest of his body pinned to the pole, his eight hands finding purchase along it, he settled two more hands atop each of his heads as if fondly approving of a pet, tousling his jay crests, using his beak to nuzzle up at each seven-fingered palm, or press his feathered cheeks against his upper torso’s waistline. Far more than just a bluejay hippogryph boytaur, he settled six of his uppermost pairs of elbows upon the stage, each pair of eight-fingered palms holding up a head that gazed in a different direction between the bars of his cage. 

“You’re too kind~” He trilled out from his middlemost upper head, unable to speak from any of the others as currently four of the richest patrons scissored muzzles with his beaks and explored the pairs of tongues settled in each maw he sported. He couldn’t help but giggle as cocks were slid into his nipples, both on the mountainous spheres of tit on his lower torso, and the smaller, chubby C-cup tits that he sported on his upper torso. Kind and welcoming hands with nine fingers apiece helpfully gripped those shafts and balls alike, always with enough to spare a pinky to slip into tailhole to tease a prostate or a pussy to press at a clitty.
Giving his guests a generous minute of molestation and mutual masturbation, the multi’d marvel of the stage popped his patron’s pricks free of his titties and helped them to settle back into their seats, wallets - finance and flesh alike - feeling much lighter. Releasing his grip slowly on the pole, he twisted about and settled his eight hooves once more upon the stage, but used only four at a time to turn himself about for a brief display of himself rightside-up. Ten feet tall from hoofs to highest heads, the bluejay boy sported doubled torsos, twin heads on each ‘hip’ between his two torsos. 
His lower body sported five pairs of breasts that looked as backed up and laden as his balls, nipple flesh black and comparable in size to a traffic cone. His upper body’s breasts stood at just three pair and significantly smaller, but prodigiously more leaky with his guests’s cum, perhaps as large as soccer balls, teats looked stretched and sweetly swollen with mingled nectars.
Atop his uppermost set of shoulders, seven jayboy heads beamed down at his patrons, with another three attempting to kiss with each other three ways with beaks. Closer to the lights, he sweat, his sapphire feathers glistening under the hot shiners. Below all this, his bottom itself was a grandiose display of ass, half as wide as the stage itself and bedecked with no less than nine puckers neatly squished into a square, cum and cash leaking errantly out of each, not necessarily the one that such things had been fucked or fisted into.
On the front of those hips, though, his true endowment shone. The one that was displayed on the secret page of the magazine the club sold, the page that was always stickily stuck between two other pages. Six sheaths squeezed together side by side in a hemicircle from hip to hip, each rim an arm’s length wide and packed potently with four black boy cocks. Half of them lipsticked severely, and were gracefully petted by whichever pair of arms the glans happened to reach, foreskins peeled back on some, others crinkling with excessive amounts of dollar bills held within them. Each sheath came equipped with countless balls, the roiling tide of testes bouncing, bobbing and swaying so numerously and massively that counting them might make one go mad, or simply give up and pay the boy to tell you.

The stage was slicked with seed, milk, sweat, oils, and bills. With a sweep of his tailfeathers, some plumes extending across the full length of the room, all was swept towards the back of the stage, and with a flick of his butt, all cleaned again. Patrons panted, exhausted by the display, spent in every way, drained of coinage and cum. The jaygryph chirped, turning slowly about on his hooves, to strut languidly down the aisle, away from his pole. No applause followed him but for the clacking of his buttholes, breasts and balls against each other, leaving his guests behind towards the curtain, his show finished. Pausing, turning all fourteen of his heads back, he smiled.
“That’s it for the pre-show warmup. Water and an ATM is in the front. I’ll be back out in five minutes!”

