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Patrick sat down in Monica's Sweet Treatsz with a fresh cup of coffee to check his email and messages. Last night he opened up his RollloR account for commissions and hoped to get enough asks to make a little extra money this month.

It would be nice if he could do his artwork full-time, Patrick thought to himself. It is so hard trying to make ends meet as a struggling artist. In the past, you hustled to get your work in shows, galleries, and museums worldwide. Now you drew art on the Internet, took commissions, or went to work as a tattoo artist. 

The artists of the future did not have their work hanging in galleries or museums. Instead, they drew online and earned money on their Benefactorz accounts. 

Patrick was hoping for some tentacle commissions as they typically paid a little more due to the additional detail, shading, and colors. It was more work but tentacles paid more than regular commissions and Patrick liked the challenge of drawing something with a lot of detail.

The hot area now was erotica artwork from the latest video game RadiAtes. It was set in a post-apocalyptic world where you had to rebuild society through various means.

Commissions of impregnation and pregnant survivors in their uniforms were hot. If they were transgender or futanari even hotter.

Penny and Derek were behind the counter causing their usual chaos while Eileen looked on with a smile on her face as The Doors played over the music system. 

Donations on Benefactor were down but there were six commissions on RollloR, one more than he expected so, in the end, Patrick would make out a little better than anticipated for the month.

Two tentacles, a futanari RadiAtes, a BDSM, another gaming request, and one for a redheaded transgender woman.

Patrick pulled out his notebook and began looking through the profiles of everyone who sent in a request taking down their initial notes and checking to see what types of pictures they liked. He sent off some emails and ideas based on their requests while sipping on his coffee.

The last one was quite interesting. The person was new to RollloR and had just a few pictures of transgendered women liked on his profile. Most of the other pictures were of beautiful places in the world and other items.

The transgendered women were all quite beautiful and worldly but none whose pictures were on the usual porn sites.

Patrick put down his coffee and looked out the window trying to seek some initial inspiration. Pencil in hand Patrick started to sketch out some drawings on his notepad waiting for responses from the people who commissioned work from him. 

The tentacle ideas were easy enough and he was able to work out some rough sketches quite fast but the image of a redheaded transgender woman that he had drawn dozens of times before started to pop into his mind.

Patrick could not see her face just a long flowing mane of red hair that floated around her body from head to toe. One leg was lifted up just enough to cover certain areas and tease the person asking for more. Whenever he drew this transgender woman with her legs open or from the front, the bulge would be large but not obnoxiously large but not this time.

The more Patrick sketched her, the more he was drawn back to some previous sketches of transgender women saved to the cloud. Her features were always the same but the red hair remained a constant despite a number of different hairstyles ranging from long to short hair.

This transgender woman was drawn by him dozens of times in a variety of positions and outfits. For Patrick, she was the model that he would base all of his transgender women commission off of. 

Patrick was pulled out of his daydream by Penny poking him in the arm with her finger. She was holding a coffee pot and noticed that her ring finger had pink nail polish while the other fingers were painted red.

‘Pat, you still with us? I had to ask three times. Need a refill?’

‘Oh, sure. Sorry. Just daydreaming while I sketch.’

‘One day you have to draw me a horny tentacle monster taking Kristy and myself. Like holding us up and taking us from behind.’

‘You always say that.’

‘You are always drawing tentacle stuff.’

‘It pays a bit more when you go into details.’

‘You are great at doing details. I love your shading and the way you draw the reactions on people's faces. When their mouth is full of the tentacle, their eyes always pop out like they are surprised.’

‘Thanks.’

‘It is a shame there are no better outlets for artwork like yours.’

‘That is just the way the industry has changed over the years. It used to be you struggled as an artist to get into galleries but now with drawing programs on a tablet, it is easier to be more creative.’

‘I hear ya. Kristy and I were talking about that last week when we went to the free day at the museum. The modern stuff is ok but the work at the tattoo convention was better and more creative. They seriously should put like tattoo and your kind of work in a museum. I bet more people would go.’

‘That is a bit silly but true. The real artists are doing tattoo art and commission work. When I dreamed of being an artist, I thought I would be living in a loft somewhere with lots of canvases and paints but technology changed all that.’

‘Yeah, now everything is online.’

‘I know. The struggle is still real but it is a different struggle.’

‘You need to meet a nice girl.’

‘They all want guys with money or hot cars.’

‘Not all girls are like that.’

‘Yeah, they don't want to deal with the struggle.’

‘It is always the struggle.’

‘Yeah, the struggle is real.’

‘Tis true, here is your refill. Try not to doze off.’

‘Thanks, Penny.’

Patrick went back to work doing some rough sketches waiting for a response from his commissions.

Being an artist was fun even if it was a struggle at times to make ends meet. The commission work and his Benefactorz account made things just a bit easier but life was still tough. Maybe in a year he would be more established and things would be easier but whenever you are starting out with anything, it is never easy. It requires hard work and dedication to build a following.

Patrick continued sketching for an hour before he had to head off to one of his part-time jobs waving goodbye to everyone in the store.

That night Patrick went to work refining some sketches based on responses from his commissions and sent along some basic ideas before going to bed.

The next day he received an email from the person wanting a picture of a redheaded transgender woman. The email said that the individual was a big fan of his work without giving much in the way of an outline.

When Patrick checked the RollloR account again, this person liked quite a large number of his drawings. The redheads and transgendered women were the favorites.

It was a bit strange because the email address and site gave no clues as to the person's gender identity. To Patrick, this was odd but if this was what the person paid for then who was he to turn them away.

Patrick sent his sketch asking for feedback but that was the last Patrick would hear from this person.

Over the next few days, Patrick spoke to the people who commissioned work from him and he was able to create and finish all of the work except for the person who requested the redheaded transgender woman. 

Once the work was complete Patrick went back to his sketches on his tablet practicing different angles and scenarios all the while thinking of the red headed transgendered woman.

Patrick put his tablet down for the day and went to sleep content that he did a good job with his work.

As Patrick drifted off to sleep, he started to dream. In the dream, he was surrounded by long strands of red hair. These strands were of different sizes and floated from side to side surrounding him and blocking his way forward.

Patrick felt very comfortable and relaxed in this environment looking around at his surroundings. The only thing he could see is hair but no matter everything felt right.

A small hand reached out between the strands of hair extending her index finger before curling it back as if to say come hither.

Patrick tried to see what was behind the hair but every time he brushed the long red hair to the side there was a copious amount behind it. It felt as if the hair he pushed to the side gracefully slid behind his body.

Patrick tried his best to follow the hand almost swimming through the hair. The more he swam, the more excited he felt and feelings of love washed over his body causing his toes to curl while he swam in pursuit of the beautiful hand.

The more Patrick swam, the more in love he felt when suddenly his smartphone alarm went off waking him up just as he was about to grasp the hand.

Patrick woke up in a heavy sweat gasping for air. The dream seemed a bit too real and the sudden crashing out of the dream meant going back to sleep was impossible.

Patrick pulled himself out of bed and started the coffee maker not noticing a strand of long red hair falling onto the counter as he stumbled into the shower.

When Patrick emerged from the shower and dressed, he walked into the kitchen noticing the hair for the first time. 

How could you miss a human hair the length of his entire body?

Upon further inspection over a cup of coffee, the hair looked red but Patrick placed it aside shaking his head wondering where he picked up something like that.

The dream could not be real he said to himself and grabbed his gear heading off to work.

Everything smelled more alive today as Patrick rushed off to one of his part-time jobs remembering that he was supposed to meet a fellow artist, Sebastian, at Monica's for lunch.

The city seemed to have a more vibrant smell and everything smelled beautiful. If Patrick did not know better, he would think that he was in love but how could you fall in love with a dream?

Patrick appeared to have a bit of extra zip in his step and some people at work noticed the change. 

When Patrick met Sebastian for lunch, Patrick seemed to have an extra glow around him. They chatted about commissions and some of the new work they were trying to break into.

Attempting to make a living off of commissions was difficult enough. The competition was fierce and in some cases cutthroat. 
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