q life: with GABRIEL TABASCO
The Photoshoots
I needed to take some nude photos for my OF page as well as for my articles for Q
Magazine. I knew Brett wanted to see some saucy photos for my articles so I reached
out to photographers on a platform where models and photographers post ads to work
together.
On these platforms there was a lot of back and forth with photographers where many of them did
not know what they wanted, pushed back the meetings, and kept changing their requirements.
They seemed to behave like first-time models who had never posed for photos before. You would
usually expect photographers to be the assertive ones; but they seemed overwhelmed by basic
questions.
In the end I got
in touch with one
photographer
who was
interested in
taking artistic
nudes. Andy was
around 55 years
old, originally
from England
and got into
photography later
in life. He worked
during the week
at a factory and
in the weekends
took photos of
models. He was
given a large,
empty room, rent-free, in the factory he worked at, that he could use as his studio. There he would
photograph nude men and women, in groups, single or couples for his artistic nudes.
Andy was friendly although working with him it became apparent that he was socially awkward. His
thinking process would be jumpy, he would not be able to stick to one idea too long and he was
petulant.
Technically he was good; having good knowledge about lighting, the cameras, and backdrops but
he lacked any inspiration. He would have me stand naked in various poses; to which some of the
images would come out badly, and then do it all over again as if forgetting what he asked me to do.
On other occasions when I pushed him to take on my recommendations… and he listened… the
photos came out well.
‘Move your crown jewels a little,’ he would say, when I was in a certain position, and it was not
visible in the right angle. On another occasion he commented: ‘oh it seems you are becoming a little
excited,’ and then snapped a picture of my budding erection.
At one point he wanted to be in the image, so he put the camera on timer and posed next to me as
if he were preparing me for the shoot. He posed kneeling down in front of me as I stood above him.
His face was opposite my crotch and as he posed, he looked straight at it. I could not help but get
an erection.
‘Getting horny again?’ he muttered.

The first shoot lasted around two hours. The second shoot over five hours and that was not counting
the hour and a half of commute. And this was unpaid as it was time-for-photos. So, it disappointed
me when he not only sent me the photos edited, badly cropped and with some odd photo texture
on them.
‘Can you send me the photos in their original format?’
‘I can’t. I erased them all off the camera,’ he said.
All those hours of images… gone… and all I had were badly edited ones. It was a shame.
At one point I insisted we go outside where I kicked around a football for a shoot that was a little
more real and authentic. The photos came out ok… even though Andy was clearly outside of his
element without his studio and all his gadget.
I decided to give him one more chance and was happy when he introduced me to Will who wanted
to have a join photoshoot together. Will was a little older than me, and in great shape having been a
military man. He was married to a woman and was openly bi. He had a toned, sinewy body and was
hairless with a long, thick penis. We texted a little bit before our shoot and found that we got on so
the chemistry between us in the shoot was good.
In fact, it was so good, I was worried that I would like him too much and get an erection. Especially
since we had to be in various poses; touching and at some point, even intertwined. It was sensual
and not erotic… even though it would not have bothered me if it were.
I very much did enjoy posing with Will. We kept looking at each other’s dicks. At one point we had to
lie down, heads to toes and at one point, if I looked down, I got a perfect view of his asshole. It was
a light beige colour, hairless and contracted from time to time.
I wanted to reach out and put him finger to it. He would not have minded. And I would not have
either if he saw mine and wanted to do something more with mine… with or without Andy present.
However, I did not think Andy would have wanted that. I think he was too concerned about his
‘artistic nudes’.
The photos came out mixed. The ones that were heavily curated and posed looked good; but they
were clearly in-studio and with an art magazine look. The ones with Andy telling us to pose showed
we were not comfortable with him and the ones where Will and I were genuine came out well.
It comes to show how much it is down to having a good photographer for good images.

