
Modern Icons
Before filters, before fast trends, there was rhythm. The echo of sneakers on pavement, 

mixtapes playing from open windows, gold chains catching the afternoon light. This look-

book revisits that world, where style was a language and attitude was everything. Vintage 

textures, raw confidence, and stories written in denim, sweat, and sound.

Carola Barth // olalabstudio.com
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Welcome!
The streets were our first runways. We mixed what we had and made it our own. Oversized jerseys and thrifted 

jackets, sneakers that told time by how they creased. These pages are a tribute to that creative rebellion. Not 

nostalgia, but a reminder that true style never expires. It evolves with every beat, every city corner, every person 

bold enough to wear their story out loud.

The mood of this shoot lives somewhere between light and shadow That raw honesty where attitude meets calm. 

It’s not about posing, but presence. Every frame carries the same pulse: self-made, unapologetic, and real.
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Echoes of  
the Nineties
Back when street was more than a look, it was a language. The jersey, the chains, the heavy 

gaze, nothing soft, nothing filtered. It’s the kind of confidence that doesn’t ask to be seen. 

You just know it’s there.

This shoot taps into that raw pulse of the nineties, where fashion met grit and energy spoke 

louder than words. Light hits denim, gold glints, shadows stretch. It’s that mix of pride and 

chill that defined a generation.

There’s no nostalgia here. It’s not about recreating what was, but owning what still is.  

A reminder that real style doesn’t fade. It evolves. It stares right back at you.

Fashion photography course: @photographycoursewithnancy, Photography: Carola Barth / OLA LAB (@_ola_lab),
Model: Marciano (@mmarciannoo), Muah: Luciel (@bomuberri), Stylist: Carlotta (@chaarlssj); assistent: (@jey_ven2005), 
Fashionwear: @stardustgroningen,



After Hours
I’m not here to pose. I’m here because this is where the music still feels real. The couch is worn in, the 

light is low, and the air smells like perfume and trouble. Back then it was a Cosmopolitan, today it’s an 

espresso martini, but the mood hasn’t changed. 

Same slow rhythm, same pulse under the skin.

The nineties are alive here, not the neon kind but the basement-club, after-midnight kind.  

Velvet tones, smoke curling through the air, a little danger in the calm. The kind of night where 

everyone moves slower, speaks softer, and style says everything without trying.

I lean back, glass balanced between my fingers, gold catching the light. 

Maybe nothing’s perfect — that’s the point. 

The cool isn’t loud, it’s lived in. It’s what stays after the flash fades,  

when the song loops and you still don’t want to leave.

Fashion photography course: @photographycoursewithnancy, Photography: Carola Barth / OLA LAB (@_ola_lab), Model: Betty (@bbpetrocchi), Muah: Luciel (@bomuberri), 
Stylist: Carlotta (@chaarlssj); assistent: (@jey_ven2005), Fashionwear: @stardustgroningen, @arepaqueer, @chaarlssj



When Eyes Met Beats
Back then, meeting someone meant eye contact that lasted longer than it should. You didn’t swipe, you locked eyes across the room. The 

beat was your cue, the smoke was your courage, and if you were lucky, your song played at the same time. There was no buffer, no curated 

profile, no ghosting, just presence.

Now it’s all blue light and quick replies. The spark still happens, but it’s filtered, paused, saved for later. Maybe that’s why we look back. The 

nineties had grit, silence, tension. You had to risk a little to connect. You had to be there.

The style was the same, raw, confident, nothing extra. You didn’t need to say much, your look spoke first. Maybe that’s what we’re chasing 

again today. That unpolished kind of real.

Fashion photography course: @photographycoursewithnancy, Photography: Carola Barth / OLA LAB (@_ola_lab), Model: Betty (@bbpetrocchi), Muah: Luciel (@bomuberri), 
Stylist: Carlotta (@chaarlssj); assistent: (@jey_ven2005), Fashionwear: @stardustgroningen, @arepaqueer, @chaarlssj



Sister Code
They used to call it girls’ night out, but it was always more than that. It was a pact. A pulse between women who carried their worlds 

on their backs but never forgot to laugh too loud, dance too long, or hold each other up when the night got rough. Back then, friend-

ship wasn’t curated. You didn’t need matching feeds or mirror selfies to prove it. You just showed up. Lip gloss in one pocket, lighter 

in the other, and the kind of loyalty that didn’t fade when the lights came on.

The 90s had its own language for sisterhood. Recorded tapes from the radio, the ones where you waited through static just to 

catch your song before the DJ started talking. Handwritten playlists, folded and passed like secrets. Shared eyeliner in the back of 

a bus, a hairbrush doubling as a mic. Unspoken looks across a crowded room that said I’ve got you. No one was checking mes-

sages mid-conversation. Connection meant leaning in closer to be heard over the bass, not refreshing a screen to see who else 

was around.

It was a time when getting ready together felt like ceremony. The mirror light too harsh, the floor full of clothes, one friend doing 

everyone’s hair while another guarded the phone line. Every laugh was real, every argument short-lived, every night out an adventure 

that started with nothing but an idea and a song. You didn’t need an invite. You just needed each other.

That’s what this energy is made of. It’s a soft defiance, a shared rhythm, the way two women can exist in the same frame and tell 

different stories but still belong to the same beat. The world keeps spinning, phones keep buzzing, but the sister code never chang-

es. It’s in the eye contact, the laugh that cracks open the air, the safety in being seen exactly as you are.

Some things have changed. The music is streamed now, the messages are instant, and the 

mirror is a front-facing camera. We post, we tag, we archive. But under it all, that same heartbeat 

still runs through every conversation, every check-in, every voice note that starts with you won’t 

believe what happened today. The faces are older, the stories sharper, but the code is still there. 

Quiet, loyal, untouchable.

Now sisterhood looks like late-night voice memos instead of late-night buses. It’s about sending 

that screenshot for advice, dropping a heart under a post that says more than words could. It’s 

sharing your wins and your breakdowns without needing to translate them. It’s knowing that real 

friendship doesn’t fade when the algorithm forgets you.

The 90s taught us the rhythm. The rhythm of showing up, of knowing when to talk and when to 

just listen, of understanding that being seen isn’t about visibility but about truth. Today, we carry 

that same rhythm into everything. Into work, into love, into raising families or chasing dreams. 

It’s in the small things. Checking if someone got home safe, remembering the song that made 

her laugh, showing up when the room gets quiet.

This is not a throwback. It’s evolution. The nineties taught us how to belong to each other, how 

to move together without matching, how to make space without asking for it. And that’s still the 

point. No filters, no performance, no apology. Just women being real, being loud, being loyal. 

The sister code lives on.

Fashion photography course: @photographycoursewithnancy, Photography: Carola Barth / OLA LAB (@_ola_lab), Models: Betty (@bbpetrocchi), Carlotta (@chaarlssj) Muah: Luciel (@bomuberri), 
Stylist: Carlotta (@chaarlssj); assistent: (@jey_ven2005), Fashionwear: @stardustgroningen, @arepaqueer, @chaarlssj



Letter to Self
Somewhere between night and morning, between music and silence, 

there’s a space that feels like truth. It’s where you stop performing and 

just breathe. The light hits softer there, the air feels heavy but calm. 

You look around and realize how much of yourself you’ve become.

This is that moment. Not a confession, not a comeback, just a pause. 

The city hums outside. The makeup’s still on, but the mask is gone. 

The glass is half full, the song keeps looping, and you start to rec-

ognize the person staring back. The one who learned how to be still, 

how to hold her own gaze, how to take up space without apology.

They say the nineties were loud, all gold and beats and flash. But 

for a lot of us, the real story happened in the quiet. The phone cord 

wrapped around your wrist while you whispered secrets in the dark. 

The late-night walk home with your headphones on. That first taste of 

freedom before you had words for it. Those moments built the back-

bone. That’s where confidence started. Not in a pose, but in a feeling.

Fast forward to now. The pace is faster, the light harsher, the noise 

constant. You scroll, you post, you keep up. But somewhere under-

neath all that speed, the same rhythm is still there. That same version 

of you who danced alone in her room, who dreamed with no plan, 

who knew how to listen before she spoke. She hasn’t gone anywhere. 

She’s just waiting for you to slow down enough to hear her again.

This letter is to her. 

The girl who didn’t know she’d make it here, but did. 

The woman who’s learned to move through contradictions.

Fashion photography course: @photographycoursewithnancy, Photography: Carola Barth / OLA LAB (@_ola_lab), Model: Betty (@bbpetrocchi), Muah: Luciel (@bomuberri), 
Stylist: Carlotta (@chaarlssj); assistent: (@jey_ven2005), Fashionwear: @stardustgroningen, @arepaqueer, @chaarlssj



Denim 1995
The chair hums under her weight, chrome legs pressing into the floor like something out of 

a future not yet invented. It is the mid 90s and no one is talking about algorithms or feeds. 

Phones still hang on walls. Music lives on tapes. The internet is a rumor, something whis-

pered about in tech magazines no one actually reads.

She leans back and wonders what 2025 will look like. Will people still meet in the streets? 

Will they still dance until sunrise or just scroll through strangers they will never touch?

She hopes sound never disappears. The bass, the laughter, the buzz of fluorescent light in 

underground clubs. The way the night air wraps around her like rhythm. She traces the fray 

on her sleeve and pictures herself in the years ahead. Not older, just more deliberate. Maybe 

in 2025 she will still wear denim. Maybe she will still love how it feels heavy but alive, like 

memory stitched into fabric.

The light cuts across her cheek. For a second she sees herself through time, not lost in 

nostalgia but anchored by it. The future will come and go. Style will circle back around, 

rougher and louder each time. She smiles a little, half daring it to surprise her. The future is 

not something she is chasing. It is already sitting here with her, breathing through the seams 

of her denim coat.

Fashion photography course: @photographycoursewithnancy, Photography: Carola Barth / OLA LAB (@_ola_lab), Model: Betty (@bbpetrocchi), Muah: Luciel (@bomuberri), 
Stylist: Carlotta (@chaarlssj); assistent: (@jey_ven2005), Fashionwear: @stardustgroningen, @arepaqueer, @chaarlssj







Past tense, present power
Fashion never really dies. It just hides for a while, waiting for someone bold enough to pull it back into the light. The coat, the cargo 

pants, the boots: they’ve all been here before, on dance floors lit by strobes, in smoky rooms where music was everything. Back 

then it wasn’t called vintage. It was just life. The same denim, the same sweat, the same rebellion wrapped in gold hoops and heavy 

eyeliner.She wears it like memory. Not nostalgia, but power. Every fold of fabric feels like a whisper from another decade, stitched 

with the rhythm of youth that never learned to slow down. 

It’s not a comeback. It’s a continuation. Fashion doesn’t move forward. It spins. The ones who know mix past and present until the 

line disappears, until all that’s left is attitude, that quiet confidence that doesn’t need to announce itself. She stands there, unbothered, 

one hand on her hip, eyes steady. The world has changed around her, but her energy hasn’t. What she wears isn’t a trend. 

It’s a loop. The 90s never left. They just evolved into this moment, right here, in the click of the shutter.

Fashion photography course: @photographycoursewithnancy, Photography: Carola Barth / OLA LAB (@_ola_lab), Model: Betty (@bbpetrocchi), Muah: Luciel (@bomuberri), 
Stylist: Carlotta (@chaarlssj); assistent: (@jey_ven2005), Fashionwear: @stardustgroningen, @arepaqueer, @chaarlssj



Tracksuit, a state of mind
In the 90s, the Adidas tracksuit was more than just sportswear. It was armor. Whether you were in the city, the studio, or the school-

yard, those three stripes said you belonged to something. It was attitude stitched into polyester. The kind of look that didn’t need to 

shout to be heard. You could move, run, hustle, dream, or just sit still and look like you were ready for something bigger.

Today, it’s nostalgia and power rolled into one. The shape hasn’t changed much, but the meaning has. Back then it was a symbol of 

community, of rhythm, of not having much but making it look like you had everything. Now it’s luxury streetwear, dripping in irony and 

confidence. A new generation wears it not because they remember it, but because it never stopped being cool.

He wears it like memory and defiance. Gold on his wrist, light in his eyes, leaning into the frame like he owns the story. There’s a quiet 

toughness in that gaze, a reminder that style isn’t about brands, it’s about how you move inside them. The tracksuit never left. It just 

waited for the world to catch up again.
Fashion photography course: @photographycoursewithnancy, Photography: Carola Barth / OLA LAB (@_ola_lab), 

Models: Marciano (@mmarciannoo),  Muah: Luciel (@bomuberri), Stylist: Carlotta (@chaarlssj); assistent: (@
jey_ven2005), Fashionwear: @stardustgroningen, 



Two Frequencies, One Vibe
She’s got the heat, he’s got the calm. Together they stand like rhythm and bass, effortless but electric. It’s the kind of chemistry you can’t fake. He brings the 

grounded beat, she moves with the melody. The air between them hums with a quiet pulse, something steady and unspoken. You feel it before you see it.

The details tell their own story. Her satin catching the light, his blue stripes cutting clean through the frame, a shared stillness that feels alive. It’s not about 

matching, it’s about balance. Two moods, two energies, meeting halfway and creating something stronger.

Denim, gold, and confidence tie it together. Every glance is its own rhythm, every shift of weight another verse. This is the language of movement, of 

presence, of knowing exactly who you are when the camera starts to fade. The kind of cool that doesn’t wait for applause, it just exists.
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The Beat Never Left

The lookbook ends, but the pulse doesn’t fade. It keeps 

running in the corners of cities, in cracked mirrors, in bor-

rowed denim and vintage gold. Every frame, every thread, 

carries a reminder of what it means to be here now.

The nineties weren’t one story, they were all of them at 

once. Hip hop in the streets, Euro dance in neon base-

ments, grunge in flannel and chipped polish, pop idols in 

shiny synthetics. Every scene had its code, and some-

how, we wore pieces of all of them. We cut faces out of 

magazines, taped them to our walls, built identity from 

the scraps.

Now it’s moodboards and Pinterest saves, but the 

game’s the same: remix, reclaim, reimagine. Fashion 

isn’t about what’s new. It’s about how we show up, how 

we rewrite what came before.

This isn’t nostalgia. It’s continuity.

Style as memory. Confidence as protest.

And the beat goes on.

We were 
made for 
the noise, 
the light, 
the sweat of 
small rooms.
For open 
streets and 
heavy beats.
For slow 
moves and 
sharp looks.
For the kind 
of presence 
that doesn’t 
need per-
mission.
We came up 
with rhythm 
as language, 
and we still 
speak it.

Fashion photography course: @photographycoursewithnancy, Photography: Carola Barth / OLA LAB (@_ola_lab), Models: 
Marciano (@mmarciannoo), Betty (@bbpetrocchi), Muah: Luciel (@bomuberri), Stylist: Carlotta (@chaarlssj); assistent: (@jey_
ven2005), Fashionwear: @stardustgroningen, @arepaqueer, @chaarlssj



Shot in Amsterdam, 2025. Inspired by rhythm, light, and raw attitude. 
Fashion photography course: @photographycoursewithnancy
Photography: Carola Barth / OLA LAB (@_ola_lab)
Models: Marciano (@mmarciannoo), Betty (@bbpetrocchi)
Muah: Luciel (@bomuberri)
Stylist: Carlotta (@chaarlssj); assistent: (@jey_ven2005)
Fashionwear: @stardustgroningen, @arepaqueer
Copywritter: Chat GPT
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