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    My baby lives in shades of blue. 
Blue eyes and jazz and attitude.

—LANA DEL REY








Blue

Blue Velour sat at her vanity and dragged a thin line along her eyelid.

She’d been applying sharp wings since she was sixteen, when she’d shoplifted a liquid eyeliner pen from CVS after seeing Jean-Luc Godard’s Contempt with her much older boyfriend. She’d been mesmerized by Brigitte Bardot. For an entire year, Blue had worn a thick headband and striped T-shirt with a pencil skirt. She’d stood out among the puka-shell necklaces and Lilly Pulitzer dresses that dominated the school halls in late-’90s Wilmington, North Carolina. They still dressed like that as far as Blue knew. She hadn’t been back in nearly a decade.

Blue looked out the window, toward the rippling turquoise water. When she was younger, she’d been terrified of aging, of losing her beauty. But now that she was thirty-eight, nothing really scared her anymore. God had tortured her for many years, and now Blue had finally earned a period of peace and joy. At least that’s what she told herself whenever those old fears crept up to say hello, or, more specifically, This is all too good to be true.

Nerves danced in Blue’s stomach. She braced herself to wing the right eye. Journalists had asked about the eyeliner before. They all assumed she had a makeup artist. But Blue always did her own, even for red carpets. Ever since Sephora had made her look like a freaky pageant clown as a teen, Blue hadn’t let anyone touch her face. But now that her hand was shaking slightly as she tried to sharpen the tip of the wing, she fantasized about having someone to help her, if even to just steady her grip. She put the pen down and examined her work. It was not her best, but fine. Sufficient.

The bedroom door cracked open. Max appeared in an oversize cable knit sweater and jeans. Max was Blue’s sister, best friend, roommate, stylist, and unofficial assistant. Max had moved to LA to live with Blue as soon as she turned eighteen, less than a year after Blue left home. They were Irish twins, barely a year apart. And in the year 2000, when Max was eighteen and Blue was nineteen—although they’d been Maxine and Beatrice then—they’d shared a studio apartment in Hollywood over a Petco. They’d called it Chateau Velour after the velour couch they’d found on the street. They’d bartended and sugared for money, and on off nights, Blue had sung at open mics under the name Blue Velour, while Max had styled her. Living above the pet store had come in handy when a rich party friend had gifted them two Italian greyhound puppies. They’d named the canine sisters Bijou and Gigi.

When record label money started flowing, they’d moved to Hancock Park, a historic LA neighborhood constructed in the ’20s and former home to numerous Old Hollywood legends ranging from Clark Gable to Mae West. They’d adored their cute little bungalow with a small pool and a green lawn for Gigi and Bijou to run free. But then Blue had started gaining fans, which meant rabid paparazzi and unhinged stalkers. So Blue, Max, Gigi, and Bijou had picked up and moved to this house on Sea Level Drive, a gated subdivision in Malibu that was way out of their price range when they bought it. The Art Deco–style home had been built in the ’80s and hadn’t been renovated since, and Blue had still had to take out a thirty-year mortgage to afford it. She now had the money to renovate it, but Blue sort of liked it as it was, with its terrazzo floors and glass brick, its mirrored walls and sun-bleached teal color scheme.

“She’s hereee,” Max sang.

Blue’s heart thudded in her ears. Again, today was big. She was being interviewed for a feature in the New York Times. Her first profile in the American paper of record and one her manager believed was long overdue. Blue picked up her blue snakeskin vaporizer from the vanity and draped a blue kimono over her shoulders. She took a big drag from her vape, then followed Max through a minty cloud.

Blue had of course googled the journalist. Zoe Alexander. She appeared to be from the Midwest, had studied journalism at the University of Chicago. She’d started at Pitchfork, then wrote for Rolling Stone before moving to the Times roughly a year ago. In that year, she’d profiled Rosalía, FKA Twigs, and Phoebe Bridgers. She had nearly black hair cut in a fringe and narrow green eyes.

Sitting at Blue’s breakfast nook, Zoe Alexander mostly looked like she did on Blue’s iPhone screen—although her hair had grown out a bit, and her eyes were more intense than they were in photos. Blue didn’t like journalists. Historically, they made her sound like a dumbass. They’d make her feel comfortable, like they were friends, and then use quotes that alienated people at best, got Blue minorly canceled at worst.

And Blue had been canceled so many times—for telling Azealia Banks that her psych meds weren’t working, for telling Dr. Phil she didn’t need therapy because she “isn’t mental,” for telling a journalist he made her want to relapse, for calling Ayn Rand “the original girlboss,” for calling St. Vincent a “spooky dyke,” for writing Elizabeth Holmes letters in prison, for saying she’d rather talk to pedophiles than critics, for posting a photo of herself with a loaded gun to her head after being snubbed at the Grammys.

Shaking Zoe Alexander’s hand, Blue silently vowed not to become friends with this woman. She had to be guarded, deliberate, which was not her nature. It was frustrating, because fans liked that she was raw. But the Interscope execs liked her irreverent attitude to stay in her music and out of her conversations with the press.

“Can I get you something to drink?” Blue asked, wandering over to the wood-paneled fridge. She opened it and peered inside. “We have Diet Coke, Red Bull, Mountain Dew?” Blue was something of a caffeine addict. She was addicted to a lot of other things too—sex, love, older men, sometimes women, nicotine, music, and at one point cocaine, alcohol, and other, more serious downers, but she’d given those up.

“I’m okay,” Zoe Alexander said coolly.

Blue grabbed a can of Red Bull for herself. “Let’s go outside,” she said. “The sun is finally breaking through the fog.” Blue headed toward the balcony and Bijou followed. Gigi had become exceedingly lazy in her old age, moving only for the promise of food.

Blue rarely awoke before the marine layer disappeared around noon every day. In this sense, her sleep schedule was tailor-made for Malibu. On the rare occasions Blue did wake up early, either when she had a shoot or a meeting in LA, she enjoyed the moody, foggy vibe. The Pacific coast was infinitely more dramatic than the Atlantic beach city where she’d grown up, where the waves were small and the land was flat, where there were no mountains, no cliffs, no sound of water crashing up violently against rocks.

Outside, the sun shone bright and yellow. It was warm for November. The balcony curved with the building and hung over the water so that it almost felt like they were on a boat. There was a built-in wrap-around sofa with faded teal cushions and a white coffee table covered in cigarette butts. Blue sat on the couch.

“Wow,” Zoe said, taking in the view for a second, miles of aquamarine sprawling out before them.

“It’s something, right?” Blue lit a cigarette. She offered Zoe Alexander one, knowing she’d refuse. No one smoked anymore, it seemed, except for Blue and Max. They used to smoke cigarettes in the house but had recently stopped due to the stench that had lodged in the carpets. Vape inside, smoke outside. That was the new rule, and they mostly followed it.

Zoe shook her head no and took a seat across from Blue on a rickety metal chair with her back to the ocean.

“You don’t want the view?” Blue asked. “Come sit beside me, there’s plenty of room.” Oops, she was already trying to be the girl’s friend.

“That’s okay,” Zoe said. “I won’t be able to focus.”

Blue should channel Zoe, try to focus on the interview, not the hypnotizing stretch of blue water. Blue had always been a good mimic. She’d learned to sing by mimicking Nancy Sinatra and Julee Cruise. Maybe she could learn to behave appropriately by mimicking Zoe Alexander, who pulled an iPhone from her pocket and started punching on it.

“Cool if I record?” she asked without looking up.

“Of course,” Blue said, wishing she could say no.

Zoe put the iPhone on the table between them. Blue could see the flat line from the recording moving slightly as the surf roared beneath them. Bijou barked and the line shot up. Blue picked her up off the ground. The dog didn’t bark much, except in the presence of bad vibes. She had a refined vibe detector and had identified several of Blue’s exes as toxic far before Blue had. Now she made all her dates meet Bijou first. If she barked, it was game over. Blue was therefore now extra uneasy about Zoe Alexander.

Blue tapped her cigarette on the pink flamingo ashtray in the center of the table. She took a sip of Red Bull and prepared to think before she spoke, for maybe the first time in her entire life.

“So, you’ve been making music for roughly…” Zoe looked up, evidently thinking. Her lashes fluttered.

“My whole life,” said Blue.

“Your whole life,” Zoe repeated.

Blue wasn’t going to say her age if that’s what Zoe wanted.

“You must be thrilled with how far you’ve come,” Zoe said.

Blue took a breath. The question, or she supposed it was more of a comment, bothered her. Infuriated her even. The comment implied that Blue had been bad but had improved. That she’d redeemed herself somehow. But Blue had always been good, always been great. The public was just very late to an amazing party she’d been at her entire life. The old Blue would have snapped at Zoe, maybe even threatened her. But that was the old Blue.

“Honestly,” Blue said, “I’ve been at peace since Paz De La Huerta took out her tits at one of my shows.”

Zoe laughed, which relieved Blue. This was good. Keep it light. No aggression, no hostility. Be entertaining, elusive. She leaned back in her chair, slightly more at ease.

“Can we do a quick rapid fire?” Zoe asked.

Blue nodded. This sounded fun, but also dangerous. Just don’t get canceled again, she told herself. Funny, elusive.

“Favorite of your albums?”

“Fluorescent Gloom.” This was Blue’s least popular album.

“Least favorite?”

“Chateau Velour.” This was Blue’s most popular album.

“Biggest inspiration?”

“My sister.”

“Musical inspiration?”

“Kurt Cobain.”

“Dream collaboration?”

“Amy Winehouse.”

“Dream collaboration with someone who is alive?”

“My gardener.” Blue was lying; she didn’t have a gardener.

“Dream collaboration with a popular musician who is alive?”

“Dolly Parton.”

“Why blue?”

Blue laughed, instructed Zoe to turn around, to look at the layered hues of water and powder blue sky above it.

Zoe turned toward the water for a brief second, then turned back and wrote something down. She looked up at Blue and blinked. All business, this woman.

“Describe your music in three words.”

Blue pulled in smoke from her cigarette, exhaled.

“Love.” Drag. “Death.” Drag. “Ribbons.”

“Describe your fans in three words.”

“Sexy.” Drag. “Gay.” Laugh. “Rabid.”

“What do you want more than anything?”

“Respect.”

“How do you prepare for a live performance?”

Blue sighed. “I freak the fuck out.”

Zoe laughed. Thank God. Blue looked at the water. This was going okay. She hadn’t said anything offensive yet, she didn’t think. It seemed like the rapid fire was over. Smooth sailing from here.

“I love Blue’s Beard,” Zoe Alexander said, catching Blue off guard. “I think it’s your best record yet.”

Blue picked up her cigarette and inhaled deeply to hide her surprise, and, she supposed, joy. The album wasn’t out yet; only a few digital copies had gone to journalists. And Blue wasn’t used to journalists complimenting her. For the first ten years of her career, she’d routinely been panned by the critics. Contrived, manufactured, and alienating were the most common insults flung her way, but she’d been called worse. Blue used to take the bad reviews seriously. She thought the critics were correct that she was a fraud. After all, she’d changed her name from Beatrice Clark to Blue Velour as soon as she moved to LA. She’d dyed her hair periwinkle for years until it had started falling out in her early thirties from chemical damage. It had grown out a sort of chestnut, made darker with a quarterly gloss. She was generally more natural now, no longer starving herself or injecting massive amounts of filler into her lips. Back then, she supposed, the critics had been correct that she was fake. But she hadn’t realized then that audiences wanted pop stars to be anything but.

“Thank you,” Blue said. She pulled hard from her cigarette again to prevent herself from saying something she might regret.

“Can you tell me about the inspiration? How did it come to be?”

Blue hadn’t done an interview in a while and suddenly remembered how much she hated answering questions like these, ones in which she was expected to articulate her artistic process. She liked music because it was beyond language. She wrote her lyrics, but that was different. That was poetry. Her lyrics were meant to evoke a feeling, not to make sense.

“I can’t totally explain where my music comes from,” Blue said. “It’s between me and God.” Blue laughed and the line on Zoe Alexander’s iPhone wiggled. Blue put a hand over her mouth.

“The album title and opening song, ‘Blue’s Beard’—it’s really interesting, an apparent reference to both the French folktale and a shout-out to your LGBTQ+ fan base.”

Blue laughed again, a breathy sound that floated off toward the sea. She couldn’t take Zoe Alexander seriously. They didn’t speak the same language. Blue felt the caffeine and nicotine dancing together in her veins.

“The gays love me,” Blue said. She kissed Bijou on the nose.

“A beard,” Zoe began, “is a faux romantic partner used to conceal a person’s sexual identity.”

Blue smirked. “Thank you for that very formal definition.”

Zoe Alexander said nothing, just folded her arms. She was wearing a black blazer and must have been very hot. It was probably sixty-seven degrees, but the sun made it feel hotter. Blue was partially in the shade, but Zoe was fully exposed to the ozone.

“Actually,” Zoe said, “I’ll take a cigarette.”

Blue raised an eyebrow. This was a first. She handed Zoe an American Spirit and, for a brief second, wondered if the woman wanted to fuck her. Journalists had tried to get with her before, and on at least one occasion had succeeded. Blue had thought it would make him write about her more favorably. She’d been wrong. He’d called her a clown.

Blue leaned over and lit Zoe’s cigarette, then relit her own.

“There are legions of people online convinced that you had, or have, a romantic relationship with your producer Sasha Harlow.”

Blue took a drag to appear casual. This question—was it even a question? maybe more of a comment again—tended to irk her. It was hardly the first time an interviewer had mentioned this alleged affair with Sasha, but Blue had thought the American paper of record was classier than this.

“Is that so?” Blue played dumb. The album title was a reference to the subreddit BlueBeards, which was dedicated to piecing together clues that Blue and Sasha were romantically linked. Blue didn’t like the internet, but it was hard to avoid. And on a mushroom microdose roughly a year ago, Blue and Sasha had decided it would be hilarious and meta to directly reference the subreddit in the album’s title.

Most educated people dismissed the BlueBeards as QAnon-level delusional, but Blue had in fact slept with Sasha on and off since she was twenty-six, when the label had arranged for them to work together. Blue didn’t talk about it in the press—not because she was embarrassed or had any doubts about her sexuality, but because fans loved mysteries. Sasha and Blue played into it, leaving little Easter egg hints of their romance for careful listeners, occasionally holding hands on the red carpet. Neither Blue nor Sasha believed in marriage or monogamy, only in all-consuming, passionate, addictive, obsessive, druglike love—what they called an “Aphrodite Bender” in the song they’d written for the Fifty Shades of Grey franchise in 2015.

“You tend to be evasive when asked about Sasha,” Zoe Alexander said. She dragged and turned toward the water, as if to be polite by blowing her smoke in another direction, as if Blue minded smoke in her face.

“Evasive?” Blue said. “I’m an open book.” She inhaled, waited for Zoe to turn back to face her. “Sasha is my soulmate,” Blue said when she met Zoe’s eyes. “I’ll never make another song without her as long as I live.”

“Do you mean soulmate in a creative or a romantic sense?” Zoe asked.

Blue exhaled toward Zoe.

“Is there a difference?”
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    I’m your biggest fan, 
I’ll follow you until you love me.

—LADY GAGA








Rose

Rose Lutz gripped her steering wheel.

Traffic had hit a standstill on the 1. Her phone indicated it would take twenty-five more minutes to get to Blue’s house in western Malibu, which was fine, because Rose had left thirty minutes earlier than she needed to. If there was one thing she’d learned after a year of living in LA, it was that getting places always took significantly longer than expected.

The water sparkled on her left, a great expanse of gray. She was roughly twenty-six miles from her apartment in Hancock Park, but she felt further away, spiritually. She opened the windows and tasted the salty air for just a quick moment before resuming her preparation. Rose restarted the audio recording she’d made in her bedroom while her roommate was out eleven days ago when she’d landed this interview. As it played, Rose mumbled along with the stretches she’d memorized, turning portions of her college thesis into a sort of religious mantra.

In eleven years, spanning from 2008 to 2019, Blue Velour has released six studio albums.

In 2008, she released Spirit of Sinatra, a baroque pop ode to tragic romance in a bygone era. Her debut established Blue as a cheeky wordsmith, the album chock-full of clever references to soda, makeup, and cigarette brands. It was produced by the then-unknown Sasha Harlow, who said Blue quite literally channeled Nancy Sinatra’s ghost during recording sessions, to which an interviewer saltily replied that Nancy Sinatra was still alive, which appeared to come as a shock to both Sasha and Blue. The album was dismissed as frivolous by critics, and after a stiff performance on Conan, Blue was deemed an industry plant and a nepo baby, though she was neither, as she was raised by public school teachers in a North Carolina beach town.

But Blue didn’t give up. In 2010, she released Oleander, a softer, more introspective album inspired by Nina Simone, childhood trauma, and film noir. When asked about the title, Blue said, “Oleander is a beautiful flower that can kill you if you aren’t careful.” After a quick tour, she released fan favorite Chateau Velour in 2011, which paired sweeping orchestral arrangements with trap beats, creating a grandiose sonic quality that caught the attention of several music critics. Sasha Harlow said the album was inspired by Lil Wayne’s Tha Carter III and the film scores of Hans Zimmer. Pitchfork gave the album a 7.2/10, calling it “cinematic and desperate.” The album featured the single “Death Baby,” which topped the UK charts for several weeks, but was unable to outperform the bubblegum EDM bangers by artists like Katy Perry and Lady Gaga in the US. Blue, however, had developed several notable American fans, including Kylie Jenner and John Waters. Her image was also one of the most reblogged on Tumblr that year.

In 2013, Blue again pared down her sound with Fluorescent Gloom, an atmospheric, post-psychedelic rock album inspired by the Doors and the surreal quality of David Lynch films. Blue said the album documented the darkest period of her life, when she felt most misunderstood and rejected, when she’d submitted to the notion that she’d never earn the respect of her peers or find true love. Sadly, Fluorescent Gloom was her most poorly received album at the time, with some critics going so far as to say the album, which featured cover art of a man choking her and a song called “Neon Bruise,” glamorized domestic violence and cast Blue as “anti-feminist.” However, some fans and critics in retrospect find it to be her best, most poetic and vulnerable album.

Down and out, Blue took several years to make and release her next album. At that point, she’d moved to Malibu and rarely left her gated community. Sasha allegedly built Blue a studio in her new house so she wouldn’t have to leave. Rumors began circulating that Blue and Sasha were romantically involved, particularly after 2014’s “kissgate”—widely circulated blurry photos of them dancing intimately and potentially kissing at an A$AP Rocky concert on one of the rare nights Blue ventured out that year. A now über-popular subreddit called r/BlueBeards emerged to dissect Blue’s music and press for clues about her secret affair with Sasha. Beyond the subreddit, Blue Velour fans who believed Blue was secretly dating Sasha began identifying as BlueBeards. And the subsequent album fueled their fire. Released in 2017, Garbo Gals was thought to reference Greta Garbo’s alleged homosexuality (photographer Cecil Beaton famously called Garbo a “furious lesbian”) and explored themes of hidden love and secret lives. Moreover, internet sleuths uncovered that Sasha’s middle name is Greta, which only amplified their fixation. The hype worked: Garbo Gals was Blue’s first record to go platinum and received glowing reviews by several prominent critics.

After the Garbo Gals tour, Blue and Sasha holed up in Marin County north of San Francisco and recorded in the iconic Panoramic House overlooking Stinson Beach. The resulting album sent shock waves through the internet with its name: Blue’s Beard. The release was accompanied by Blue’s short-lived public romance with suspected closeted actor Jack Willenhall, which Redditors viewed as confirmation that Jack was Blue’s beard and Sasha was her one true love. But beyond that, critics were finally listening, retracting former dismissals and rewriting pans. The album eschewed hip-hop beats for stripped-down guitar and piano. With Blue’s Beard, New York Times music critic Zoe Alexander hailed Blue Velour as California’s poet laureate, a playful genius whose talent rivaled that of Nina Simone, Amy Winehouse, and Stevie Nicks. The album was nominated for five Grammys, including Album of the Year.

Rose’s iPhone started speaking, interrupting her monologue and telling her to turn. The sharp, robotic voice of the device made her jump slightly in her seat. She realized she hadn’t taken a proper breath in several minutes. Rose inhaled deeply as she approached the turnoff to Broad Beach Road. She cracked the window and again tasted salt. The water glinted silver between massive properties.

Rose had been over here before. As soon as she acquired her fifteen-year-old Saab, she drove straight to Malibu to see where Blue lived. Of course, Rose couldn’t get behind the gates, but she’d sat on Lechuza Beach and listened to Blue’s entire catalog. And now, Rose was approaching said gates with means to enter, all thanks to connections she’d made on the BlueBeards subreddit.

She’d been a fan of Blue’s since Spirit of Sinatra, but by the time lesbian rumors began circulating, Rose felt she and Blue had too much in common. For one, they were both raised by teachers. Blue’s mom taught biology and her dad taught history at the same public school Blue attended. Rose’s parents were math professors at Carnegie Mellon. Rose and Blue both had one younger sister. Rose wasn’t as close with her sister as Blue was with Max, but no similarity went unnoticed. Rose and Blue were both Geminis, their birthdays just a few days apart, and they were both type 4 on the Enneagram, “the individualist.” They both preferred the Diamond Ice flavor of Mi-Pod vaporizers and they both had been blessed with perfect pitch. And finally and most importantly, they both secretly coveted women.

As soon as she graduated Carnegie Mellon, which she’d attended for its voice program and free tuition given her parents’ jobs, Rose had moved to Los Angeles and into an apartment owned by a woman she had met on the subreddit. Ella’s ancestors had spearheaded the Georgia gold rush of 1829, and Ella was therefore the richest person Rose knew. (This was also the first Rose had heard of a Georgia gold rush, but she had never really paid attention in history class.) And due to this generational wealth, Ella owned her apartment in the historic El Royale building in Hancock Park, the neighborhood where Blue was living when she made Oleander and Fluorescent Gloom, the latter being Rose’s favorite of Blue’s catalog. Ella preferred Spirit of Sinatra and charged Rose only a thousand dollars a month for rent, a major steal in this city, and unheard of in Hancock Park. They lived on the ninth story (out of twelve). At sunset, their entire apartment lit up purple, and on clear days, Rose could see a tiny sliver of the ocean from her bedroom window.

Ella had moved to LA for an internship at Interscope Records, which had released Blue’s last four albums. Rose believed it was unpaid, but she didn’t ask. When Rose moved in, Ella was about to sell her old Saab, which had been her dad’s, and buy an Audi electric SUV (“for the environment, bitch”). When Rose said she needed a car, Ella just gave her the Saab. At first, it all seemed too good to be true.

And it was. Ella was far from perfect. She was self-absorbed beyond comprehension, only interested in subjects that pertained to herself. She often treated Rose like an employee and a maid, which Rose begrudgingly accepted as she was wildly underpaying in rent and Ella had given her a car. Also, Rose was pretty sure Ella had a drinking problem. More than once, Rose had woken up to find Ella passed out in surprising locations—in the bathtub, under the coffee table, in the kitchen sink (it was very big and she was very small). Ella threw parties several nights a week, impervious to the fact that Rose had to wake up at 5 a.m. most days. She worked at a coffee shop in Larchmont Village, and the opening shift was all that was available as no one else wanted to be up that early. Rose didn’t want to wake up that early, either, especially given that she was singing at open mics most evenings, coming home to Ella’s sloppy soirees, sleeping only a few hours nightly. But that all might end soon.

Rose had been in LA just under a year, furiously trying to network her way to Blue. At first, Rose thought Ella would be her in given her internship at Interscope. But Ella’s fellow interns were all people like her—rich girls from irrelevant cities far from LA. Rose talked to every single customer at the coffee shop, forever hoping that one might lead her to Blue, be an old friend from the neighborhood. But nothing.

Until about a month ago.

Rose was on the subreddit late at night while Ella snorted lines with overprivileged idiots in the other room. Rose wasn’t looking for anything in particular—she was just expressing herself, rediscovering some lyrics from Fluorescent Gloom. She’d posted a few lines—draped in crimson for the night / common knowledge, I’m chaotic, not quite right—accompanied by some potential interpretations. As she scrolled through the comments, a familiar username caught her eye: GarboMommy, a reference to a song from Garbo Gals. Most users had names referencing Blue’s songs or lyrics. Rose’s was RoseGhost, after a song from Oleander. Ella’s was PinkCocaine, after a song on Spirit of Sinatra and probably a red flag.

Rose had messaged with GarboMommy, whose real name was Grace, several times before. Grace lived in Wilmington, North Carolina, the same town where Blue and Max had grown up. In her intro post, Grace had mentioned going to summer camp with Max when they were in high school and said they still followed each other on Instagram. Initially, Rose had been excited, thinking Grace might provide an in to get to Blue. But after a few months of talking, Rose realized Grace was probably exaggerating her connection to Max—Grace didn’t seem to know any concrete details about Max other than that she loved bubble tape when she was fifteen, as if chewing gum was a unique trait for a teenage girl.

It was not unusual for members of this subreddit to exaggerate tenuous connections to Blue. People bragged about minutiae ranging from living in the same college dorm as Blue’s second cousin twice removed to having a friend of a friend who was once in a Sex and Love Addicts Anonymous meeting with Blue to a sister-in-law once selling Max a BB cream at Sephora. And Rose herself had bragged, perhaps excessively, after Blue reposted her video from the VIP section of the Fluorescent Gloom tour. Although disappointed that Grace’s lead fell flat, Rose couldn’t fault her for playing up a link to Max. It was the culture of the subreddit.

But then that one night about a month ago, in between debating whether draped in crimson was about sex or vampires or death or all three, Grace had asked Rose where she lived again.

LA, Rose had replied. Trying to find Blue :)

Grace had said omg I thought so and then revealed that Max had just posted on Instagram that day about looking for someone “reliable, trustworthy, and looking for work in Los Angeles.” Grace said she didn’t know for sure that the post was about an assistant for Blue, but she “had a feeling.” She’d considered recommending herself, but she lived three thousand miles away and her mom was sick. I trust you given your reputation in this holy subreddit, Grace had said. I’ll pass on your name.

Rose had let out a brief and involuntary squeal. But she didn’t let herself get too excited because Max might not trust the word of this person she hardly knew. And Rose had nearly forgotten about it when two weeks later, Grace messaged Rose to say, Blue wants to interview you!!! Rose had resisted the urge to throw her laptop across the room.

And now she resisted the urge to pinch herself as she approached the gates to Blue’s Malibu community—imposing wrought iron flanked by white pillars, frosted glass panels to obscure whatever magic was happening behind them. The interview wasn’t for another fifteen minutes, so Rose slid into a parking spot outside of the gates and did a breathing exercise. She was about to pop some magnesium gummies when she realized she didn’t really need them. She was oddly calm.

She restarted the audio recording one final time. The familiar words washed over her with the waves crashing in the distance.

In eleven years, spanning from 2008 to 2019, Blue Velour released six studio albums….



r/BlueBeards • posted by u/RoseGhost • November 2019

BLUE’S BEARD?!?!?!?!?

Okay, BlueBeards, are we sitting down?? Are we breathing?! Did our resplendent queen really just gift us with a surprise album called BLUE’S BEARD!?!? I am in full-blown cardiac arrest—is this real life?!?

Turns out I am fully lucid, vaping my mango Juul (Blue’s fave, let us never forget) and blasting “A Vape Cartridge Named Desire” as loud as it will go. This track is straight-up serotonin wrapped in sapphic yearnings! Blue, you absolute goddess.

Now that my heart rate has somewhat stabilized—well, not really, but whatever—gather round, kiddos, it’s time for a classic Rose deep dive:

So, for anyone who isn’t familiar, A Streetcar Named Desire is a legendary play by Tennessee Williams—a total icon in queer literature. It stars Blanche DuBois, a haunted woman hiding her truth from a harsh, judgmental world. Blue has referenced Blanche a billion times, starting with “White Moth” on Oleander. (In Streetcar, Blanche is described as a “delicate beauty” with “something about her uncertain manner, as well as her white clothes, that suggests a moth.”) Blanche’s fragility and her need to conceal her true self are a proxy for Tennessee Williams himself—a gay man forced to mask his desires in a society that wouldn’t accept him. Over and over, Blue suggests that Blanche also reflects her own struggle navigating a double life and projecting a public image while her real self is buried within her art. Blue’s Beard is literally Blue’s Streetcar, her diary of longing and defiance hidden in plain sight. It’s her way of begging us to see her struggle to love openly, and to break free of this beautiful, tortured, closeted life!!

Okay, and “Lullaby for Jack Willenhall”!?! Blue might as well have tattooed JACK IS MY BEARD across her dang chest! “Tied by a velour thread, but in your gaze, I’m barely there.” Are you kidding me? The velour thread is their connection—a fragile, staged performance held together by the demands of the project, the label, the management. Not real life, not love, not authenticity, but pure artifice. And her decision to use “gaze” instead of “eyes”? Very telling! Not only is a “gaze” more soul-deep than just “eyes,” but it obvi sounds like gay! Jack’s gay gaze doesn’t hold her true self because it can’t—it’s her way of saying, “I am unseen in this charade.” It’s like an anthem of pure frustration, her true feelings left as this ghostly outline. Blue is screaming this to anyone who will listen!!

And then OMG “A Thousand Oak Trees from You to Me”—HOLY ACTUAL HELL. This is the ultimate love letter to Sasha. Obvi we all remember Garbo Gals’ “Drive Me to Macy’s,” Blue’s tribute to those 2016 pap shots of her and Sasha GRETA Harlow in Thousand Oaks, hands entwined like they were the only people in the world. Well, this is that times infinity!! “Flashes in our faces, our fingers tracing the legends of a thousand oaks”—she’s taking us right back there, like she’s guiding us to the holy relic of their love. “Flashes” aren’t just the photographers’ cameras; they’re like tiny, searing memories of that intimate moment, and “fingers tracing the legends”—it’s like her hands in Sasha’s were touching eternity, reaching into the roots of something unbreakable. The oak trees are towering, timeless, unwavering—just like her devotion. This is her declaration. Her promise to Sasha. Her cathedral of love laid bare.

And everyone who ever called us delusional can sit down!! This album is a confession and a confirmation—a love letter hidden in plain sight.

THANK YOU, BLUE. WE SEE YOU. WE LOVE YOU.




Blue

Blue was still in bed when Max called up from downstairs to say the interview candidate was here. She grabbed a lukewarm, half-empty Red Bull from the bedside table and took a big sip. It tasted like piss but perked her up a bit. In the bathroom, she splashed water on her face, swished Listerine around her mouth. She sucked on the vaporizer on the counter, only to find it was empty. Fuck. She rummaged through the drawers.

“Blue!” Max called again.

“Coming!” Blue yelled back, just as she found a Juul from God knows how long ago with a little juice left. She drew in hard, disappointed to find it was mango flavored. Blue had left her fruity vape days behind her, now favoring only minty varieties. But beggars could not be choosers. She threw on her vintage Gucci kimono and looked for Bijou, her vibe detector, but couldn’t find her under the covers. Both greyhounds normally slept with Blue, but last night only Gigi was curled up at the foot of her bed. Blue kissed the dog’s nose, then headed downstairs.

“Have you seen Bijou?” Blue asked Max, who was pouring a girl who hardly looked nineteen a glass of Diet Coke, which felt like a good sign—she wasn’t too good for diet soda. But why did she need a glass? Blue weaved around Max and grabbed a Red Bull from the fridge, cracked it open, and took a big gulp.

“She isn’t upstairs?” Max asked.

Blue shook her head, feeling the timid girl’s eyes on her. Blue had interviewed three people already this week, and they were all wrong. The first had seemed like an idiot, Bijou had barked wildly at the second, and the third had seemed capable but deeply unfun. This girl didn’t seem fun either, but she’d come via a recommendation from Max’s camp friend, which meant Blue already trusted the girl more than the others. The friend said there wasn’t a Blue lyric she hadn’t memorized, a personality trait that could go either way.

“Blue, this is Rose,” Max said, pointing to the girl, who appeared to be shaking.

Rose adjusted her glasses and said, “Nice to meet you.”

“Shall we hit the balcony?” Blue said to Rose, who nodded and picked up her Diet Coke.

The fog hadn’t broken yet. The air was misty and cool as it typically was in January. Blue grabbed a couple of blankets and settled on the couch, motioning for Rose to join her.

“I don’t bite,” Blue said, grinning. She needed to loosen the girl up, ensure they could hang. She remembered Bijou and called for her, but Bijou didn’t come. Rose sat several feet away from Blue on the couch. Blue threw her a blanket. Rose set down her glass and spread the blanket over her knees.

“Your home is beautiful,” Rose said quietly. She had a nice voice, soft but melodic. That was a plus. Blue couldn’t stand a grating or nasally speaking voice, like the previous interviewee’s. She just wished Bijou would show up.

Blue nodded, lit a cigarette. “So why do you want to work for me?”

Rose inhaled sharply, looked up. Blue could tell she was thinking and that her mind moved quick. She wasn’t an idiot like the first girl she’d interviewed. Rose pulled a vaporizer pen—a Mi-Pod, Blue’s current favorite—from her jeans pocket and took a hit. This was an excellent sign.

“Sorry,” Rose said, exhaling.

Blue instantly recognized the flavor of the pod. “Diamond Ice?”

Rose giggled, nodded. An even better sign.

“Can I have a drag? I ran out this morning.” Then, “I’m dying.”

Rose handed Blue the vape. Blue inhaled and felt her muscles relax. “Where was I?” Blue asked. “Oh yeah. Why me?”

“I’ve been waiting to answer this question for so long,” Rose said. “It’s surreal to be asked it.”

“I get it,” Blue said, energized by the Diamond Ice plus the Red Bull. “That’s how I felt when I first performed on television. I’d been waiting my whole life to be on TV. And then I finally was, and I was so excited, and my voice did all these strange things. I was completely frozen and awkward. I kept doing these weird twirls to overcompensate, which only made things worse.” She sighed. “I thought my career was over.”

“Conan?” said Rose. “That performance is so misunderstood. You were majestic.”

Blue laughed. “I really wasn’t, but thank you.”

“People,” Rose said, confidence slipping into her voice, “are so threatened by greatness.”

Rose’s gaze locked on Blue’s, eyes unblinking.

Blue smiled. She was maybe beginning to like the nerd.

“Max says you’re a fan,” Blue said.

Rose nodded, then laughed. “You could say that, yes,” she said. “Does that give me points or take them away?”

“Depends,” said Blue. “What’s your favorite album?”

“Fluorescent Gloom,” Rose said without hesitation. This surprised Blue, and did in fact add points.

Rose passed the vape to Blue at the precise moment Blue craved another drag. This was also a good sign. She would need someone who could anticipate her desires.

“What do you like about it?” Blue asked, then sucked on the pen. On the exhale, vapor danced with the mist in the air.

“It’s so raw,” said Rose. “I love Spirit of Sinatra and Chateau Velour, don’t get me wrong. I love your wordplay, the sense of mischief. But I like you best when the listener gets to hear what’s beneath that—the loneliness, the heartbreak, the painful awkwardness of being alive. Fluorescent Gloom and Oleander do that so beautifully. But, really, I like all your records. And I promise I’m not just saying that. You can ask anyone who knows me. I’ve defended you from day one and I’m thrilled the rest of the world finally caught up.”

This was a good answer. But Rose was not done.

“I wrote my thesis on Fluorescent Gloom at Carnegie Mellon,” she said, some insecurity returning to her voice, a slight shakiness. “It’s not a cool school, I know, but they have a great voice program. And my parents teach there, so I went for free.”

“There’s no shame in getting an education,” Blue said. “I’d love to read your thesis.”

“It’s completely overwritten, but—”

“Don’t do that,” Blue interrupted.

“Do what?” Rose asked.

“Downplay your abilities,” Blue said. “It comes off as inauthentic. I don’t buy it. You’re a shark, like me. I see it in your eyes. Own it.”

Rose nodded.

“You’re a singer,” Blue said.

Rose nodded again.

“Sing for me,” Blue said.

“Right now?” Rose asked.

“Is now not a good time?” Blue asked.

Rose shrugged, then took a deep breath. A silence fell between them. Water slapped up against the rocks below. Rose adjusted her glasses, then stood up, put her hands on her diaphragm. Blue examined her face. Fair skin, freckles splattered across her nose, wavy auburn hair that fell just below her shoulders. It was thick, though in desperate need of deep conditioning. Blue saw potential. Rose’s hair had red undertones, and she had the coloring to pull off being a redhead. Most people didn’t. She wondered if Rose would wear contacts or trade her round frames for something a bit more chic, maybe a cat-eye. Behind the glasses, her brown eyes were kind, but intense.

Rose opened her mouth to sing. Blue recognized the first words and notes immediately. Because she’d written them. The song was “Rose Ghost” from Oleander. To Blue’s surprise, Rose hit the deep notes with ease. Blue’s voice was technically classified as contralto, the lowest female singing voice. Most women couldn’t go that low, but Rose could. She could go high too, hitting that high C with sharp, almost annoying precision. And like Blue, Rose could move from soft, nearly whispered tones to more powerful, belted notes. When she got to the chorus, her voice seemed to dissolve into the marine layer, syrupy and soft, more intimate than Blue would expect from someone classically trained. Rose’s voice lacked Blue’s feverish, sultry energy—there was no fire to it—but it was good. Vaguely impressive, but not threatening. Perfect. Blue closed her eyes, zoned into the sounds. Soon, the final note was echoing off toward the water.

Blue clapped and whistled, partially in response to Rose’s performance but also as a result of the Red Bull and nicotine swimming in her veins. Rose’s fair cheeks reddened. She cleared her throat and did an awkward curtsy.

“What’s your sign?” Blue asked.

“Gemini,” Rose said.

Blue gasped. “You’re hired,” she said. Max had wanted her to do background checks before hiring anyone, but Blue tended to act on instinct. And while a lot of bad things had happened to her, she was in a great place right now. Rose was a friend of Max’s camp friend. Max said she didn’t have many specific memories of this friend, and Blue couldn’t remember her name at the moment, but a friend of a friend seemed to circumvent the need for a background check. Rose came across as dedicated. She’d graduated from a top music program, which meant she was disciplined. She was a little uptight, sure, but there was something intriguing lurking underneath—a wild side begging to be unleashed. Blue needed to work with people she could be wild with.

Blue looked at Rose, who appeared to be choking.

Blue stood up and patted her back. “Don’t die on me now.”

“I’m just so happy,” Rose said, catching her breath. “Are you sure?”

“Here’s some free advice,” Blue said, leaning against the railing. “When someone offers you your dream job, don’t give them an opportunity to change their mind.”

Rose laughed. “Sorry, right.”

“Stop apologizing too,” Blue said. “You’re a little stiff, but so was I at your age. We’re going to loosen you up.” She patted Rose’s back again. “I can tell there’s a little freak inside you.”

Rose smiled. “Yeah,” she said. “I guess.” Mist blew off the ocean. A seagull swooped down and landed on the railing beside Rose. She jumped. Blue laughed. Then she heard barking. Bijou, finally. She was on the patio, barking madly at the seagull. Blue scooped her up and kissed her nose.

“Bijou,” Blue said, “meet your new auntie, Rose.”

Bijou remained transfixed by the seagull, still barking.



r/BlueBeards • posted by u/GarboMommy • April 2015

Just discovered this sub!

Hey, beautiful ladies!! Massive Blue Velour fan here, completely and utterly obsessed with her angelic tunes and flawless aura. I’m soooo excited to have discovered this glorious subreddit! For work I’m a graphic designer, and literally everything I make is a subtle nod to Blue’s aesthetic—film noir, femme fatales, intertwining freeways, dirty palm trees, velvet drapes, overcast beaches, pink ashtrays, deadly flowers, vape clouds…. Blue is basically my entire mood board for life.

Okay, I don’t normally tell people this next part, but I feel like I can trust you all with my entire soul. So here’s the tea: when I was a teenager, I went to this summer camp in North Carolina where I’m from, and—brace yourselves—a fellow camper was none other than Max Clark (aka Blue’s sister!!!!). Except Blue was Beatrice back then, and Max was Maxine. Maxine and I were like best friends. We had this crazy close connection that I swear I’ll never forget. We don’t talk a lot now, but we still follow each other on Instagram, supporting each other from afar.

Now for the part that will send you straight to heaven: Beatrice would sometimes pick up Maxine from camp in her baby blue Jetta, and she always had this impossibly cool woman beside her, and they’d both be smoking clove cigarettes. I swear, the smell of cloves still gives me actual butterflies. Maxine worshipped her sister, always talking about how Beatrice was fearless and did whatever she wanted. Seeing Beatrice with this stunning woman, it all just clicked. The energy was so undeniably sapphic!

Anyway, I am BEYOND thrilled to join this iconic subreddit and bask in our shared love for our divine queen, Blue Velour!!

Xoxo, Grace




Rose

Rose and Blue quickly fell into an easy rhythm. It helped that Rose knew everything about Blue—her favorite vape flavors, snacks, scented candles, beauty products—so it was relatively easy to predict her needs. But it was never dull, as Blue’s desires were constantly shifting. After all, one of Rose’s favorite things about Blue was her dynamism, the way she kept people on their toes. There was always an element of surprise. You thought she was going one way, and she went the other.

Blue’s personality was in constant flux. She’d tell Rose she didn’t like to drive, then make Rose pull over so Blue could take the wheel, stressing that she had a sudden “need for speed.” She’d say she preferred the Stones to the Beatles, then demand Rose put on Rubber Soul immediately or she’d “perish.” She’d quit cigarettes too many times to count, only to end up chain-smoking on the balcony later that day. Blue was a steady rush of contradictions, which she’d actually referenced on her Oleander song “Mercury,” about her lack of a fixed personality (and also being a Gemini, as their sign was ruled by Mercury). The song had a lyric Rose loved that she’d only recently realized was attributable to Walt Whitman: Do I contradict myself? I contain multitudes.

The biggest shock was how much Blue cared what people thought of her. One reason Rose was drawn to Blue was because of her general air of fuck it, an energy so foreign to Rose as to be exotic, as Rose was all effort, discipline, self-consciousness. Blue had always seemed effortless, and she still did, but she also really cared. She was also self-conscious. She’d say, “I love my haters, they’re my biggest fans one minute,” then later that afternoon monologue for an hour about one review from a random blog post in 2013 that “didn’t get it,” going on to say something like, “If I cared more, I’d kill him.” And she’d end up crying. Rose hated to see Blue sad but loved to rub her back while she cried. This was the only time they ever touched, and Blue’s skin always seemed to vibrate. Blue was so alive in a way Rose felt she could never be.

One afternoon in mid-January, Blue threw Rose for another loop. Rose was driving Blue back from rehearsal when Blue directed Rose to bypass the turnoff to her house and continue to Route 23. They wound through the canyons as the sky darkened, all the way to Thousand Oaks, site of those famous paparazzi photos Rose had poured thousands of words into analyzing on the subreddit.

“The shopping in Malibu is shit,” Blue said as she instructed Rose to pull into a spot outside of Macy’s. “Bougie hippie bullshit.”

Again, more contradictions. Sometimes, she really seemed to like bougie hippie bullshit. She wore Dôen maxi dresses and loved Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young. Her vintage Mercedes—referenced in the Chateau Velour song “Baby Blue Benz”—had an artisanal dream catcher hanging from the mirror and an overpriced palo santo stick in the center console, which she’d burn in between cigarettes. She often wore fringed suede jackets with Ugg boots, and her hair hung below her breasts. But other times, Blue considered herself suburban white trash, exhibiting a near-religious devotion to Diet Coke, Red Bull, and the less luxurious mall department stores. Other times, she was an Old Hollywood darling, with her vintage kimonos and dramatic eyeliner and vintage gold lighter. Still others, she considered herself a redneck, with her Red Bull and old men who rode motorcycles and her vaguely Southern accent that seemed to become more pronounced when the sun went down.

Rose liked all the Blues.

Ella had been weird toward Rose since Rose landed the gig. Ella stopped treating Rose like an employee and started treating her like an ex-girlfriend who had wronged her. Rose and Ella had kissed once, just after Rose moved in nearly a year ago, but they’d both been so drunk. Ella hadn’t mentioned it, and Rose wondered if she even remembered. They were by no means exes, but sometimes Ella would climb into Rose’s bed and hold on to her in the middle of the night, and by the morning, Ella would be gone.

Ella expected Rose to introduce her to Blue.

“I work for her,” Rose had
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