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To Benjamin, Mom, and Steve.













“The secret of remaining young is never to have an emotion that is unbecoming.”

—Oscar Wilde, The Picture of Dorian Gray
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Hebe (hee-bee): The Greek goddess of youth, daughter of Zeus and Hera.

At HEBE, we believe beauty is your birthright. You were born perfect, but life drained you of your vibrance. We return your inheritance. From the boardroom to the bar bathroom, HEBE’s products tap into your natural vitality, making you glow from within. After all, the world belongs to those who bathe in abundance.

In 2013, Tree Whitestone founded her blog, The Dew, with the understanding that peering into someone’s bathroom lets you see their soul. She carried that philosophy forward into our curated line of luxurious (and accessible) skincare and makeup. You are what you put on your face, and our products are made from the purest ingredients. No toxins, no parabens, no artificial fragrance. Just the good stuff. Because we think you should look your best—always. Remember: Beauty is possible.
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1

We bathed in their blood to stay young. Slick, fatty liquid kept us alight in our wild beauty. Their blood was the fountain of youth, burbling through our very own veins. Platelets are the secret to radiance. The key to a brighter complexion. Blood, with the fortifying run of an egg yolk’s slow drip, is the opposite of tech. It’s messy, never sterile.

To care for one’s skin is a learned art. Tree famously wore sunscreen every day from age five onward. First applied by her mother before Tree picked up the mantle of self-care when she turned twelve. She was the master and I her apprentice. The world is one assault on the face after another. The bloodbath was all we could do to survive.

AN EMAIL. GHOSTLY at the top of my empty inbox. It’s from Marigold Vreeland, Assistant to the Founder and CEO. Tree will see you in the subject line. The body is blank.

Tree Whitestone’s office is at the end of a long hall. I shake the wrinkles from my first-day skirt. Japanese designer with a complex system of pleats. Borrowed from Dom. I bury my gloved hands into the pockets, posture lifted, and head for the frosted glass door. Stationed out front at a kidney-shaped obsidian desk is Marigold, her hair a center-parted bob swishing on either side of her freckled face like the panels in a car wash. She works her flat lips into a mirthless grimace. No teeth.

“Hi, I’m—”

“The new Creative,” she finishes. “Welcome. I’m Marigold, Tree’s assistant. You’ll work with me to schedule appointments with the founder and CEO.”

She extends an arm. I shove my right hand, sheathed in flimsy lace frayed at the seams, into hers and we shake. Marigold pumps with a propeller’s force. “You may go in.”

A Lucite desk, the transparent mirror of Marigold’s, is the centerpiece of the room. Through it I see Tree’s cigarette trousers tapered to crossed ankles, the impressive bend of her knees, which are pressed together, calves set neatly to the side like a ballet dancer in repose. Her eyes are closed, the wall behind her splashed with old campaign imagery. Light spills through the tall windows. A quiet bell chimes.

I take a tentative step and clear my throat.

Tree’s eyelids unfurl like electronic window shades. She stares and stares and then—she smiles. She says, “Soph.” As if she has been waiting decades to hold my name in her mouth. “Please. Sit down.”

Tree gestures to a pink velvet settee and moves over to a beverage dispenser on a rattan table in the corner. I sit on the couch, taking in the room: the collaged photos of dew-soaked women behind the desk, the faux-bohemian accents, the product prototypes with naked, malformed packaging spread on a teak and gold tray. I must be one of the first in the world to see them.

Beside the desk is a library cart with two rows of books, the spines battered. Some are old. Binding peeling away from the pages. I can’t read the titles from this distance.

Tree’s narrow torso blocks my view as she hands me a glass of lemon water and rests on the opposite domed cushion. “Soph,” she says again. No one has ever felt the need to shorten Sophia before. “Welcome.”

I balance the glass on my knee. The gloves affect my grip so that I’m often on the verge of dropping something. Richard, my boyfriend, calls me butterfingers. Inside my left pocket, my index nail worries a dent in the thumb’s knuckle. The urge to bite is strong. I rub the uneven ridge through the glove’s lace weave.

“I’m so happy to be here,” I say. “This is my dream job.”

“You’re already a vital member of our team,” Tree replies. “You’ve been given a computer? And the products? Everything you need?”

“Yes, thank you.”

Tree waves. “No need to thank me, I have moisturizer coming out of my ears. And everywhere else.” She winks.

I blush and force an echoey laugh. She is, indeed, incredibly moisturized. Her forehead flashes, a boom light. Her shoulders glimmer in her sleeveless top. I feel it coming off of her in waves, a hissing mist. Tree laughs heartily, from the gut. She laughs and laughs. Slaps a knee.

I sit there, smile frozen, an ache burning my cheeks, clutching the glass.

Her white-blond hair, parted down the middle, grazes her shoulders as she shakes her head. “Loosen up. Beauty is fun. That’s one of HEBE’s guiding principles.”




Hebe. The Greek goddess of youth. Serving ambrosia to the gods and goddesses of Mount Olympus.

I laugh, softening into it, and settle farther into the couch’s embrace. I’m suddenly tired; I could nap. I touch the water glass to my inner wrist, hoping for a jolt, but it’s lukewarm.

“Let’s talk business for a sec. Your first major project will be next Wednesday; Gem will fill you in on the details, but we have a shoot for a new launch. And please, come out for drinks with us tonight! My treat.”

Gem is Gemma. HEBE’s Lead Storyteller, my boss. She hates the word boss, Tree said in our final interview. I do too. It’s so masculine. Call me your True North. She plucked the final word from the air with a finger curl.

“I would love to, but—”

She cuts me off. “Ah, time for my next appointment. Take your time settling in. The real work starts soon!”

I’m nodding, hard. Picturing my head rolling off my neck. I see it plunging onto the creamy rug, dripping the wrong pink for the color scheme. There’s a light knock and we both turn toward Marigold’s spooky face pressed to the door, summoning me.

It isn’t until I’m back at my desk that I realize I’m still holding the glass of water, tight enough that I’m surprised it doesn’t break.

DRINKS ARE IN the bar of a hotel around the corner from the office. I’ve walked down this street countless times and never noticed the entrance, an industrial door framed by a coat of ivy. Tree, Gem, and I tunnel through the archway of greenery. SoHo recedes, the leafy walls narrow, rustling and mobile, until they spit us into a dark room. A smell like new leather, like flowers on fire. Santal 33 by Le Labo. I’m wearing it too. We’re all wearing it—Tree and Gemma and the plush and slim-shouldered women milling about the candlelit bar, pencil rubbings coming to life as I adjust to the dark.

The maître d’, reedy in a black dress, straightens at our approach. “Ms. Whitestone! How are you this evening? May we seat you at the usual table?”

“If it’s available,” Tree says. Magnanimous, but also like she might unhinge her jaw, snake-like, and swallow the maître d’s head whole if the table is, in fact, not available.

Tree’s usual table is in the back corner of a smaller, quieter dining room. The table doesn’t seem large enough to fit the three of us, but we manage to fold our limbs underneath. It’s not comfortable. If I move slightly to either side my knee will graze one companion or the other. I aim to stay completely still, legs pointed forward, back straight, breath held. Already there is a twinge, a muscle jumping near my tailbone.

“Have you been here before?” Tree asks. “It’s my favorite place near the office.”

I shake my head. “First time.”

The server drops three menus. The beverages are named after yoga poses. Downward Dog. Warrior One. Upon closer inspection, I realize they don’t contain alcohol. I haven’t had a drink since I was a junior in high school, and it’s such a relief not to be saddled with water at a bar that I order at random. The Namaste. Moments later the server returns with our drinks and a bowl of rosemary-dusted almonds. In my glass, a lavender sprig floats serene on a foam cloud.

Tree shakes her drink. She raises the glass. Gemma and I lift ours in return. “Beauty is possible,” Tree says.

We clink, swallow. The Namaste is slightly gritty; my throat resists as the drink eases down. In the candlelight, Tree’s lips are slicked wet patent leather. The second sip of The Namaste is not nearly as shocking as the first. I start to enjoy myself.

“So,” Tree says.

“What brings you to us?” Gemma says.

The conversational volley feels like another interview. Maybe I dreamt signing the offer letter, the placid pink office, a stretch of marble with a sticky note denoting a nebulous square as belonging to me, the bags of makeup weighing down my overstuffed purse. “Well, as you know, I majored in fashion merchandising at LIM—”

Tree looks at Gemma, back at me. “Tell us what’s in your heart.”

The women, my coworkers, stand out in the swampy dining room. Hair and skin and cheeks and teeth. The moment I knew I wanted to work for them took place on the corner of Prince and Crosby. I waited to cross so I could meet Richard at the outdoor café across the street. I spotted him at our favorite table in a blue shirt, reading a book with the cover rolled back, and smiled at the sight of his natural state, how he was when he thought he was alone. The weather was warm but not yet hot, and SoHo bubbled with the Friday afternoon rush. My happiness, as it always was when it came, was restless. I checked my phone as a sleek car with tinted windows passed, imagining someone famous inside, maybe Brad Pitt, maybe Margot Robbie, maybe Viola Davis. These were the celebrities that came to mind.

Then, a bright splash on the horizon. A billboard. The image: serene pool blue transposed over the HEBE logo on a white background. Beneath: Coming Soon. Such a calm, blank space suspended above the downtown throb was arresting.




“The company branding stuck with me,” I say to Tree and Gemma. “It’s like a visual meditation. That’s what we need, isn’t it? To be soothed. To find a moment of peace among all the . . .” I toss my hand toward my phone, screen up on the table. “Noise. I want to give that to people.”

“Aesthetics are so important. That’s why I founded a beauty brand in the first place. When you look good, you are good. You know?”

And Tree must be the absolute best, because she is breathtaking. Her white hair and geometric eyeliner, the ceramic tone of her skin, the backless dress. Was she wearing that before? I don’t recall. She drains her cartoonish drink, pulls a compact and a tube from the bowels of her Staud handbag, and applies the tiniest rub of HEBE balm to her bare lips. I study her mannerisms, try to memorize the delicacy with which she handles the tube, tosses it into her bag, and snaps the closure shut, after which she calls, “Waiter!” and waves an arm. “Another round, please.”

Three fresh drinks appear. But my first languishes near the bottom of the glass. Foam streaks the sides.

“Drink up, Soph!” Gemma says. My cheeks turn warm. Sophia is a recent grad with a secondhand Louis Vuitton Neverfull in her closet, an obvious blow-out, and dry skin on her knuckles. Soph is a spotless professional. Her clothes and hair and teeth exude money.

There is no harm in drinking another Namaste. Nothing in the drink will turn me sour-mouthed and vicious. Only calories, which the other women don’t seem worried about. I take the largest sip I can manage, swallowing hard and chasing with water. Lavender floods my sinuses. I blink and a tear drips down my cheek.




Tree grabs my wrist with one hand. The other cups my chin. She wrenches my face so that I’m staring right at her.

“Oh, honey,” she says. “Don’t cry.” She releases me, presses an index finger to the single tear, absorbing the liquid into her skin, lifting the damp finger to her lips. Her pink rabbit’s tongue darts out and licks. “Mmm, salty!” she says, and giggles.

I should be disturbed. My new boss just touched my face. Just licked my tears right from the palm of her hand. But my new boss is Tree Whitestone. And she’s smiling like a maniac, like she’s been waiting for me all her life. And the funny thing is, I feel like she has. I feel like I might have something that she needs.

As if in answer, she says, “We’re so happy to have you.”

THE DEAD BOLT on the apartment door is kicked out and nestled against the frame. What time is it? Some minutes ago, Tree put me in an Uber XL. The driver offered a mini Fiji, an organic breath mint I sucked on merrily as we threaded through lower Manhattan. Not drunk but shadowed by the memory of drunkenness, I am loose and spilling over my edges.

I push the door open. It slams against the wall. “Fuck! Dominique!” I twist the dead bolt. It retreats and the door slots into place. I lock it behind me. On my bedroom floor, legs splayed in a lazy straddle, hair a dark beehive held in place with a scrunchie, Dom, my roommate and best friend, does her makeup. She’s taken the full-length mirror off the wall and placed it against the bed in a characteristic display of dominance that I resent.

“Full name. I must be in trouble.” Dom keeps eye contact with her reflection.




“What are you doing in here?” My eyeliners are scattered on the rug. She’s wearing a black lace thong and a striped tube top, as if she got distracted in the midst of dressing.

“Going through your makeup.”

I throw my bag on the floor, sit down next to it, and shed my gloves. “Like you don’t have enough of your own?”

Dom’s blog, MAKEUPSEX, is popular enough to keep her as rich in eyeliner as she is in everything else. She started publishing her writing online during her one semester at the School of Visual Arts. All the great artists kept diaries, but hers needed a hook that would keep others interested; she chose to tell the story of her life through makeup, which she used as a window to parties, dates with semi-famous people of all genders, and her various drug addictions. A post on the best liquid lipsticks to wear while giving a blowjob went viral, and she dropped out of school to devote herself to the project full-time.

Now she makes a modest income from ad revenue and sponsorships, and she would make more, if she bothered to update the site regularly. Her lifestyle of expensive pills, Prada and Margiela clothes, and nightly dinners at a rotation of Michelin-starred restaurants is bankrolled by a substantial trust fund. Our Lower East Side abode came as part of her inheritance when her maternal grandmother died.

Dom and I lock eyes in the mirror. She crawls toward me on her hands and knees. Closes her eyes and tells me to guess. One wing is sharp, with a dried-down glossy finish. The other, smudged like a remnant from Ash Wednesday.

I point to one eye and then the other. “Stila Stay All Day, Urban Decay 24/7 Glide-On.”

“YES!” Dom rests on her heels, flinging her arms. Collapses onto her hands and knees, elbows straight, and kisses me on the forehead.

I examine her up close. Rheumy eyes and a constant low-level sniffle put her at about a four-and-a-half, maybe a five, on the sobriety scale. Dom is never completely clean. She can’t handle raw-dogging reality, as she puts it. She needs a constant hazy scrim between her and what she refers to as all that shit. In other words, life.

It’s not too bad tonight; she’s holding herself upright. And her eyeliner is perfect.

“Where were you?” A suspicious twist to the mouth, as though biting lemon pulp.

“Work. Remember? First day.”

“Work! Yes! With Tree Whitestone. How was it?” When Dom is like this, fully awake, she fires one question after another.

“Good? They didn’t give me much to do. But we have a big shoot in a few days. I’ll learn more then. And we went out for drinks after.”

Dom crinkles her brow. “Drinks?”

“Non-alcoholic. Tree told me pretty much everyone at HEBE is sober. And vegan.”

“Sounds like sooo much fun.” She flips onto her back, head in my lap. “I’m working too. I’m going to dance till dawn, make out with someone sweaty, sleep on non-silk pillowcases and see how my wings hold up in the morning. Wanna come?”

“Sorry, babes, I have to wake up early. Work, remember? That’s how the plebes get by.”

I shake Dom off and climb into bed. Lavender Namastes thrum in my system, lulling me, baby-like, toward sleep. A flicker of guilt when I think about my nighttime skincare routine, but the pillow is calling and I sink.




“Earning an honest living, I respect it.” Dom stands, picks with pinched toes at the rumpled fabric of her skirt on the floor where I left it, then picks it up and hikes it over her curved hips, tugging at the zipper.

“Thanks for letting me wear that today,” I say, drifting.

“Anything for you, sweetheart.” She blows me a kiss and leaves.
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