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THE INTERVIEW

I LOOKED AT THE FILE in front of me. I’d already 

read it twice, so I wasn’t really seeing it.

Would she be on time? It was 10:27 a.m. Three 

minutes until our scheduled meeting.

The new recruit had been a barista and coffee shop 

owner in her previous life until a nasty divorce sank 

her business and left her heavily in debt. Espresso cof-

fee was the one love she had left. So naturally, I’d had 

Maria swap my beloved machine for a drip filter and 

would have to drink the shit for the whole assignment, 

just to piss her off. 



She annoyed me already.

Hell, I hated these assessment jobs. It wasn’t that I 

had to be a jerk to the recruit in question to see what 

they were made of. That came easy to me. It was the 

feeling of wasting my time that I hated. But making 

sure a Shade could do their job properly was a necessity 

and this was the only way to tell.

There was a firm rap on the door. I checked my 

watch and slipped the file out of sight. 

“Come in.” 

It was ten-thirty on the dot.

The door swung open. Not an easy feat for someone 

her size in heels. That door was heavy. I’d had it rein-

forced against unwanted intruders and eavesdroppers.

I ran an unimpressed eye over her. She was pale, 

her hair was a mess, and her dress outdated. A stark 

contrast to the polished perfection I was used to in LA.

She was beautiful. 

Authentic. Natural. Unaware of it too. Another 

rarity.

I’d have to ruin her. Make her look like everyone else.



She was giving me a once-over too, and I couldn’t 

tell if she liked what she saw, but there was a faint trace 

of amusement in her eyes as she surveyed the room.

My own face gave nothing away.

She sat down without waiting for an invitation but 

not before I noticed her legs were trembling. Even so, 

she met my gaze steadily.

“Isobel Avery, I take it?” I asked, despite already 

knowing the answer.

“That’s right.” Her voice was soft, with a slight 

tremor, but it was clear she was trying to come across 

as confident.

Great. She had a cute Australian accent too.

“What experience do you have?” I knew the answer 

to this one as well: none. That was why I asked—to see 

how she’d react.

She dropped eye contact for an instant, but didn’t 

betray any other sign of nervousness. 

“I’ve been selected for you by the Taste Society,” she 

said. “That’s as much as you need to know.” 

Good answer. The best I’d heard in a long time. 



Curiosity piqued, I couldn’t resist pushing further. 

“I’m not in the habit of trusting others’ judgment. 

Why should I start now?”

It only took her a couple of seconds to formulate 

a response. “Because it’s efficient and you’re short on 

time.”

Another great reply. She must have done her own 

evaluation and had come up with an argument that 

would’ve had a chance of winning me over even if the 

test hadn’t been rigged. Which meant she was smart, as 

well as beautiful. And she had spunk.

Pity I’d have to stamp it out of her over the next 

month or so. 

I stayed perfectly still and let the silence draw 

out—a move designed to make her uncomfortable, 

make her sweat. She managed not to fiddle. Another 

point to her, but I could see the strain on her face. She 

was desperate for this job.

At last, I decided I’d waited long enough and put 

her out of her misery. “You’ll have to do, I suppose.”

Her face lit up like the Santa Monica boardwalk 



at night.

I got to my feet. She mirrored me automatically 

and I handed her the envelopes. “The first envelope 

is from the Taste Society. They asked me to give it to 

you if I approved you for the job. You’ll start at break-

fast tomorrow. Before that, have my stylist give you a 

makeover.” I looked her over again, making sure my 

face showed disdain. “A big one.”

The light went out. 

I felt a twinge of regret. Not a usual emotion for 

me, but it wasn’t going to stop me from doing my job. 

“The stylist’s number and my schedule are in the other 

envelope.”

“Anything else?” she asked.

“Get a tan.” Shades shouldn’t stand out. They 

needed to blend in. 

“Sorry, I don’t tan.”

She didn’t sound sorry at all. 

“You do if I say so, sweetheart. You’re in LA now, 

and I’ve got a reputation to maintain.”

“No, I mean my skin goes bright red, then white 



again. So your options are beetroot or potato.”

My mind took a moment to convert beetroot to 

beet. Was that true? I guess she was very pale, without 

even the sun-kissed look that occurred by default living 

in a perpetually sunny city. There was nothing about it 

in her file though. Easy enough to fix in any case. “It’s 

called a spray tan.”

“I’m allergic,” she lied. 

That definitely would’ve been in her file. The Taste 

Society knew more about our Shades’ health than our 

Shades did. 

“So if it’s all right with you,” she continued, “I’m 

gonna go ahead and live to a ripe old age as a potato.”

She had sass all right. Not a desirable attribute in a 

Shade. “You chose an interesting profession for that.”

My new trainee didn’t bother to reply. Instead, she 

spun on her heel and headed for the door. She didn’t 

have the walk of a model, far from it. She looked like 

she was trying to hike and kept forgetting about the 

heels. I watched her go, admiring her ass. 

She hesitated before turning the handle and gave 



me a half-hearted wave. “See you tomorrow.”

I was too busy wondering if she’d caught me look-

ing at her ass to respond.

Oh well, maybe now she’d think I was a lecher, as 

well as a jerk. 

This assignment was going to be… interesting.

THE END
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