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FLIRTING WITH DANGER
Annette Caseley

When Jim asks about him, the one I have managed to eradicate 
most traces of, I know that trouble is not far away. I should 
confess, but I can’t face it. I don’t want my efforts in covering 
everything up to have been in vain. 

‘Alex was special,’ I admit. 
Dark brown eyes, long lashes, pale skin with cute freckles 

and a cheeky smile which made him look less innocent than he 
was at twenty. We met at drama school, but he dropped out in 
the second year to find a new life. 

I stop for a moment and glance across the bar at Jim. 
Jim McCarthy, if that’s even his real name. He’s attractive – 
mid-thirties, thick jet-black hair – and I can tell he works 
out by the  well-defined arm muscles, lean rather than bulky. 
Under his tight white T-shirt his stomach is flat, so I guess 
he’s careful  about his weight, which explains why he’s not 
drinking as much as I am. 
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We were introduced at Fred’s party last week. He flirted 
with me and we discussed the terrible state that the UK film 
industry is in. My interest was piqued when he mentioned he 
was a director, but even more so when he revealed that he had 
funding for a new film. Now funding, that’s the hardest part 
for a director. 

‘Full funding,’ he said. He teased me with, ‘there might be 
a part in it for you.’

Because he paid for all the drinks, I believed him and 
ignored  the voice in my head that told me to be careful. 
I pretended not to be alarmed when he explained that the film 
was about a couple searching for their lost son. I told myself 
it was a coincidence. 

I should never have agreed to meet him again tonight, but 
I need to be in this film. I should leave, but Jim’s come-to-bed 
eyes are not easy to avoid and it’s been a long time since my 
last relationship. 

‘What’s my part?’ I enquire.
‘I think you’d be good as the son’s girlfriend,’ he says.
When I ask why, he gives me some bullshit about knowing 

that I would be able to convey how desperate the girlfriend 
feels after the disappearance, and understand the parents’ daily 
torture of not knowing what happened. Jim makes me want to 
tell him about Alex. I have wanted to tell someone for years and 
Alex’s parents should know. 

Alex and I moved into this large one-bedroom flat in 
Kentish Town, posh road opposite a park, high ceilings, huge 
sash windows, wooden floors, all financed by his mum and dad: 
uptight Mary and religious Andrew. Alex wanted to be an actor 
and he had struck a deal with his wealthy parents. They would 
pay for his acting course, but if within two years of completing 
it he had no work as an actor, he would join a ‘proper’ profession. 

‘I’ve heard about Alex. Were you close?’ Jim asks. 
I want to tell him that two people have never been closer. 


