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“I KILLED IT STONE DEAD.”  There's a knife – a bloody big steak knife – embedded in the huge pumpkin on the kitchen table, and Brian has airily wandered away to tend to the chilli they'll be having later.  It's the answer to the question, from the man on the opposite side of the kitchen, about what the knife is doing stuck in the pumpkin.  The man on the opposite side of the kitchen is wearing a lycra outfit – a superhero outfit, rather than anything you'd wear to the gym.  There's a lycra balaclava over his head.  His voice is muffled.

His voice is muffled because of the balaclava, and though there's a gap in the mouth for breathing and some limited vision, it only does so much.  So he reaches up red-and-black lycra-clad arms, and takes it off.  It's Charlie underneath, grinning.  “What kind of an answer is that?” he asks, more clearly.  “You're supposed to be carving it, not killing it.  Is that the sum total of your pumpkin-carving skills?”

“I'm busy with the chilli,” Brian says primly.  “We've got to eat.  You have a go: dazzle me with your artistic flair, why don't you?”

“I don't know,” Charlie grumbles, but he gets up, goes over, pulls out the knife and takes a smaller, sturdier vegetable knife out of the drawer instead.  He starts to hack away at tough orange rind, mouth twisted with a true artiste's perpetual dissatisfaction at the awful chasm between vision and realisation.  And he continues his plaint.  

“I go put my Halloween costume on – to take your sister's kids trick-or-treating, let me remind you.  Have I made an effort?  Check me out!”  He drops the veg knife, steps back a little, spreads his arms wide and gives it a bit of a twirl.  The superhero costume has a codpiece of some kind.  It's not unflattering.  Brian picks up the pumpkin under one arm, and gives Brian a particularly dashing grin, head cocked.  

Brian does turn a bit, eyes him appreciatively.  “Babe, I am never knowingly not checking you out,” he admits.  

“I know,” Charlie says, smug, and Brian laughs, not remotely concerned.  “But what I'm saying is, what I come downstairs to, is pumpkin-carving activities underway – also known as you sticking a knife in the poor murdered seasonal veg, and then abandoning it.  And your costume.  Brian.  Your fucking trick-or-treating cossie.  Look at you, Christ's sake, man.”  His tone is disparaging.  So is his look.

Brian looks down at himself, and there might be something a touch defensive in it.  “What?  It's a perfectly good costume.  It complements yours.  Isn't that the important thing?”

Charlie just looks at him, and lets silence speak, a bit.  

Brian is wearing his usual plain shirt and sweatpants past their prime, some ridiculous snow boots – they'll be going out soon, braving the cold with a couple of shrieking kiddies – and a hat.  The hat isn't for Halloween, it isn't about Halloween.  Or only tangentially – their Halloween supper will be chilli, toffee apples, baked tatties and gross-yet-traditional butcher's pies.  So, chilli: proper mole, bitter chocolate and ground beef and a bottle of tequila and everything.  Enough reason to dig the sombrero from a holiday a few years back out of the cupboard, stick it on his head and grin.

And that combines with his outfit to give the whole thing a Mexican flavour.  The rest of his outfit, is a blanket.  Well, a blankie.  Well, it's actually, technically, the throw off the back of the sofa in their front room.  Their front room, he thinks, with a pleased thoughtful shrug.  For almost a year now, their front room.  It was around Halloween last year that...  Well.  Halloween is like their personal anniversary and high day and holiday, put it like that.

But.  The blankie.  Charlie's still giving him the sceptical and reproving bit.  As far as a man in a superhero suit waving a pumpkin around can do that, in any case.  And he cracks, makes with the actual words.  “How does it even count as a costume?” he points out.  “It's a throw off the couch.  How is a throw off the couch – are those beer stains?  You didn't even wash it!  You're going to give your sister's kids botulism!  How does it count?”

Brian sniffs a bit and turns back to stir the chilli some more.  “You don't want to know what those stains are.  Let's draw a veil.  You're Clint Eastwood, Dirty Harry, the high plains drifter, et cetera.  Or that's what you told me you were going for.  I have a blankie – or a poncho, depending on how you look at it.  Plus a sombrero.  Hence, obvs. I am a sexy Mexican villager looking to you for aid, succour, and a roll in a haystack.  Do they have haystacks in Mexico?”

Arms steal around him as he stirs, and they're taut and muscly – under the lycra.  “Well, I couldn't find a bootlace tie and decent cowboy boots anywhere,” Charlie says, cheek pressing up against his own.  “And now I'm Iron Man – or Iron Patriot?  Actually, I think it might be Spiderman – I'm a bit rusty on the whole comicbook issue –“

Brian uses the wooden ladle as a punctuative aid, as a conductor's baton, flouncing it out a bit as he leaps in to argue the point.  “Never mind who you are.  Do I look like a nerd who's gonna know the difference?  The point is, you said Clint Eastwood, and I went with it.  And now, well...”  He reaches a hand back, and feels Charlie up and down his ribs and thigh.  “I figure, any man with steel buns and a stretchy multi-colour outfit, qualifies as a mean lean cowboy of the urban environment.  Right?  Which means my outfit is still complementary, and I still get to be a sexy villager eyeing you up and lisping, 'Save us, sexy stranger in spandex, save us!  El banditos, they come to burn us down – but if you save us, I will burn down your bedroom with hotness!”

Arms are getting tighter, and there's a rumble of a laugh pressed up against his chest.  “Well, the outfit is quite complimentary, in fact.  To your arse.”

Brian pouts a bit, theatrical, dips the ladle and passes back a taste of it for Charlie to sample. “You think anything suits my arse,” he observes.

“With good reason,” Charlie says smoothly.  “I'm on board with the outfit, now that you've explained it, sweetheart.  However speciously.  Dunno how you're gonna explain it to your sister's kids, though.  What are we gonna call ourselves?  Cowboy Man and Poncho?  London Lycraman and the Space Villager?  As my sidekick, you know you've gotta–“

He nearly gets the ladle in the face at that, ducks and pops up again, a meerkat peering over Brian' shoulder.  “Whose sidekick?” Brian says, heavily sarcastic.  “Sidekick my arse!”

“Mmm, your arse,” Charlie agrees, feeling it up a bit, swatted away with the hand not holding the ladle.  “Well, someone's gotta be the sidekick, someone's the top name on the movie-posters, darlin'.  And if you must insist on being a sexy helpless villager...”

Brian is about as undeterred as ever though.  “If anyone's the sidekick around here, it's you, buddy-boy,” he threatens.  “Which of us is armed and dangerous here?  Which one of us is holding the ladle?”  And he waves it threateningly, swerving around a bit as Charlie ducks and dodges.  “Get back to that pumpkin,” he says bossily.  “Make yourself
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