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“Now Sandy, I am leaving you in charge,” said our Aunty Agnes. “If any trick or treaters come to the door, give them candy from that box. One per Person. If anyone other than a trick or treater knock’s on the door, banish them back to the damn Stone Age, am I clear?”

“If anyone who's not a trick or treater comes to the door, I’ll set Stan and Winter loose on them,” Sandy replied.

“That's a girl,” said Agnes. “You may not have turned out to be a History Lord, and that makes you a big disappointment, but at least I can count on you for something.” 

Sandy looked visibly pained by this. Meanwhile Stan and I were watching YouTube videos.

“Soooo, should we watch the History of early modern Halloween... or I know what you did next Christmas?" Stan queried.

“Dude, put on the I know what you did next Christmas.” I smirked as I said it. "Anything from Dark Animation’s is awesome!”

He pressed the button, and a video came up as Sandy came into the room. 

She looked at me, then ordered “Alright, my mum is away. That means, I am throwing a party.”

My little brother came into the room. “Wait, a party?” He smiled. “Ugh, the music studio had me do one of those last bloody weeks... it SUCKED.”

He was still smiling as Sandy sighed. “I already have a D.J booked...”

Lockie, my music star little brother, yelled, “GOD DAMNIT” and stormed off.

Stan sighed, pausing the video. “Yeah, I don’t care if you have a party... just make sure the music doesn’t interrupt our YouTube."

Lockie is looking at Sandy from the other side of the hallway, glaring at her before going up the stairs. Lockie told her, sounding offended.“So, you have a national mega star who’s in your family, and you don’t want him to sing at your party?” it seems Lockie isn't ready to storm off yet, not without having his say on Sandy's party. 

Sandy sighed. “I said I have a DJ booked.... You can do whatever the hell you want." 

Lockie left for our house to get his professional microphone. Then, Sandy began talking to everyone once more. I just have conditions. No FREAKY TIME TRAVELLING, no shenanigans, no misbehaviour, no historical armies, no banishing anyone, ANYONE, back in time... no creating portals to other times, unless it helps the party... and no using freak powers. UNLESS IT, YOU KNOW... HELPS THE PARTY.”

“YOU WONT NEED TO WORRY,” I explained. UNLESS SOMEONE STOPS OUR YOUTUBE VIDEO... I'M VERY HAPPY WATCHING THIS.”

Stan explained, “I don't care... go away.”

​1 hour later

The party was in high gear, and we were watching the history of Halloween on our phone. As the music bellows like nails in a blender around everyone. 

“WOOOOOOO party!” One boy yelled as everyone stood around, sipping from their cool drinks and chatting.

A YouTube video started... It was a boy looking for a monster in an attic. “And so, I am looking for one of the famed interdimensional animals common in this area. The interdimensional MAGPIE...”

“Is he really stupid enough to hunt an interdimensional animal with those weapons?”” Stan asked. “Everyone knows you use glue grenades... FREAKING GLUE GRENADES PEOPLE.”

“HOLD ON, look out the window,” I whispered, pointing at an interdimensional magpie. 

“Do we yeet it?” Stan whispered. 

“We yeet It”, I responded. 

“YES!” Stan smiled.

Meanwhile, three teenagers were coming down the street in dangerous clothes. One boy had a skull on his t-shirt and a purple beanie. One of the girls had a baseball bat and a stick of bubble gum she put behind her ear... there was one last boy who was rather chubby and nervous looking... He kept muttering to himself “I'm going to jail, I'm going to jail."

The leader of the gang, the boy with the skull T-shirt whispered, “Would you relax? You’re not going to jail. I've done this 1000 times. These rich neighbourhoods are ripe for stealing stuff. These people have way more stuff than they need and it's no skin off society's back."

The chubby boy in the Cuddle Bunny T shirt whispered back, “I kinda need to keep my college record clean so I can get into robotics... and I never really took you for the Robin Hood type.”

The girl spat out her bubble gum on the ground and whispered, “look there's some folks having a party. In all the chaos no one’s gonna know we were here.”

The boy in the Cuddle Bunny T shirt grunted quietly. “A party is full of witnesses.”

The boy explained. “Come on. Where's your sense of adventure?”

The boy wandered around back, and he threw a grapple up to the balcony. They stormed up into the upstairs bedroom, with his friends close behind. His friends looked around, the girl took shopping bags out of her undies and whispered, “I kept

these, so we can steal a lot of stuff this time."

A girl appeared before them, in a raincoat, and with a tiny candle in a small lamp.

I looked at them and said, “You might want to leave.”

The girl who has stepped before these humans  is me, and I am here to stop the interdimensional magpies that have entered the building. And my name is Winter. 

The chubby boy in the Cuddle Bunny T-shirt stuttered in disbelief. “H– H– History Lord.”

He gasped in terror. The girl swung at my head with a bat., “Don’t mess with–” she quipped. “Hey, where did she go?"

She looked around. The boy in the skull t-shirt grabbed a medieval sword off the wall. The boy described, in detail, how this sword was both loot and the weapon to use against me. “Yeah, see this sword, not only is it some expensive loot to use against some very dangerous History Lord... but it is also way expensive, and will sell for a butt tone on E Bay. yeah, i am going to cut you with this sword, and then sell it.”

The boy swung the blade three more times, and I disappeared across the room, teleporting each time.

Winter could have stopped this kid 1000 ways in the span of a second. But she decided to let him brag for a moment, because she wanted to see just how arrogant he was. And she does have a genuine social science related curiosity in humans.;

“Stay still.” He swung the sword once more.

“Look, I do not care if you steal a TV, or cash,” I explained. “Or a newspaper, or whatever. But there is a group of interdimensional magpies all over the upper stories of the house. I do not want to have to save your ass every six seconds while I shoo them away.”

Stan pushed his head around the wall, through the fourth dimension and exclaimed, “Hello, all. Passengers may be advised ‘THE 4D black and white death birds’ are coming our way. Please fasten your weapons, and you stupid flipping teenagers should have brought glue grenades.”

Stan told them that they should have brought glue grenades to subdue the birds. But they didn't think they were going against interdimensional beings.

I grabbed the lightbulb, then I played with its wiring to upgrade it, adding pieces from the room to turn it into a flash grenade., and then launched it at the birds, causing it to explode. Then, a powerful bird launched its way into the room, and I barely dodged its attack. More soon appeared as the night went on. 

I teleported out of the way, grabbed the boy with the skull t-shirt,  threw him at the bird, carried him by one leg, and used him like a hammer. .

Stan drew a rune, and readied a spell. He yelled, “Encanto photaris,” and launched a magical ray of light, which hit an interdimensional magpie turning it into a photo,

The rest of them backed up. They were a weird mass of shape changing material and feathers crossing through the 3D plane from the 4D plane, in a dangerous whipping and slashing motion.

The boy who showed all that macho before, had now wet his pants, and was running toward the window, with the intent to jump out. He leapt out of the window, without so much as a plan on how to land. He concussed himself when his head hit the fence, then he fell prone on the ground.

I sighed. “Uuuggghhh, humans are so stupid sometimes.”

The girl yelled “alright newbie, you’re in charge now.”

The chubby boy in the Cuddle Bunny t-shirt, yelled “down the stairs” and bolted at hyper speed.

I yelled at the magpies. “COME ONE, COME ALL, GATHER ROUND ME EVERYONE. LOOK, FRESH PREY FOR ANY INTERDIMENSIONAL MAGPIE. AND I HAVE ONE THING TO SAY TO ANYONE WHO THINKS I MIGHT BE TASTY."

I teleported past the magpie and grabbed a bottle
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