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Aline had hated using the phone for as long as she could remember. She had just settled down in the easyboy chair, tucking her fist under her chin to start reading peacefully when it rang. Her hands still smelled of Pinesol, burnt fish fingers mixing with the cleanser. It was a mundane Monday evening, a far cry from the Monday when she'd received the phone call six years prior. The father of her children was found dead in his apartment on John Street. Overdose of methamphetamine. Life had painfully gone on.

Her phone shivered again, a strange hum, not the upbeat ringtone she usually had. 

Aline frowned, reaching for the device. No caller ID. The moment she slid it to accept the call the air in the room turned icy. 

"Hello?" she whispered.

The response was a sound that shattered the domestic peace of the house. It was an ear-splitting scream, a jagged wail that contained the concentrated essence of a thousand agonies. It wasn't just loud; it was...intimate. 

She knew the scream.  And that frightened her more than seeing her breath in the before warm living room. 

"Mark?"

The scream subsided into a wet, rhythmic gasping. And then, the background began to bleed through the receiver.
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Mark’s boots hit the surface of the bridge with the sound of a hammer striking an anvil.

He was not alone. The Bridge of Stonewall was inches wide yet felt  infinite in length, a gray expanse of calcified bone and compressed ash that hung over a rift. To his left, a Great Chasm separated this path from a horizon of blinding, aching gold. To his right, the Rift.

The Rift was a sea of molten sulfur and black, oily smoke that churned with the motion of a billion drowning things. Non dead demonic things.

Mark was part of the Great Procession. There were thousands of them—the ghosts of the lost, the addicts of self, the architects of their own ruin. They marched in a lockstep dictated by a pulse that came from the bridge itself.

Thump-shh. Thump-shh.

Beside him, a woman in a shredded business suit was clawing at her own throat, her eyes wide and white, but her feet kept the rhythm. Behind him, a man whose skin looked like wet parchment was whispering a confession to God who wasn't listening.

But it was the demon creatures that commanded the air. They served the master, the Prince and power of the air.

They weren't creatures of flesh. As the procession moved, the demonic creatures "spoke." The sound was a demonic cacophony—a mixture of feedback loops, the grinding of tectonic plates, and collective shrieks.

“Krrr-aaa-shhh... Viiiii-nnooo...”

The sound vibrated through Mark’s teeth, trying to shake his memories loose. He clutched the object in his hand. It wasn't a phone anymore; it was a shard of white-hot obsidian.

He opened his mouth. His throat was a desert of ash. He began to sing.

"The sands of time are sinking..."
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