
 



VOICES IN ECHO ALLEY: WHISPERS BETWEEN WORLDS 

Introduction 
Welcome to Daybridge—a city where reality wears thin in unexpected places, where the 
impossible masquerades as the merely unexplained, and where one paranormal 
investigator is about to discover that some echoes carry messages from beyond our world. 
Alice Chen has built her career documenting phenomena that conventional science 
dismisses: apparitions, time slips, voices that shouldn't exist. She approaches each case 
with meticulous methodology, separating genuine anomalies from fraud and 
misunderstanding. But the voices in Echo Alley will challenge everything she thinks she 
knows about the boundaries of reality itself. 

What begins as a routine investigation into warehouse workers hearing strange voices 
escalates into something far more profound—and far more dangerous. The voice that 
speaks to Alice knows things it shouldn't, reveals truths that can't be explained, and warns 
of a threat that spans not just our world but infinite variations of it. As Alice delves deeper 
into the mystery, she'll uncover a conspiracy seventy years in the making, technology that 
manipulates the fabric of reality, and a legacy left by her own grandmother—a legacy that 
suggests Alice's role in this unfolding crisis was predetermined across multiple timelines. 
This is where her journey begins, in a narrow alley where the impossible speaks with 
chilling clarity, and where one conversation will transform a paranormal investigator into 
humanity's last defense against interdimensional catastrophe. 

— Rae Stonehouse – Author 

 

THE DAYBRIDGE CHRONICLES - SERIES OVERVIEW 

 
The Daybridge Chronicles invites you into a universe where the boundaries between 
dimensions blur, consciousness evolves beyond human comprehension, and ancient 
cosmic forces clash with modern ambition. Born from The Ethan Reeves Werewolf 
Detective Series, this expanded universe transforms familiar characters into witnesses 
and participants in humanity's most profound crisis—where werewolf instincts become 
heightened perception, detective work becomes dimensional investigation, and solving 
crimes means preventing the collapse of existence itself. 

In the shadow of Daybridge bridge, an unremarkable city becomes the epicenter of 
humanity's transformation. This collection offers glimpses into interconnected stories 



featuring brilliant scientists grappling with reality-rewriting technologies, enhanced 
sensitives bridging human and cosmic consciousness, and reluctant heroes thrust into 
conflicts spanning dimensions. While each book stands alone with its own complete 
narrative, they weave together into a larger tapestry exploring one ultimate question: Will 
we transcend our limitations through unity, or face annihilation in the void between 
realities? Choose your chapter, enter the universe, and discover what happens when 
humanity's evolutionary leap collides with forces beyond comprehension. 

Visit Daybridge Chronicles or scan… 
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VOICES IN ECHO ALLEY: WHISPERS BETWEEN WORLDS 
 

INTRODUCTION: 
Dear Readers, 

The story you are about to experience represents a unique branch in the Daybridge 
Paranormal Investigations timeline. While featuring our familiar paranormal detective Alice 
Chen, "Voices in Echo Alley: Whispers Between Worlds" exists in what we might call a 
parallel dimensional thread of the Daybridge universe—which seems particularly fitting, 
given the story's subject matter. 

Those familiar with Alice Chen's previous cases in “Shadows Between Thoughts” and "The 
Quantum Detective: The Alice Chen Files" may notice certain divergences in this narrative. 
Consider this tale as occurring in an adjacent reality where certain events unfolded 
differently, particularly regarding Alice's background, abilities, and her relationship with the 
scientific community of Daybridge. 

https://my.linkpod.site/daybridgechronicles


As anyone who has spent time investigating the paranormal phenomena of Daybridge 
knows, the city exists at the intersection of multiple realities. It should come as no surprise 
that stories from Daybridge might occasionally bleed across dimensional boundaries—
indeed, such boundary-bleeding forms the very core of this particular case. 

Whether you view this as an alternate timeline, a parallel universe, or simply another facet 
of the complex and ever-expanding Daybridge mythology is entirely up to you. After all, in a 
city where a detective specializing in paranormal phenomena investigates rifts between 
realities, the question of which timeline is the "correct" one becomes particularly poignant. 

Enjoy your journey through this particular version of Daybridge's warehouse district. And as 
always, if you hear an echo that knows too much, perhaps it's best to listen carefully. 

CHAPTER ONE: THE UNCONVENTIONAL DETECTIVE 

The call came at 3:17 AM, because that's when they always came. Alice Chen rolled over in bed, 

squinting at her phone's harsh glow in the darkness. Unknown number. Of course. 

"Chen," she answered, voice clear despite the hour. Sleep had always been optional in her line of 

work. 

"We've got another one for you." Detective Rivera's voice carried the familiar blend of 

reluctance and resignation. "Warehouse district. Multiple reports of... voices." 

Alice sat up, already reaching for the notepad she kept on her nightstand. "Just voices? Or 

something more?" 

"Workers claim they're having conversations with people who aren't there. Security footage 

shows them talking to empty air." A pause. "Look, the captain wanted to file this under 'mass 

hysteria' or 'warehouse workers finding creative ways to day-drink,' but there's something else." 

Alice waited, pen poised. 

"The voices are telling them things they couldn't know. Specific details about shipments that 

haven't arrived yet. Personal information about coworkers who've never met. And all of it's 

happening in this one dead-end alley between buildings." 

"Address?" 

Rivera provided it, then added, "This is unofficial, Chen. Just like always." 

"Just like always," she echoed, a small smile forming. "I'll bill the department my usual rate." 



"The captain said—" 

"The captain will approve it when I solve his problem," Alice finished. "He always does." 

After disconnecting, Alice moved with practiced efficiency through her apartment. The space 

was small but meticulously organized—half living quarters, half paranormal investigation 

headquarters. One wall was covered with a map of Daybridge marked with colored pins 

indicating past cases, active investigations, and unexplained phenomena. Another held shelves of 

equipment: modified EMF detectors, thermographic cameras, custom recording devices designed 

to capture frequencies beyond normal human hearing. 

She dressed quickly in dark jeans, boots, and a charcoal blazer over a simple black shirt. 

Professional enough for official interactions, practical enough for crawling through abandoned 

spaces if needed. As she gathered her equipment, her fingers lingered on the smooth stone 

pendant hanging from a leather cord around her neck—a gift from her grandmother, who'd been 

the first to recognize Alice's sensitivity to the spaces between worlds. 

The pendant warmed slightly beneath her touch, as it always did when she prepared to cross 

paths with something beyond ordinary explanation. 

Outside, Daybridge was transformed in the pre-dawn hours. Streetlights cast pools of amber 

glow on empty sidewalks. The city felt liminal, caught between states of being. Alice had always 

done her best work in these threshold hours. 

Her car, a ten-year-old Subaru plastered with parking permits from various municipal lots, 

started reluctantly. The dashboard was cluttered with coffee receipts and hastily scribbled notes 

from previous cases. A small digital recorder sat in the cupholder, ready to capture thoughts as 

they came. 

"Case file: Warehouse District Voices," Alice spoke toward the recorder as she drove. "October 

10th, 4:03 AM. Multiple witnesses reporting interactive auditory phenomena concentrated in a 

specific location." 

She navigated through Daybridge's gradually shifting landscapes—from the renovated Victorian 

homes of her neighborhood to the gleaming downtown district, finally entering the industrial 

sprawl of the warehouse zone. Buildings loomed like sleeping giants, their loading docks empty 

at this hour. 

Alice parked near the address Rivera had provided. The security guard at the main gate 

recognized her—or rather, recognized her type. 

"Another spook hunter?" he asked, eyebrow raised as he checked her ID. 

"Detective consultant," Alice corrected mildly. "Daybridge PD sent me." 



The guard snorted but waved her through. "Good luck with the haunted alley. Hope you brought 

a voice recorder." 

"Several," Alice replied with a thin smile. 

She followed his directions through a maze of warehouses until she reached a narrow passage 

between two buildings. The alley ended at a brick wall, creating a dead end roughly thirty feet 

deep. Nothing remarkable distinguished it from any other service alley—dumpsters, utility 

meters, emergency exits from both adjoining buildings. Yet something about the space made the 

hair on Alice's arms rise. 

Alice set her equipment bag down and removed her primary recorder, an expensive model she'd 

modified with expanded frequency sensitivity. She placed it carefully on a ledge near the mouth 

of the alley, then took out a small notebook. 

"Preliminary observations," she murmured as she wrote. "Temperature 48 degrees Fahrenheit. 

Time 4:32 AM. No visible unusual characteristics. Minor temperature drop at alley entrance—

approximately two degrees cooler than surrounding area." She frowned, making another note. 

"Acoustic properties feel... contained." 

Alice had learned to trust her instincts. Ten years of investigating paranormal phenomena had 

honed her sensitivity to spaces where reality thinned. This alley felt like those places—like the 

abandoned hospital where whispers carried through walls that no longer existed, or the 

lighthouse where time occasionally ran backward for precisely 17 minutes. 

She moved deeper into the alley, her footsteps echoing crisply against the brick walls. The sound 

bounced back with unusual clarity, almost like— 

"Hello?" she called experimentally. 

"Hello," came the perfect echo, rebounding from the dead end. 

Alice nodded, making another note. Perfect acoustic reflection. Not unusual for this 

configuration of space. 

She tried again, this time with more words. "My name is Alice Chen." 

"My name is Alice Chen," the echo returned, perfectly mimicking her inflection. 

She took a few more steps forward, reaching the halfway point of the alley. "I'm investigating 

reports of voices at this location." 

The echo began normally: "I'm investigating reports of—" but then shifted subtly, "—you finally 

arriving, Alice." 



Alice froze, pen poised above her notebook. She'd encountered many paranormal phenomena in 

her career—apparitions, psychokinetic events, time slips, even a few legitimate hauntings among 

countless frauds. But this was new. An echo that altered itself, that responded rather than merely 

repeated. 

"Who am I speaking with?" she asked, keeping her voice calm and professional. 

The echo rippled back. "Someone who's been waiting for you specifically." 

Alice felt the familiar rush of discovery—part excitement, part apprehension—that had drawn 

her to this work from the beginning. She pulled a small device from her pocket, a custom-built 

electromagnetic field detector. The needle jumped erratically, confirming that something beyond 

normal environmental conditions was occurring. 

"How do you know who I am?" she asked. 

A pause longer than an echo should take. Then: "In some versions of reality, we've already met." 

Alice's heart quickened, but she maintained her composure. In her experience, paranormal 

entities often spoke in riddles or made grandiose claims. Verification was essential. 

"Prove it," she challenged. "Tell me something specific that demonstrates you know me." 

The alley fell silent for several seconds. Alice waited, the recording device capturing the 

unnatural stillness. Then the voice returned, not as an echo but seeming to originate from the 

surrounding air. 

"The scar on your right palm came from breaking a mirror when you were eight. You told 

everyone you cut yourself washing dishes, because you didn't want them to know you smashed it 

after seeing something move in the reflection that shouldn't have been there." 

Alice's breath caught. She instinctively turned her palm upward, tracing the thin white line that 

crossed from thumb to wrist. She had never told anyone the true story—not her parents, not her 

colleagues, not even the therapist she'd briefly seen after the Holloway House case left her with 

nightmares. 

"What are you?" she whispered. 

"Not a what," the voice replied. "Many whos. This place—this alley—sits at a junction point 

between timelines. A weak spot in the fabric between realities. We can communicate through it, 

but only here, only under certain conditions." 

Alice's analytical mind raced to categorize this phenomenon within her extensive knowledge of 

paranormal manifestations. Not a haunting in the traditional sense. Not psychokinetic projection. 

Something closer to the theoretical quantum breach she'd read about in Dr. Okafor's 

controversial papers. 



"You're claiming to be... people from alternate timelines?" Alice asked, carefully documenting 

the conversation in her notebook. 

"Yes, versions of Daybridge residents from realities adjacent to yours. Sometimes very similar, 

sometimes dramatically different." 

Alice took a moment to process this. If true, this wasn't merely another paranormal case—it was 

potentially revolutionary. Evidence of parallel timelines that mainstream science acknowledged 

only as theoretical. 

"Why are warehouse workers hearing you?" she asked. "Why now?" 

"The breach is widening," the voice explained, now seeming to come from the brick wall at the 

alley's end. "What was once a pinprick allowing minimal communication has grown. More of us 

can speak through now, but with less control over who hears us. We need your help, Detective 

Chen." 

"My help with what?" 

"Finding out why the breach is expanding. And stopping whoever is deliberately making it 

worse." 

Alice felt a chill that had nothing to do with the pre-dawn air. "Someone is intentionally 

widening this... reality breach?" 

"Yes. In multiple timelines. Including yours." The voice lowered, becoming more urgent. "There 

are people who know about this place, Alice. They've known for decades. And they want to use 

it." 

Before Alice could ask more questions, the sound of a door slamming echoed from one of the 

adjoining warehouses. Footsteps approached—real ones this time. The voice in the alley fell 

silent. 

A security guard rounded the corner, flashlight beam cutting through the dimness. "Hey! This 

area is restricted. How'd you get past the front gate?" 

Alice smoothly produced her consultant badge. "Alice Chen, investigating for Daybridge PD. 

Your front gate security cleared me." 

The guard lowered his flashlight, looking embarrassed. "Oh. Sorry, ma'am. Didn't know they 

were sending someone so early. You here about the weird voices?" 

"Yes, have you experienced them personally?" 

He shifted uncomfortably. "Once. Last week during my rounds. Thought I was losing my mind 

when the alley started talking back to me. Told me to watch out for a shipment coming in on 



Tuesday—said there'd be contraband hidden in it." He lowered his voice. "There was too. 

Management found unmanifested electronics tucked inside furniture from overseas. Would've 

cost the company thousands in legal issues if they'd missed it." 

"And no one else could have known about this shipment beforehand?" 

"That's just it—the manifest only came in hours after I heard the voice. Impossible for anyone to 

know." 

Alice nodded, making notes. "Thank you. I'd like to continue my investigation, if that's alright." 

"Sure thing. Just check in before you leave." The guard retreated, glancing nervously at the alley 

before disappearing around the corner. 

When his footsteps faded, Alice turned back to the dead end. "Are you still there?" she called. 

Silence greeted her. The moment—or the conditions allowing communication—had passed. 

Alice spent another hour taking readings, documenting the alley's dimensions, and attempting to 

reestablish contact without success. As dawn brightened the sky, she packed her equipment and 

headed back to her car. 

Driving home, Alice's mind buzzed with questions. If this were truly a breach between timelines 

rather than a conventional paranormal phenomenon, it represented something far beyond her 

usual cases. Something potentially dangerous on a scale she'd never encountered. 

She needed more information, more evidence before taking this to Rivera. The department 

already viewed her work with skepticism—coming to them with claims of parallel realities 

would only damage her credibility further. 

Her apartment was bathed in morning light when she returned. Alice transferred her notes to her 

case board, creating a new section labeled "Echo Alley." She pinned up her preliminary findings 

and connected them with red string to three previous cases involving reported doppelgängers and 

time anomalies in Daybridge. 

A pattern was emerging—one that suggested the warehouse district might be just one of several 

thin spots in reality throughout the city. 

Alice stared at the board, exhaustion finally catching up with her. But sleep would have to wait. 

She reached for her phone and pulled up a contact she'd saved but never called: Dr. Maya 

Okafor, theoretical physicist. 

If anyone could help her understand what was happening in that alley, it would be the woman 

whose academic career had been nearly destroyed for suggesting exactly what Alice had just 

experienced—that parallel timelines might sometimes bleed into one another, and that these 

bleeding points could be detected, measured, and perhaps even manipulated. 



Her finger hovered over the call button. Involving someone else meant a commitment to this 

case, meant acknowledging that she might be dealing with something far beyond ghosts and 

local hauntings. 

The stone pendant at her throat grew warm again. Alice made the call. 

As the phone rang, she glanced back at her case board, at the web of string connecting seemingly 

unrelated incidents throughout Daybridge. If the voice in the alley was right, these weren't 

isolated paranormal events but symptoms of a larger pattern—one that someone was deliberately 

accelerating. 

The question was: why would anyone want to tear open the barriers between realities? And what 

might come through if they succeeded? 

~~~  
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Wondering What Comes Next? 

Alice has just heard a voice that shouldn't exist—one that knows her name, her secrets, and 

warns of a reality-threatening conspiracy spanning seventy years and infinite timelines. 

In the pages that follow, you'll discover: 

• What Thomas Webb discovered that got him erased from existence 

• The truth about Alice's grandmother—and the quantum technology she hid in a family 
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• The Department of Temporal Security's real agenda—and the interdimensional 
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