
  
  
“Strong themes of self-reflection and discovery unfold through the eyes of Hannah Skye and her aunt, Jewelia, hosting a celebration to honor the 999 portal's opening. Mary delivers rich fantasy and an engaging mystery. The unique use of mirrors and portals coupled with dreams reshapes this mystery into a genre-blending fusion of fantasy, thriller, and mystical allure. She delivers a cast that is both inquisitive and knowledgeable, capably intertwining the metaphysical with reality.” – The BookLife Prize

“This captivating story beautifully illustrates how nature, the elements, dreams, and human connection serve as guides, revealing the profound interplay between our physical reality and the unseen dimensions of mind, spirit, and emotion. It reminds us that nothing is working against us—everything conspires to help us grow, evolve, and embrace life's mysteries. Through an intricately woven narrative, the author explores the next frontier of multidimensional living. A visionary and uplifting read that inspires us to see beyond the ordinary and step into the expansive possibilities of existence of the unseen world. This story serves as a reminder that we are spiritual beings have a temporary human experience on earth and that when we only use our five senses, we can get stuck in the illusion of being just physical. The author further encourages us to deepen our awareness and step into our true power by embracing our spiritual and psychic gifts and stepping into who we truly are as multidimensional beings.” – Cathleen Beerkens, Bestselling Author of Your Creator Matrix

“Lose yourself in the ancestral mansion of Maple Hollow where haunted mirrors line the walls and dreams guide the way. Rich with sorcerer-themed imagery, everyday witches, and secret portals, this atmospheric tale combines edge-of-the seat action with metaphysical musings on the self and the soul.” – Katherine Bell, PhD, The Dream Journal Podcast 

“A mystical tale which unfolds through dream imagery and includes wisdom to discover who you truly are. A magical story of good vs evil which includes wisdom on how to access your inner strength and power.” – Meera Ishaya, Author of Surrender is good for the Soul: The art of surrendering to gain fulfilment in life

“I felt the magic of this world from the very first chapter. The imagery is captivating and so easy to visualize, and the characters are likeable right away. Megan's love for Hannah and Maple Hollow is clear from each enchanting word.” – Kirsten McNeill, Worthy Writers Coaching
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  Foreword


Readers of Megan Mary’s previous book,  The Dream Haunters, will be pleased to follow the adventures of her characters in her latest book, The Dream Mirrors: A Metaphysical Mirror of Magick. The narrative pitches the reader into a world of dreams, storms, mirrors, cats, pumpkins, and spells. I say “pitched” because at the heart of the narrative is the vortex, the sense of matter in circular motion, whether as minute as an atom or as vast as a galaxy. The author weaves dream interpretation seamlessly into the series of events. At every turn, I recognised the interpretation methodologies as laid out in my book, Dreams: Exploring Uncharted Depths of Consciousness (Mandrake, 2020). The story’s setting, Skye Manor, is on an island remote, yet connected to the cosmos. Nor does the author shun technology, the characters (Hannah, Aunt Jewelia, Morgan, Ashlin, Old Man Adams) making a healthy use of cars and telephones as they battle the dark forces of the Illusionix. And dispelling illusion is central to the tale, as Hannah is presented with the philosophy of the mirror, learning that what she (and we) see in the glass is but one step towards finding the true self. 
The mirror is a topic that I explore in my later book, Wicked Uncles and Haunted Cellars: What the Gothic Heroine Tells Us Today (Greenwich Exchange, 2024). Other gothic motifs that endear Megan Mary’s narrative to me include the ever-pervading storm, the old house and family connections, and unravelling mysterious documents. I was touched also with her selective use of the Celtic language, actually Irish, which I learned while growing up in Dublin. Above all is the warm sense of connection between the female characters, the sense that all women (fictional and real) can throw off victimhood and take our own steps towards self-actualisation, that we are not helpless pawns. This is a message I stress again and again in “Wicked Uncles”, the gothic heroine being an intelligent, energetic, and rational trope emergent in the literature of the time. Since “The Dream Mirrors” is the second in Megan Mary’s series, the time to get acquainted with her fiction is now. 
– Mary Phelan, Author of Dreams: Exploring Uncharted Depths of Consciousness and Wicked Uncles and Haunted Cellars: What the Gothic Heroine Tells Us Today






  
  Prologue

9:36pm September 9, 2009 


Rain pummeled the hood of her cloak as Hannah ran fast into the woods. The sky cracked open with an earth-shattering clap of thunder, and multiple bolts of lightning activated across the vastness above Skye Manor. Her feet fell heavily upon the moist soil, her heart racing in her chest. The metal clanged on the lantern she held as it thrashed rapidly to and fro. Tree branches seemed to be trying to block her path as she sought a way through the thick woods.  
Ahead of her, another cloaked figure ran at full speed. The woman ducked and held her arms up against the branches, swinging wildly in defense.
“Wait! Wait!” Hannah yelled, desperation welling up inside her. The storm’s deafening thunder rocking her core each time it released another onslaught; it felt as if she were on a battlefield of darkness. The trees that had seemed so welcoming during the day had now become obstacles preventing her desperate attempts to move through them.
At that moment the figure began to slow her pace and stagger from side to side. Hannah closed in, extending her hand outward, the tips of her fingers just touching the cloak as it fell. She attempted to catch it but the dead weight of the woman inside crashed to the ground into a soggy pile of leaves. Hannah swooped down to kneel over her, grasping her by the shoulders and shaking her. “Jezebelle! Jezebelle!” she said urgently, but there was no response. Jezebelle lay solidly still, unconscious, frozen.






  
  Chapter one
The Fog

3:33 am September 9, 2009


Earlier, that very morning, while everyone was sleeping in the manor and the moon was still high in the sky, the mysterious fog of the island of Maple Hollow began to rise off the sea and creep slow and low onto the manor grounds. Having left its watery rest, it crawled onto the rocks near the shore, penetrating every nook and cranny. Once it had filled the empty spaces, it began rolling over the tops of them like a gentle wave. It crept into the vast pumpkin patch around the manor, wetting the elaborate vines and coating the large gourds with a dewy mist. It moved past the first strands of grass onto the long walkway that led from the sea to the manor, filling the space between the towering shrubs that lined the pathway. Further it spread, not dissipating but rather gaining speed as it made its way from sea to shingle. 
As it approached the manor it rose higher, turning into a towering tornado that rose up and up until it reached the open window of Hannah’s bedroom, high above the ground. Hannah was fast asleep in her bed, the gentle purr of Midnight the black cat vibrating near her head on her pillow. The fog crept into the window, first as wispy fingers, then undulating and rising into fullness as it filled the entire bottom of the room from floor to bed. 
Midnight raised his head, noticing the change in moisture and temperature in the room. His eyes grew wide as he perused the fog surrounding them, his whiskers twitching and ears rotating from side to side. He rose from his slumber and stood shifting his weight, one of his front paws on Hannah’s chest. He slowly exhaled on Hannah’s face, his whiskers gently tickled her nose. 
Hannah began to awaken. She moved her fingers. Then, in an instant, her eyes snapped open, as if she instinctively sensed someone was in the room. Also at that moment, as if there were a vacuum in another dimension sucking it all up, the fog instantly poured into the mirror over the dresser across the room from the bed, and it was gone.
Hannah sat up, unaware of what had just crossed her path. She gave a few gentle pets to Midnight’s head and back and looked over at the slightly open window. Behind her, a swirl of fog circled in the mirror, the final remnants of its passage to the other side. 
Undetected until its time of recognition. Lying in wait for that moment of reflection to come.






  
  Chapter two
The Party

6:33pm September 9, 2009


A great storm surged outside the warm and dry confines of Skye Manor. The rain beat against the tall, arch-shaped windows that lined one wall of the great hall, the panes gilded with wrought-iron bars. On either side of the windows, heavy velvet curtains hung. The lights were dim. In the middle, stood a stately dining table, large enough to fit twenty or more people. It had been the great gathering place of old. So many important meetings this hall had seen ... if only the table could whisper the tales.  
The gentle sound of distant, lovely piano music filled the room. From the rafters of the hall hung a long row of ornate chandeliers, their metal curving onto itself in a round pumpkin shape. Tiny tassels and crystals hung from each one, catching the flames and making them dance around the room. 
A hearty fire churned and cracked inside the grand fireplace, its bright light reflected on the stone floor. Above it hung a large mirror, its glass as dark as a black hole in a galaxy. Candlelight flickered as wax slowly dripped down the sides of the multiple candles that were balanced in large iron candelabras on the enormous table. Ancient columns of cream stone, cracked from years of aging, rose up from the ground towards the sky. 
Large decanters of wine and delicate champagne flutes were placed carefully around the table, circling the baroque tapestry runner gilded with etchings of Celtic knotwork. Strewn about every corner of the great hall were large portraits of people legacies old, their faces telling a tale all their own. They sat silent as the room awaited its guests. 
The table was set for six, three on each side. It was spilling with fruits, nuts, and breads all piled upon opulent serving trays. Halves of oranges, crisp apples, persimmons, and pomegranates were nestled among opulent black, red, and green grapes. Hazelnuts, walnuts, almonds, cashews, and nuts of all shapes and sizes filled in the empty spaces until there wasn’t a speck of space left. 
The sound of clicking heels echoed through the room as Jewelia Skye descended the stairs. Her slender frame was wrapped in a cascading sumptuous velvet dress. Her long black hair tumbled past her shoulders as she crossed the foyer, entered the great hall, and surveyed the scene to make sure everything was prepared. The guests would be arriving any minute to join herself and her niece Hannah, and she wanted it to be perfect.
Her concentration was broken by a cracking knock at the front door, caused by the manor’s heavy iron gargoyle knocker. She glided into the foyer and opened the door with anticipation. “Morgan!” she said, a rich smile crossing her deep red lips. She reached out her hand to welcome her in. “You’re just in time.”
“Well, hello, my dear,” Madame Morgan said warmly, lowering the hood of her cloak as she crossed the threshold, revealing her long silver curls and deep green eyes.
“Come inside and warm your bones.” Jewelia ushered her longtime friend toward the parlor that opened off the foyer. It was filled with lavish violet upholstered furnishings and featured a large window flanked on either side by tall white columns and red curtains. 
At that moment, Old Man Adams appeared from down the hall carrying a large tray of wine glasses filled to the brim with glowing liquid.  He had been the caretaker of Skye Manor since Jewelia was young. Living in his own cottage tucked away in a cozy corner of the grounds, he would happily offer his assistance to Hannah and Jewelia whenever special occasions arose. He shined up his usual weathered appearance for the dinner by donning a crisp white collared shirt, satin black vest, and a dark cap to obscure his snowy white hair. “Can I offer you a drink?” Jewelia asked Morgan. 
“Yes, yes,” her friend replied enthusiastically, reaching for a glass from the tray. “Thank you, my dear,” she said to Old Man Adams with a smile.
“My lady,” he said, extending a warm welcome bow and nod in return. 
“Good evening, Morgan,” Hannah said from behind the grand piano. Her fingers still gently twinkled across the keys, filling the parlor with delightful ambient music. The train of her long dress sashayed across the bench as she moved.
“Hannah, my dear, you look lovely,” Morgan said as she approached the piano. Their eyes locked in a meaningful gaze. Hannah smiled, feeling her heart warming inside. It was always validating to receive genuine compliments. It made her feel more confident and assured.
Another knock at the front door broke the silence. Old Man Adams turned and slowly walked toward the door, letting in the guest and taking her wrap. 
“Ashlin!” Hannah exclaimed, looking up from the keys. 
“Hannah,” Ashlin Aldona said moments later in excitement as she entered the parlor. She was a bit older than Hannah, but not by too much. She worked at the local library in Maple Hollow. Old Man Adams had once told Hannah that Ashlin was the keeper of all the island’s wisdom. 
“So glad you could make it,” Hannah said while admiring Ashlin’s outfit. Her skin glowed in the reflection from her golden gown which warmed her complexion. Mahogany curls fell loosely around her face and nestled around the tortoise-shell glasses perched upon her freckled dainty nose as she took a seat in a stately antique chair next to the piano. 
“Jewelia, Morgan,” Ashlin said with a smile as Adams offered her a glass of wine. Light conversations filled the room with laughter and whispers, as hors d’oeuvres were passed skillfully on glistening gilded trays by Wendy, an old friend of Jewelia’s who had moved out west. Because Wendy was a chef extraordinaire, Jewelia had offered to compensate her to not only join, but prepare, their very special meal. While observing her carefully coiffed red hair, Hannah noticed the gentle kindness in the way Wendy carried herself. She seemed to exude a friendly nature that put everyone around her immediately at ease.
“I’m so glad to see this in person,” another guest said as she entered the parlor, fluttering her eyelashes and scanning every inch of the room. 
“It’s marvelous, isn’t it?” Ashlin replied, peering over her glasses with a hint of pride.
Hannah looked up from the piano to see the new arrival. It was Jezebelle, who she’d been told was a friend of Wendy’s. At first glance the young woman looked like the epitome of beauty, or at least according to what society defines as beauty. It almost made Hannah feel a tad inadequate. Jezebelle’s hair was perfect, blonde and shiny. Her makeup, while overdone, made her skin glow; her dress was tightly wrapped around her shapely body, with a low V-shaped neckline. Hannah immediately felt dissatisfied with the dress she had chosen. While she loved the color, which was a deep purple, the girlish frilly ruffles, A-line waist, and long sleeves made her feel like she was swimming in a giant frock when compared against Jezebelle’s tight dress. She suddenly wished she’d worn something else. 
Jezebelle had offered to join Wendy in her hometown of Maple Hollow. They both lived out west, and Jezebelle had told Wendy she was keen to explore New England and the manor Wendy talked about so much. Jezebelle’s obsession with beauty was obvious. But the more Hannah looked at her, the more she could see that Jezebelle was trying to hide something. Her lips were overly plump, like they had reacted to an ingested toxin, and that wasn’t the only thing. From front to back, every womanly aspect of Jezebelle seemed to have had a little help, apparently surgical or cosmetic. There was little that was natural about her body. Even her skin had a summerish hue not obtained in chill September air. Hannah tried to set aside her uncomfortable feelings to focus on her music.
“Look at these paintings,” Jezebelle gawked as her fingers ran along the gilded edges of the large frames gracing the ancestral paintings hanging on the walls.
“I wonder what’s for dinner?” Ashlin asked. Hannah thought she could hear her stomach grumble. 
“Wendy has planned a spectacular feast,” Jewelia reassured everyone. “Dinner will be served at eight o’clock.” She smiled. “Relax and enjoy the music!” She gestured to Hannah, giving her center stage.
The conversation drifted as Old Man Adams again offered each of the women a drink. For a short while, the group sat silently, listening to Hannah’s piano playing, observing the room and each other. 
Eventually, the large grandfather clock struck eight and Jewelia rose from her chair. “Ladies, let us all take our seats at the table.” 
They followed Jewelia across the foyer into the great hall, approached the large table and looked for their name tags. Torches lined the stone walls, each with its own sparkling flame letting off a mysterious orange glow. There were six place settings, each for a very special guest.
Jewelia stood at the far end of the table, an ornate pipe organ behind her, as each woman took her seat. Hannah took her place in the middle of one side, next to what would be her aunt’s seat. Madame Morgan sat down across from Jewelia’s chair, nearest the large fireplace. On Hannah’s other side, Ashlin took her place. Jezebelle searched for her place setting and took her seat at the far end, across from Ashlin, leaving the seat in between herself and Morgan for Wendy.
Jewelia began to speak. “Thank you all for being here tonight. It is my and Hannah’s pleasure to host you here at Skye Manor. Let us dine and celebrate. Please enjoy the feast,” she said, holding her wine glass in the air to prompt the others. The guests clapped, smiled, and nodded as they each raised their glass in toast. Old Man Adams carefully delivered the first course of pumpkin soup, presented in small carved out pumpkins. He smiled with a twinkle in his eye as he served them one by one to the guests.
“Feast on the pumpkins from our patch, my loves. They will fortify you,” Jewelia said.
The first course was followed by a series of scrumptious additional courses, hand-delivered to each and every woman by Old Man Adams. They dined and conversed for nearly an hour. The gentle sounds of the fireplace crackled in the quiet moments as everyone indulged their senses. 
“Wendy, you are a culinary genius,” Jewelia said as she licked her lips savoring the flavors.
“Indeed, it’s quite miraculous. You have exquisite taste as always, Jewelia,” Morgan agreed full-heartedly.
As the second and third courses were served, amongst the clanking of the cutlery and dishes, small conversations popped up between the guests.
“Do I detect truffle?” Ashlin asked.
“Of course,” Jewelia replied. “Wendy curates only the best from the island when she’s in town. Her gourmet skills are truly her magick. I wouldn’t trust anyone else in my kitchen.”
Hannah found this endorsement comforting, as both she and Jewelia had suffered food poisoning from one of the local cafés a few years back. Of course, that had actually involved much more nefarious circumstances. But ever since then, she wasn’t taking any chances with who cooked her meals, and neither was Jewelia.
“I don’t usually get to eat like this,” Jezebelle observed in delight. Hannah suspected that Jezebelle’s worldly experience was fairly limited. She didn’t seem to have the same sophistication as the other guests, nor was she privy to the formality of four-course meals. She peered across the table at her. “And what is it that you do, Jezebelle?” 
“I work at a beauty parlor,” Jezebelle replied, flipping her hair.
Hannah was not surprised. She got the sense, at least from Jezebelle’s appearance, that she was primarily concerned with just that.
“Enjoy, my dears,” Morgan said, smiling at them both in her wise way.
Jezebelle observed quietly as Ashlin and Hannah exchanged smiles.
“That organ is amazing,” Jezebelle remarked after a bit. “Do you often play it?”
“Yes,” Hannah and Jewelia answered, nearly at the same time. Then smiled at each other. “Yes, we both do,” Jewelia finished.
“I’ve always found music to be the ethereal avenue to our souls,” Morgan observed.
Eventually, dessert was served: pumpkin coffeecake sprinkled with dash of cinnamon, nutmeg, and allspice, and topped off with a dollop of whipped cream. When they had all finished eating, Jewelia stood at the head of the table, clinking her spoon upon her glass to break the din.






  
  Chapter three
The Portal


“Attention ladies! I hope you all enjoyed your meal. Tonight, as you know, we are gathered here at Skye Manor for a momentous occasion. On this night, there is a great portal opening: the portal of the 999. There are six of us gathered here, as six is the mirror reflection of nine. You may or may not know the lore and the power of this portal.  The ninth day of the ninth month presents a cosmic opportunity to release what no longer serves you and align your spiritual essence. You’re all gathered here tonight as an invitation to harness it,” she said, raising her glass in a toast.  
As she spoke, a purple galaxy appeared above their heads and began to swirl in the vast ceiling.
“Now that your dinner plates have been cleared, you will find before you yet another setting. But this course will be quite different.”
Old Man Adams made his way around the table, gathering dishes. What remained in front of each woman was an ornate silver charger in the shape of a mirror with black glass. They had previously been hidden below all of the other plates, but now that those were cleared, the chargers were all that remained.
“I invite you now to grasp the charger and hold it up in front of you. What you see before you, my friends, is a mirror. Your gateway into the 999 portal. What you find there is unique to you. This process is not for the
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