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The Dreamer’s Bookshop: how it all began.

By Chantal Agapiti


How do dreams come to life? When you start to do the work, driven by the belief that you can make them happen. As long as you keep them living in the bubble of your mind, nothing will happen. Unless you believe in some divine intervention, yet working to make your dreams happen is a kind of magic as well. The more tangible kind, and maybe the more applicable kind.

It took me forty-one years to gain the courage to write my story, the one I always knew I had to write. When I picked up my laptop and finished my first book, the next step was to self-publish it. I chose not to waste any more time by querying agents or publishers, and just did it by myself. That’s the only way I made anything happen in my life. I’ve always been a lone wolf in life, so this option seemed the most suitable for me.




But then came the real struggle for me as an indie author, getting my books in the bookshops and on their shelves. I mean, isn’t that the dream of every author? And I did the work searching for independent bookshops online, yet where I live, there aren’t many options when you’re an independent writer. Not much for authors who chose the hardest path, unfortunately. The next thing I did was to approach local traditional bookshops, as I’m living in a small town of approx.. 11.000 souls, I assumed there would be opportunities for local authors. Yet again, the awakening was harsh. The bookshops didn’t even have a specific section to highlight the local authors, let alone independent ones. And they were frank about it too: “If we don’t know upfront that it will sell, we won’t have it in the stores.”




I was in disbelief, I mean, how could you know if it would sell upfront if no one knows about it? So I even asked if they would put one copy on one of the tables to see if anyone would request it. But no, they wouldn’t budge on their position. And I didn’t have more luck with the local libraries, one of which is located half a mile from my house! When I approached them, they didn’t know what to tell me; they kept looking at me as if I were coming from another planet. They just asked me to send my request by email, which I did. Guess what? I never received any response…




I was distraught, I felt so frustrated and sad. I cried a lot that day, thinking this couldn’t be it, that there must be some way to get my books on physical shelves. That’s when the sad feelings transformed into anger, and that anger fueled my determination to do something about it. In July 2024, I realized that if nobody wanted my book on their shelves, I would create some of my own. And why not help other struggling indie authors, too? Helping others has always been my core talent, according to personality tests I took during my years as an employee.




That’s how the idea of having my own indie bookshop came to life, and what better name than The Dreamer’s Bookshop would have been appropriate? I didn’t have to think about it; the name just came to me naturally right in that instant. So I went online and created its logo, and I made a post on social media to break the news to my book community. Many indie authors and book lovers applauded my idea, and so it all began. That night, I dreamt of a wooden set of shelves shaped like a tree. I drew it in the middle of the night and showed it to my husband the next morning. And I said to him, “Could you make this for me?” He looked at me, astonished, as he didn’t think of himself as a handyman, but I just knew it in my heart that it would work.




The next three weeks, I had an energy boost the likes of which I hadn’t had in years. Having Fibromyalgia, I usually have a great lack of physical energy. But my enthusiasm to make this dream come true just drove my project at warp speed. We emptied our hallway, which was a bit of a forgotten space of the house, and put paper on the walls depicting crane birds. We spent hours and hours in thrift shops to get furniture, which we repaired or pimped where needed. We painted a small corner where my desk would come in the same colors as my online bookshop (which I was building in the meantime).




At the end of August that summer, I could finally declare that my bookshop was officially open for business! The author’s dream of having my book on the shelves came true, but that doesn’t mean it’s all said and done. 




On the contrary, the hardest part has only just begun.
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A Krampus Dream

In the darkest season, even monsters can be guides.

By C.S. Evermore
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The pills rattled softly as the bottle tilted in her hand, a dry whisper in the silence of the room. No music. No phone. Just Kami, the bottle, and the dark, broken only by the sodium glow seeping through the blinds and the faint shimmer of Christmas lights strung across her wardrobe.

Her eyes were raw from crying, skin tight from salt. Even the bones in her fingers felt tired. She stared at the label without seeing it, lips moving around words she couldn’t remember.


She had been fighting for so long, the shackles of life clamped tight around her limbs, its breath pressing in from all sides. For months, she had glanced at the bottle on her bedside—prescribed by her doctor, “a sleeping aid for the nights when the silence screams louder than a siren. One tangible lullaby, and the storm will calm until dawn breaks.” Tonight, the bottle held a different possibility.



She wasn’t planning anymore; planning took energy. This was just a weighing, a small, steady question pressed into her palm: What if dawn never comes? A question so dangerous and heavy in its futility, yet it glimmered with a twisted kind of hope: rest, relief, freedom. The darkness in the room gathered around her like a warm seduction, whispering no more exhaustion, no more pain to justify, no more running a race built on expectations. No more…


She took a deep breath as her fingers touched the cap, ready to twist it open. Suddenly, the bottle felt heavier than it should. She couldn’t hold it. Her hand sagged. The mattress caught her as she folded sideways, still clutching the pills. Exhaustion stole the decision; her heavy head dropped to the cotton sheets, and her eyes slid shut. The unopened bottle of pills rolled from her fingers and hit the floor with a sharp rattle—a sound that rang through her ears like a bell marking the crossing from waking into a dream.

Sleep took her like a tide going out—cold, indifferent, complete.
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The Serpent Road


She opened her eyes. Her head was still spinning, like she’d just been hurled off a merry-go-round turning too fast. Somewhere in the distance, a song stuttered, warped and thin, like a tape being chewed by an old cassette player. It took her a moment to make sense of it, but when she finally did, her stomach clenched: Christmas carols. Played backwards. Each note stretched and cracked until the familiar became a dirge. A chill crawled up her spine.

She pushed herself up. All around was waist-high grass gone to seed, the black ribs of trees standing far apart, and a narrow marram road cutting through the middle like a scar. No houses. No wires. No sound but the wind and that broken carol.

She stumbled forward, trying to find a landmark, any sign of where she was. That was when she saw them.

Snakes. A living tide of them. King cobras with their hoods flared, black eyes glittering like wet beads. Black mambas, long and gunmetal-grey, coiling and uncoiling with whip-fast precision. Gaboon vipers lying thick as logs, their leaf-patterned scales vanishing into the dirt until they moved and you saw the fangs—fangs like ivory nails. Boomslangs, the colour of old jade, draped from the branches like ropes come alive. Coral snakes in bands of red and yellow, threading between the rest, a flicker of poison weaving through the mass. Hundreds, thousands. The road ahead writhed as if it were a single breathing creature made of scales and hunger.

Terror gripped her throat. Swallowing felt like dragging lava down her esophagus. She turned back—but the road she’d come from was already claimed by the same seething carpet. No escape.


Am I in hell? she thought. I don’t remember taking the pills… but could I have? Her mind flickered and gaslighted her, not out of malice but because it was the only way to make sense of what she saw. She could remember her fingers on the cap, then nothing but a tangle of haze. Maybe I did. Maybe I died, and this is it. She remembered the sermons, the stories: taking your own life, a one-way ticket to hell. It had been the only reason she’d held on for so long. But that night, bottle in hand, she’d been willing to gamble. What if it was only a story meant to keep us clinging? It wouldn’t have been the first interpretation claimed as divine. And now, standing here, she wondered if she had lost the gamble.



The snakes were moving closer. She had to decide: stand still and be bitten, or—? A voice in the back of her head whispered: If this is hell, what happens when they bite? But she wasn’t about to find out. She noticed, in the shifting mass, that each time the snakes slithered, there appeared brief gaps of bare earth, just wide enough for one foot. She gathered what was left of her strength, knees trembling, and leapt.


The cobra struck where she’d been standing, its fangs snapping shut on air, missing her by a breath of wind.

She kept leaping, never in one place for more than a heartbeat. The snakes lunged at her blood; some launched their entire bodies after her mid-jump. Somehow, impossibly, they never caught her. Luck, agility, something deeper, she didn’t know. But her energy was waning. Her knees shook with each landing. Her ankles burned. And that goddamn Christmas carol—or rather the nightmare of a reversed carol—just wouldn’t stop; a child’s choir turned into a horror. She didn’t know what was worse: the ache in her limbs, the terror of a missed leap, the uncertainty of whether she would have to keep jumping forever, or the unending torture to her ears.

“I must be in hell,” she whispered between gasps.


On the next landing, her ankle twisted hard. Pain shot up her leg as she fell backwards, barely making the patch of bare ground as the snakes hissed and slithered past. Her heart pounded in her eardrums. Blood rushed to her head. A black mamba surged toward her faster than thought. All she could do was throw up a hand, bracing for the sting of its fangs. This is it, she thought. This is the end. I guess I’ll find out what happens when you’re poisoned in hell.


But… nothing.

She opened her eyes. Around her shimmered a nearly invisible dome of red and green light. It hummed faintly, as if woven from electricity and frost. The snakes writhed just outside, sliding along its surface. It was cold when she touched it, yet steady. Surely this was impossible. Things like this only happened in the anime she used to binge when she was alive.

She took a breath, relief slicing through the fear. For a moment, she considered staying here, letting the exhaustion wash over her body like a tide. Then a voice cut through the warped carol. Deep, rough, and resonant—like a growl dragged across stone, yet every word clear:

“The shield won’t last forever. And there is no certainty it will come again. If I were you, I’d decide my next moves soon.”

She spun, searching. “Hello?” she called. “Show yourself!” No response. Only the hiss of snakes and the carol rising in pitch.

Irritation flared, then died under the weight of the timer glowing on the inside of the dome. Numbers pulsed and began to tick down: 10:00. 9:59. 9:58.

Beside her, a small satchel materialised—inside, she found a cold pack, an elastic bandage, painkillers, and, impossibly, a glider. It was cobbled from pinewood struts bound with steel and brass rods; its wings stretched with polyester fabric that might have once been festive. But the green and red were darker, wrong, like Christmas had been dipped in blood and ash.

She stared at it. “A glider?” she murmured, half-laughing, half-sobbing. “What in anime hell am I in?”

She didn’t have time to answer. The timer read 9:03. She downed the painkillers, pressed the cold pack to her ankle, and wrapped it tight. With one minute left, she dragged herself upright, gripping the glider’s edge for support. The shield flickered; the carol swelled. The countdown glowed 00:59.

Soon, the dome was no more, and the snakes could access her as an open buffet once more. She leaped, and this time the glider lifted her higher, supporting her weight as the wind pressed against the polyester fabric. Relief filled her chest as she rose above the seething road — but the feeling didn’t last. She was descending.

“No. No, no!” she begged, desperate for the wind to return, but it didn’t. Ahead, a knot of cobras reared up, their hoods wide, waiting for her touch down. Fear knocked hard at her ribs. All hope began to abandon her. Then, to the side, she saw it: a narrow road branching off the main path. Snake-free. For some reason, they didn’t dare cross it.

She leaned her body left, trying to steer, clinging to the last sliver of hope that the wind would carry her into the turn. But the glider sagged. The last breath of air slid out of its wings. She closed her eyes. Her feet touched ground, a few inches from the cobras. Their bodies coiled, fangs glistening as they struck—

—but the wind, faint and cruel, caught the very tips of the glider’s wings. Just enough. She lurched sideways, scraping dirt as the glider dragged her clear. The cobras’ strikes snapped on empty air, hissing like steam.

She crashed into the narrow path, rolling across gravel and roots until the glider splintered beneath her. Breath torn from her lungs, ankle screaming, she lay there stunned.

The silence struck her hard. The warped carol cut off the moment she crossed onto the side road. Behind her, the snakes hissed and writhed but did not follow.

For the first time since this began, there was space to breathe.
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Navidad de la Muerte


She steadied herself on the narrow road, her ankle bound tight, her breath fogging in the cooling air. Night settled like velvet, heavy but strangely alive.

And then she heard it. Music. Not the warped carol this time, but a lively tune played by trumpets, drums, and fiddles. Bright, festive, insistent. Behind it rolled laughter, shouts, the crackle of fireworks. For a moment, her chest eased—until she remembered where she was.

She limped onward with caution.

The road widened and glowed with strings of lights; green and red lanterns strung from poles. They burned brighter than they should have, like little suns dripping color onto the pavement. Cars drove slowly past, polished chrome catching the glow, passengers waving from rolled-down windows. Families. Children with candy sticks. Couples in coats and scarves, flushed with cheer. She blinked. How could this be?

Crowds moved in streams along the street, dancers twirling in circles, skirts flaring. Vendors with trays of roasted chestnuts, candy floss, and toy horns. The air smelled of cinnamon and pine, but beneath it, something faint. Like copper. Like blood.

Fireworks cracked overhead, blossoms of red and green burning against the night. The sparks lingered too long, drifting down in letters that arranged themselves across the sky:

Navidad de la Muerte.


Her breath caught. She’d studied enough Spanish in school to understand: Christmas of Death. Joy and festivity knotted with mortality. Why that name?


A car rolled to a stop beside her, its chrome fenders gleaming under the carnival lights. It was one of those convertibles that car enthusiasts drooled over—long body, whitewall tires, candy-apple red paint that seemed to drink in the glow around it. The leather seats shone as if they’d never been touched, polished to an impossible sheen.

The door creaked open. Inside, a familiar face waited—her husband. His smile stretched wide, perfect teeth glinting in the lantern light. His eyes were still that clear, ocean blue she’d fallen for years ago.

“Hey, beautiful,” he said smoothly, the way he used to on their best days. “Fancy a ride?”

Shock jolted through her. “What?” It was the only word she could manage.

“Come on, honey. We’re part of the carnival.” He patted the seat beside him. “Hop in.”


She climbed inside without thinking, her body moving while her mind tangled in questions. We’re part of the carnival?


Outside the car, the street pulsed with impossible festivity. Whole blocks had become the midway. Stalls pressed shoulder to shoulder. A ring-toss with garlands of holly. A shooting gallery with tin soldiers painted in grotesque grins. A carousel of wooden reindeer clattered in circles as children clung to their antlers.

Everywhere, laughter. Music. The smell of roasted chestnuts, candied apples, and cinnamon.


But every few seconds, something snagged her vision. 
A man’s smile too wide, stretching ear to ear.
A child licking a candy cane so red that she could have sworn it was blood. 
A woman clapping with hands too thin, too bony, like claws wrapped in skin. 
She looked again, and they were normal. Or nearly.


Her husband squeezed her hand, grounding her. With a wild grin, he threw his head back and screamed, “Wooooo!” The crowd around them echoed in joy, the air rattling with celebration. For a moment, she let herself sink into it, waving her arms, pretending she belonged in this festival of color and noise. Dancers in bright Christmas silks spun through the streets. Lanterns bobbed above their heads. For a breath, it almost felt real.

Then a gentleman leaned in, polite as ever, and handed them two bottles of water. She smiled faintly, thanked him, and froze. For a second, his face flickered. His smile stretched too long, his teeth curving like knives. His eyes went black, empty sockets staring. Then she blinked, and he was normal again.

Her skin crawled. She twisted in her seat, looking around. Everyone else was still laughing, dancing, and eating. Normal. Joyful. Too joyful.

“We shouldn’t drink the water,” she whispered sharply. “Something’s wrong.”

But it was too late. Her husband had already raised the bottle to his lips. He drank.

And in that instant, everything changed.

The masks fell away. Faces split open, revealing demons wreathed in fire, eyes glowing like coals. Others sagged into hollow-eyed corpses, flesh slipping from bone, lips still moving in whispers no one could hear. And some—oh God, some—looked like lost souls, trapped here, forced to dance and laugh forever, caught in the carnival’s endless loop.

Then she saw the children. The ones who had been singing carols a moment ago. Their skin hung grey and slack, their sockets empty, yet their mouths kept moving. The song that spilled out was the same warped dirge she’d heard on the serpent road, only worse now—because she could see their faces. Tiny, skeletal jaws clicking out reversed hymns, every note scraping at her spine.

The carnival lights flickered in time with the song, red-green-red-green, like some grotesque heartbeat.

Her heart thundered. “Drive!” she screamed. “Drive, honey, please!”

But her husband’s hand dropped from the wheel. His eyes glazed. The car coasted, then slowed, then stopped.

The creatures closed in, their laughter warping into screams. Tears welled in her eyes. She shook him, desperate. “Wake up, honey. Wake up!”


One of the demons leaned close, its breath hot as ash. Its voice crawled through her bones:
“This is the Carnival of Death. All who enter it must die. That is the only end. Both you and your husband must die.”


She had no time to think. No time to plead. She shoved her husband’s seat back and slid onto his lap, prying his feet from the pedals. His breath was shallow, a faint rasp, but she could still hear it.

“Please, hang in there, my love,” she whispered, tears cutting down her cheeks.

Her foot slammed the accelerator. The car jolted forward, tires shrieking, lantern light streaking past in a blur. The carnival shrank behind them, its laughter curdling into distant howls. The children’s dirge faded, each warped note trailing off like claws slipping from her ears.

Then, silence.

The road emptied, stripped of dancers, stalls, and light. Only the hum of the engine, her pulse, her husband’s faint rasp. She drove until the asphalt itself gave out, dissolving into nothing.

She brought the car to a halt. The world was still.

When she pushed the door open, a rush of cold air hit her face. She stumbled out onto bare earth. But the moment her feet touched ground, the car behind her—her husband with it—winked out like smoke. Gone.

[image: Afbeelding met kroon  Door AI gegenereerde inhoud is mogelijk onjuist.]


Winter’s Other Gospel


She stood in disbelief for a second. The car, her husband—there was a void where they should have been. The cold breeze of the night snapped her back into her body. She then made her way down the only visible road. It was a pedestrian-only pathway that narrowed with each step, then opened onto a clearing lit by pale morning light. There was no building, no steeple—only a congregation gathered beneath a wide canvas awning. Wooden benches lined the dirt in rows. A makeshift pulpit stood at the front, draped in a white cloth with a cross stitched in faded thread.
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