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A botched ritual. A vengeful ghost. And a daughter with zero patience.

When makeup artist Nelly reluctantly returns to her tiny village for her father’s funeral, the last thing she expects is a drunk Sin-Eater, a cursed bread roll, and her dad’s ghost haunting the kitchen sink.

What begins as a spooky inheritance quickly devolves into a comedy of supernatural errors: ghostly tantrums, haunted appliances, and failed scare tactics that would embarrass even Casper. But behind every “boo” written in fog and every ominous pot crash lies a deeper truth, a father who just wanted to be remembered, and a daughter who never really forgave him.

Darkly funny and unexpectedly heartwarming, "Ghost Dad: Sin-Eater Ritual Gone Wrong" is a paranormal comedy about guilt, grief, and letting go... with a few jump scares that land flat on their ghostly faces.

Perfect for fans of comedy horror, quirky ghost stories, and imperfect families trying to make peace, one haunting at a time.
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​Chapter 1: The Funeral No One Asked For
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The first sign that this was going to be a disaster was when the hearse got a flat tire. Right outside the village church. In full view of the grieving family.

Nelly stood in a black dress that cost more than her rent and less than her dignity. Her heels were sinking into the mud like they’d just given up on life too. She stared blankly at the hearse as the driver cursed in fluent Welsh and kicked the tire, which hissed back at him like Satan was bored and had time for petty mischief.

“Great,” Nelly muttered, folding her arms. “Dad’s causing problems already. And he’s not even risen from the grave yet.”

Aunt Mags, with a fascinator shaped like a dying pigeon, tutted beside her. “It’s a sign, you know. Flat tire on funeral day? The devil’s watching.”

“Or maybe the hearse just hit a nail.”

“Same thing.”

It had been five years since Nelly last stepped foot in the village of Cragdyll, a name that sounded like someone sneezed during a naming ceremony. She’d left for London with a makeup brush, a dream, and absolutely no intention of ever coming back. But guilt has a funny way of creeping in, especially when your dad dies and the whole village sends you texts like: “YOUR DAD DIED COME HOME.”

Now here she was, surrounded by mossy gravestones, damp air, and relatives she hadn’t seen since they accused her of “getting too fancy for the countryside” because she used oat milk once.

“Look at you,” said Cousin Branwen, eyeing Nelly like she was a space alien. “Still wearing eyeliner like a rockstar.”

“It’s waterproof. I was prepared for emotional manipulation.”

The funeral was supposed to be solemn. It was supposed to be respectful. It was supposed to be anything other than what it became when the replacement hearse showed up, with the name "Bob's Budget Burials" painted on the side in Comic Sans.

“Oh come on,” Nelly groaned.

“Cheapest in three counties,” Uncle Dai offered proudly, like that somehow made this okay.

By the time the coffin was hauled out (it got stuck; two men had to yank it free like it owed them money), everyone was damp, grumpy, and oddly hungry. Granny Moira kept whispering about roast lamb.

Then came the truly bizarre part: the announcement that a Sin-Eater would be performing the rite.

“A what?” Nelly blinked.

“The Sin-Eater,” said Father Dan, the local priest-slash-village therapist. “Traditional Welsh ceremony. Very ancient. Very spiritual. Your father's last wish.”

“Very unnecessary,” Nelly snapped. “Dad didn’t even like gluten.”

“Nevertheless,” Father Dan intoned, “the Sin-Eater will arrive before dusk.”

Nelly had a bad feeling about this. And she was right, because when dusk rolled around, the Sin-Eater arrived already absolutely hammered.

The man stumbled out of an Uber that smelled of shame and chips, wearing a cloak that might’ve once been dramatic if it wasn’t trailing toilet paper.

The Sin-Eater arrived already hammered, so wasted, in fact, that when the grieving family welcomed him, he screamed, ‘THE CORPSE IS GONE!’ ...Only to realize he’d just opened the bathroom door.

Gasps echoed through the hallway.

"That's the loo, you idiot!" cried Aunt Mags.

He blinked, staring into the tiled abyss. "Could’ve sworn it smelled like death."

"You probably looked in the mirror," muttered Nelly, arms crossed.

The coffin, now resting at the altar with a slightly crooked lid (thanks Bob’s Budget Burials), seemed to groan in embarrassment.

And honestly? So did Nelly.
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​Chapter 2: Bread, Booze, and a Side of Regret
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The Sin-Eater was now lying flat on the church pew, mumbling into his elbow like a man trying to summon a burrito with dark magic.

Father Dan cleared his throat with the solemnity of someone trying to ignore the obvious. “The Sin-Eater will now commence the sacred rite.”

Nelly raised an eyebrow. “He’s unconscious.”

“Merely... spiritually preoccupied,” Father Dan replied, sweat forming at his temples.

The Sin-Eater stirred. “Who dares wake the Snack Master?” he slurred, sitting up suddenly and knocking over a candlestick. The flame almost licked his cloak.

Nelly leapt forward and stomped it out. “If you set this place on fire, I swear I will haunt you myself.”

He squinted at her. “Are you the grieving daughter?”

“Yes. The very angry, grieving daughter.”

He gave a mock salute. “My condolences. Nice cheek contour, by the way. Subtle. Respectful. But slay.”

Nelly blinked. “Thanks?”

The ceremony began. Or at least, it tried to. The Sin-Eater was handed the ceremonial bread. A large, crusty, wholemeal monstrosity that looked like it was baked in 1842 and left to fossilize.

He sniffed it suspiciously. “What is this, sin-infused drywall?”

“It’s tradition,” Father Dan explained, exasperated.

The Sin-Eater dramatically bit into it, made a face like he’d been slapped by history, then pulled out a flask from inside his cloak.

“This calls for a drink.”

He swigged. Then again. Then kept swigging until Father Dan had to pry the flask away.

Nelly crossed her arms. “Are you seriously drunk at my dad’s funeral?”

He grinned. “I’m professionally drunk. There’s a difference.”

Suddenly he stood, arms wide, bread in one hand, wine in the other. “BEHOLD! I absolve this man of sin!”

Then he tripped on the carpet and went down like a sack of wet potatoes.

The bread flew.

The wine spilled.

The crowd gasped.

The Sin-Eater moaned from the floor. “Tell Saint Peter I tried...”

Nelly pinched the bridge of her nose. “Tell Saint Peter I want a refund.”

Father Dan looked like he aged five years in five minutes.

Meanwhile, in the corner, Granny Moira whispered to Uncle Dai, “Is this part of the show?”

“No idea,” he whispered back, “but I’m loving it.”

Then came the Baozi Bread Debate.

When handed a replacement bread because the first one had rolled under a pew and possibly into another dimension, the Sin-Eater recoiled in mock horror.

“What is this, the Dark Ages? Why served on the chest? Never heard of OFTAST plates? Online shop? And who serves plain bread anymore? At least order a pizza! Or, hell, even baozi!”

A chorus of offended voices echoed around the pews. “Baozi isn’t bread!”

The Sin-Eater, undeterred, whipped out his iPhone and slurred, “Siri, settle this. Is baozi bread?”

There was silence.

Then Siri, as flatly as a ghost in HR, replied: “Baozi is classified as a steamed wheat bread. Enjoy your carbs.”

The crowd gasped. A small boy cheered. Father Dan sighed.

Outside, the sun dipped lower, casting long shadows across the graveyard. And somewhere in that long shadow... something moved.

But inside the church, no one noticed. All eyes were still on the Sin-Eater, who had now rolled under the pew and was singing Bohemian Rhapsody in Latin.

“Is he speaking in tongues?” Branwen whispered.

“No,” said Nelly. “Just drunk karaoke.”
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