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Introduction
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Previously on " Sin-Eater Ritual Gone Wrong"...

Most people only have to deal with their dad’s questionable barbecue technique or chronic misuse of emojis. Nelly? She had to deal with his ghost.

After her father died (awkwardly, in socks and sandals), he didn’t just rest in peace. No, he stuck around—haunting the house, rearranging the spice rack, and generally being the world’s most emotionally repressed poltergeist. Long story short: there was guilt, there were rituals, and at one point, someone nearly got possessed by a tea kettle.

Eventually, Nelly and a very tired local priest managed to open a glowing afterlife gate so Dad could move on. He gave her a proud look, stepped into the light...

...only to run right back out, muttering something about a staircase going down and the smell of burnt toast. That was three weeks ago.

Now, Nelly is dealing with something worse than just one rogue ghost: her backyard shed is a supernatural portal to the Welsh Otherworld, mythical creatures are leaking into the village like it’s tourist season in the Twilight Zone, and Dad is—technically speaking—haunting without a license.

If you're new here: welcome. If you're returning: you already know better. Either way, brace yourself.

Because the only thing scarier than death... is a ghost dad who won’t read the afterlife’s Terms and Conditions.
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Chapter 1 – The Light Was a Lie
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Three weeks. That’s how long peace lasted.

Three blissful, ghost-free weeks where no furniture levitated, no spirit reorganized her fridge, and no one tried to recite ancient Welsh incantations using expired tea bags.

Nelly had nearly forgotten what silence sounded like. She even started thinking about repainting the shed. Lavender, maybe. Something calming. Something that didn’t scream "Paranormal."

But, as always, fate—and her father—had other plans.

It started with the toaster.

At exactly 3:07 a.m., it popped. Nelly wasn’t making toast. No one was. Yet out shot a piece of perfectly golden bread, landing butter-side down on her ceiling fan. The fan hadn’t even been turned on.

Then came the lights flickering in Morse code (she checked: it spelled “BRING BACK MY SLIPPERS”), the bathroom mirror fogging up with the phrase “IS THIS HEAVEN?” and the distinct sound of her dad humming Cliff Richard through the floorboards.

She stared at the ceiling from her spot on the couch, arms folded.

“No,” she said aloud. “Nope. You are not haunting me again. You got closure. There was light. Harp music. A whole glowing escalator thing!”

Silence.

Then her television switched on by itself and blared an infomercial for stair lifts.

“Take control of your afterlife mobility today!”

Nelly groaned and pulled a pillow over her face. “I swear to all that is holy and half-dead, if you’ve rerouted your ghost GPS and boomeranged back here, I will exorcise you with scented candles and Enya.”

She waited.

No reply.

Then, a low thump echoed from the direction of the shed.

Followed by a tired voice she hadn’t heard in weeks:

“...I knew it. That staircase was going down. I saw asbestos and a bloke named Carl who said he worked in spectral finance.”

Nelly sat bolt upright.

“DAD?!”

“Hi, sweetheart,” he called. “I’m temporarily haunting the water heater until further notice. Do we still have that electric kettle with the blue light?”

Later that morning, armed with a mug of burnt instant coffee and a deep well of suppressed trauma, Nelly stood at the shed door.

She opened it slowly.

The portal was back. Not big and dramatic like last time. Just a gentle, shimmering ripple in the air behind the lawnmower. Like someone had left reality on screensaver mode.

And beside it... her dad. Translucent, robe slightly singed, and clutching a copy of “Afterlife for Dummies.”

He gave her an awkward wave.

“So, funny story... turns out, I’m not technically accepted yet. Bureaucracy’s a nightmare. Something about unresolved guilt, unpaid spectral taxes, and accidentally opening a Class-B rift during that hedge trimming incident in ‘98.”

Nelly blinked. “You got kicked out of the afterlife?”

“Politely deferred,” he corrected. “It’s more like... I’m haunting on a probationary basis.”

She stared at him for a long time.

Then sighed.

“Did you at least bring me back anything from the Otherworld?”

Dad perked up. “I got you a rock that screams when it gets wet.”

“I hate everything,” she said.
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Chapter 2 – Portal Maintenance and Ghost Paperwork
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Nelly stood in the shed, holding the screaming rock at arm’s length like it might bite her.

“It just... screams?” she asked.

Dad nodded, proudly transparent. “Only when it’s wet. Or confused. Or near goats, apparently.”

The rock let out a shrill “AAAAAHHHHH!”

Nelly dropped it into an old paint bucket and clapped the lid shut. “Right. Well, that’s definitely going in the ‘do not touch’ corner.”

She turned her attention to the shimmering ripples in the air. The portal was still active, humming quietly like a smug refrigerator. It didn’t glow. It didn’t throb. It just was.

Like a supernatural screensaver.

“Why is it still open?” she asked. “Didn’t it close when you... you know, dramatically stepped into the light?”

Dad rubbed the back of his neck. His hand went straight through. “Yeah, about that. Turns out the gate doesn’t fully close unless the soul being passed on is properly registered, cleansed, and... uh... approved.”

“Approved by who?” Nelly demanded.

“The Afterlife Housing Authority. I think.” He pointed to a glowing scroll that materialized midair. “I got a list.”

Nelly snatched it and skimmed:


	Emotional baggage offloaded

	One (1) genuine selfless act performed

	At least one apology accepted by living kind

	Possessions distributed or donated (hauntings don’t count)

	No open cases of portal tampering

	No outstanding metaphysical fines



She stared at the bottom:

Status: PENDING REVIEW

Next audit date: whenever we feel like it

“Are you telling me you got turned away from the afterlife because of... paperwork?”

“It’s a lot more common than you’d think,” Dad said solemnly. “There was a Viking stuck in queue because his final raid violated spiritual zoning laws.”

Nelly dropped onto the dusty lawn chair in the corner of the shed.

“I was going to paint this place,” she muttered. “Maybe start an herb garden. Join a book club. One with no goats, no ghosts, and no portals.”
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