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It was the third anniversary of my husband’s death — a day his family insisted on marking with solemn gatherings that felt more strained each year. The first remembrance had drawn a houseful of mourners, friends and relatives pressing close with hushed condolences and moist eyes. By the second, only the closest circle remained. Now, on the third, the living room echoed with awkward silences and half-hearted small talk. People move on. That’s how it is. They prefer life over lingering shadows of grief.

I had begun to wonder why we still bothered. I didn’t need these perfunctory rituals to remember him. His photo sat on my desk at home — a candid shot of him smiling at me from across a sunlit café table. That was enough. That was remembrance.

I stood beside my mother-in-law, offering her a plate of cake she didn’t seem to want. We exchanged polite words about the weather, about the dwindling guests, when I noticed her expression freeze — eyes widening, mouth parting slightly, her skin paling.

“What is it?” I asked, half turning.

Her gaze stayed fixed over my shoulder, as if caught in a waking nightmare.

I turned fully — and the world reeled.

There he stood.

In the doorway, backlit by the waning afternoon light, my husband — the man we buried three years ago — was watching us with the soft, bewildered eyes I knew so well. His hair tousled just the same, his stance casual... alive.

I stared, a scream building in the hollow of my chest but never finding breath. The blood drained from my face as the impossible reality swam before me. My vision tunneled, dark blotches eating at the edges.

The room tilted violently.

And then, everything vanished into darkness as I collapsed to the floor, the gasps of the guests fading into nothing.

*  *  *
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When I woke, I found myself stretched out on a couch, a damp cloth pressed gently to my forehead. My mother-in-law hovered over me, her face creased with worry.

“Are you alright? Do you want some water?” she asked softly.

I blinked, trying to force the swirling fog from my mind. Slowly, the room came back into focus — the faded rug beneath the coffee table, the murmurs of curious voices around me... and then him.

He stood a few steps away, hands awkwardly shoved into his pockets, watching me with an expression caught between guilt and apprehension.

I sucked in a sharp breath. My heart lurched painfully. It was him...

But no — it couldn’t be.

Before I could speak, my mother-in-law’s voice broke the unbearable silence.

“It’s... it’s not him,” she whispered, her eyes flicking toward the man in the doorway. “That’s Erol.”

“Erol?” I repeated, the name foreign on my tongue.

She nodded, a strange mixture of shame and relief softening her features. “His twin brother.”

I felt as though the floor beneath me shifted again. I’d never — never — heard of a twin. In the eight short months I’d been married to Cem neither he nor his family had ever mentioned a brother. It was as if the man standing before me had been erased from existence.

And now, here he was.

Later, I would learn the truth.

Cem and Erol had once both loved the same woman — a fiery, reckless beauty who had pitted brother against brother. In the end, it was Erol who won her... or so he thought. They eloped, fleeing to America in a storm of scandal and heartbreak. The family never heard from him again.

We would find out later that the woman left Erol soon after they arrived in the States. But Erol stayed. He never wrote, never called.

Cem had been devastated, so betrayed that he banished even the memory of his brother. He forbade the family from ever speaking Erol’s name again. And they obeyed.

I had married a man haunted by a silent ghost I never even knew existed.

And now that ghost stood in front of me — flesh and blood, eyes too familiar, voice still unspoken.

*  *  *
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Cem and I married more than a year after his heartbreak — after he had, as I thought, mended the wound of his lost love. He never spoke of her. To me, he was a man who had loved and healed, and I believed I was the woman who could give him a new beginning. I didn’t know I was living in the shadow of a past I would never be allowed to understand.

Erol... Erol only learned of Cem’s death a few months ago. News had finally reached him in America, and whatever ghosts kept him away for so long must have loosened their grip. He came back — to make peace, or perhaps to face what he had run from. I never really knew which.

But for me, it was all too much what happened today. The shock of seeing that familiar face on a stranger, the revelations of a past I had been shut out from... it crushed something inside me.

I left straight away and went home — back to my family’s house, the place I had retreated to after Cem’s death when grief hollowed me out and I couldn’t stand being alone. And there I had stayed. I never opened my heart to anyone again. After everything — the love, the lies of omission, the silent rivalries, the crushing grief — I couldn’t bear the thought of trusting anyone with my heart.

Some wounds don’t heal. They simply become part of the skin you wear.

*  *  *
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The next day was Sunday. I was home still digesting what had happened the day before. Suddenly somebody knocked. I was home alone with everybody else at the church. I opened the door to find him standing there. Erol.

For a moment, I just stared — heart thudding in that same disoriented panic from the day before. It felt like seeing a reflection that shouldn’t exist.

Erol shifted uneasily. “I... I hope this isn’t a bad time,” he said, voice softer than I expected. “I wanted to explain. Yesterday... I didn’t mean to frighten you.”

I clutched the edge of the doorframe. “I thought I saw a ghost.”

He gave a small, grim smile. “I didn’t realize you didn’t even know I existed.”

I asked him in. We sat on the couch.

“You’re... Cem’s twin brother,” I said, the words tasting unreal.

He nodded. “Erol. Yes.”

I shook my head slowly. “He never mentioned you. Not once.”

His expression darkened, a flicker of something bitter in his eyes. “Yeah. I figured. After... after what happened, Cem made sure of that. I guess I hoped... maybe... you knew at least something.”

“I didn’t.” My voice came out flat. “I was married to him for only eight months. And I never heard your name.”

He exhaled sharply. “I’m sorry. I should have called first. I... wasn’t thinking. I came to see my family, and they said there was a memorial, so I... just came along.”

“And nearly gave me a heart attack,” I whispered, half to myself.

Erol winced. “I know. That wasn’t fair. I... I’ll let you have some time. I just didn’t want you to think I planned it this way.”

I met his eyes — so similar to Cem’s, yet holding a nervous humility I never saw in my husband. “Why now?” I asked
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