	The envelope was addressed to “Ms. Paula Polestar,” written in exquisite calligraphy. Delicate flowers in gold leaf traced the folded edges. There was no return address, and yet, she knew who had sent it.





	She could feel her eyes watering as she tore it open – like ripping a handaid off of a wound, but exceptionally more painful. A cold fist squeezed around her chest, making it hard to breathe, hardening her heart. She cleared her throat and the sensation was gone.





	“You are cordially invited to the ceremony to recognize and celebrate the union of Mr. Ness-” she stopped reading and smashed the heavy notepaper to her desk. Her fist shook.





	She had known it was coming. It wasn't such a big world – she'd heard about them, even seen them together once. She hadn't expected him to simply be happy in never marrying – to go his whole life without finding someone else. It had probably been easier for him to move on. It was him, after all, who broke up with her. In the most gentlemanly fashion possible, of course. But it had still hurt. It still hurt now.





	Paula had never been able to fully wrap her mind around what had gone wrong. They were meant for one another. From the moment her mind had first touched his, she had seen a life together with Ness in her future. She knew they were meant to be. They had saved one another's lives countless times, relied on one another in peril, grown up together, and finally spent seven long, wonderful years together. 


	


	She remembered it as the happiest time in her life, but it was cut unexpectedly short when he'd taken her hand and told her that he no longer loved her. As though it were that simple. As though love simply came and went like the wind. Maybe it did, for him. But for her it was never that easy.





	Tears fell down her face now, and the wedding invitation was stained dark with them. Paula pressed a hand to her mouth to stifle a sob. She swept the invitation to the floor with a smooth backhand.





	He had been hers for so long. She had been so sure – seen images of their children in her dreams, scenes of the two of them growing old together, graves that lay side-by-side in a quiet, flower-strewn graveyard. And then he threw her away.





	It was so like Ness to send her an invitation. He would see no harm in it, of course, because he felt nothing for Paula. He'd sent it to her as he would have sent one to Poo or Jeff – simply because they'd been friends for so long. The thought made the pain so much worse.





	The new woman would never love him as she did. Paula's love was undying, forever. If only she could make Ness see that – if only he could understand, then surely he would find his own love for her again. Paula had never drawn up the courage to contact him since that day four years ago, but it seemed the invitation was bolster enough.





	She picked up the phone, picked the invitation up from the floor, held it pinched between two fingers at a distance, and dialed the phone number pressed into the bottom in gold foil. It rang.





	A woman answered. Paula's fist tightened around the receiver. “May I speak with Ness, please?”





	“Can I ask who's calling?”





	“Paula Polestar.”





	A moment of hesitation and silence before the woman replied, “One moment.”





	Then, Paula heard his voice for the first time in years. Her grip on the phone loosened.





 	“Paula? Hi, how are you!” The pleasure in his voice made her smile.





	“I'm uh... I'm good, Ness. How are you?”





	“Well, I'm pretty excited. What with the wedding and all. I'm sure you can understand.”





	Paula swallowed a mass of bile that threatened to rise up her throat. “Yes... I guess that is... something to be excited about.”





	“A-are you okay? You sound like you have a cold or something.”





	Paula feigned a laugh, “Yes, I have a cold. Just a small one. Anyway, I was calling because I'd like to catch up with you... before... before the wedding. We haven't spoken in so long, I don't even know what to get you.”





	“So you're coming?” Ness sounded thrilled. 





	“Yes.” Paula surpressed her urge to gag. This wasn't what she'd called him about at all. This wasn't how the call was supposed to go. It wasn't what she'd meant to say. And then she realized that the situation might still be redeemable. “So... how about lunch? Tomorrow?”





	“Let me see if Caroline is doing anything. She's been so busy with the wedding planning,” Ness said.





	“No, I meant with you, Ness. Just you and me.” So her name was Caroline. Paula's knuckles went white as she clenched her fist.





	“Paula, I don't know if that's-”





	“It's not like that, no, of course not! I just meant that... that, you know, we ought to catch up together. I'm afraid she'd be a little lost in our talking about what happened when we were kids. I wouldn't want to bore her... or make her feel like a third wheel.”





	“Oh, well, if that's all. I'll meet you at noon at the burger shop?”





	“Sounds perfect. I'll see you there,” she said before returning the receiver to its cradle. Her knuckles were still white.








	Paula was at the burger shop far before noon. She waited an hour and a half before Ness walked through the door, though he was five minutes early himself. He smiled and it took her breath away. She felt herself smiling back, though it was something of an out of body experience – as though she were a third party watching the two of them from another table. 





	“Hi, Paula,” said Ness. “It's been so long.”





	“It has been,” she said. “Too long.” 





	Ness nodded and pulled up a chair. It squealed across the linoleum on the floor as he tugged it. Paula flinched. “Sorry,” he mumbled as he sat.





	“No, it's okay.” Everything's okay.





	“So how have you been?” Ness asked. 





	“G-good...” Paula stammered. She seemed to be losing herself in Ness' eyes. It was hard to think while she looked into his face. “I've missed you,” she added. 





	“Paula, I don't think-”





	“No, no, of course not. I meant... Well, I haven't seen Poo or Jeff in a while, either. I miss them, too.” 





	“Oh.” Ness sighed and eased back in his chair. He looked relieved. Far too relieved. Paula sighed.





	“Look, Ness, I... What I really came here to say is...” she reached across the table and took his hand in hers. He stiffened but he didn't pull away. 





	He is still mine, she thought. “I still love you. I will always love you, Ness. I loved you since before I met you.”





	Now he did pull away. Paula felt a surge of rage shoot from her spine to her heart. She felt her face flush.





	“Paula, I thought you understood. It's been seven years. I'm getting married, Paula. To Caroline. The woman I love.” Ness stood up. “It wasn't a good idea for me to come here.”





	“No, Ness, wait!” Paula objected. She was in tears now. Not the tears of a distraught woman, but angry tears. Tears that cut down her face like daggers. They burned like acid against her skin. “I saw it! I saw us together! I saw our children! Our grandchildren! I saw us old together! Saw us die together! Ness, we belong together! I am your destiny and you are mine!”





	Heads had turned. The burger shop was silent. 





	Ness was flushed a bright red. He's embarrassed, she thought. Embarrassed. How ridiculous is that? I should be embarrassed. He did this to me. He made me feel this way. He's the one who's ruined us. Ruined our future.





	“I don't think you should come to the wedding, Paula. In fact, I don't think you should contact me again.” He turned his back to her, and she reached into her purse.





	“You won't leave me like this again,” she said, and pulled the gun from amidst cases of makeup and candy wrappers.  It felt cold between her fingers and heavy in her hand. She fought to keep her arm from drooping as she pointed the weapon at Ness. 





	She had considered using PSI, but it seemed to have failed her before. And besides, Ness was more powerful than she was in that arena. He'd have a shield up in anticipation of her attack before she even thought about using it.





	But with the gun, he never even turned around. 





	I saw us die together, she thought, looking down at the body of the man she loved, and turned the gun on herself. 


