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Bonnie ran her fingers over the cover of her book. She couldn’t believe that she even had a book, but here she was, sitting at her first official book signing. She glanced at the large clock on the wall of the bookstore. She still had fifteen minutes until the signing officially began, but she could already see about ten people lined up at the front of the store. Bonnie tilted her head to read the title on the cover even though she knew it by heart. 

Lie Detection: Detect Someone’s Lies without a Polygraph

The title seemed a bit cheesy to her, but it was what her publisher had said the market wanted, and based on the growing line outside, she must have been right. Bonnie counted the people again. Fourteen now. She assessed the signs of nervousness and knew that she wasn’t really feeling sick. It was just the excitement of what this book meant for her. Maybe she wouldn’t have to meet with clients every day ten to seven. She would be able to live off the earnings of the knowledge which was stored in her brain.

One of the bookstore owners came over and shook her hand. “Welcome, Bonnie Hunt. It’s a pleasure to have you. We’re going to let them back now. Did you want to give any special talk or presentation before you start signing books?”

Bonnie shook her head. She did well with one-on-one communication, but she didn’t have anything planned. She shouldn’t overcomplicate the matter now. “Just let them come on back,” she said in her Southern accent. She sat down, rested her hands in her lap, and turned on her game face. 

The first couple of buyers rushed over to her table. “Wow! I can’t believe you wrote this!” one of the buyers said, holding up a copy. “I’ve already read the whole thing, But when I knew you were only going to be an hour away, I had to come get a signed copy.” Bonnie grabbed one of the nearest copies and opened it to the title page. It looked identical to the one she had skimmed through. By the time the book got to the printed stage, she had read it so many times that it was boring. 

“Would you like me to write something special?” Bonnie asked, her professional tone in place.

“Sure, can you write ‘To Minnie’ and maybe something else?”

Bonnie had a few key phrases ready and wrote one now- ‘Find the liars of the world,’ she scrawled then signed her name. Once the first book was in the buyer’s hands, the nerves broke, and she signed fifteen copies in a row, each with a slightly unique message. 

There was a lull in the customers, and Bonnie wondered if she would be sitting at the table for a whole hour more, and no one else would come. A customer who was already in the store wandered over to her table. He was a man in his mid-thirties, and he had slightly wavy, brown hair. 

“Are you the author of this book?” the man asked.

“Yes,” Bonnie said, touching one of the nearest copies. 

“What’s it about?” The man scanned the title then picked it up and started flipping through it. Her publisher had trained her on garnering new customers, and Bonnie had her elevator speech ready. 

“It’s about understanding the way humans lie and how to detect when someone else is lying. If you’ve ever been in one of those situations where you’re asking a question, and you just don’t believe the person’s answer, this book would help you look out for the signs that they’re lying. It’s not a foolproof possible, but even a polygraph can only read psychological signs.”

“Wow!” The man turned to the first page and started reading, right there in front of her table. Bonnie studied him. He was handsome. 

“Would you like to take home a copy?” Bonnie asked after minute of silence. The man startled out of his reading.

“Of course. This sounds like something I should read.” He looked at the back cover. “So, you’re Bonnie, huh?”

“That’s me.”

“I’m Nick.” 

“Nick, nice name. Want me to sign the copy you have there in your hand?”

“Sure,” he handed it over. “You can write, ‘To Nick, the most generous coffee date ever.’” 

Bonnie looked up, blinking her eyes at him several times. Had he really just said that? “I don’t go on coffee dates just for buying my book,” she said, her pen still poised above the page.

“What about if I buy two books?” the man offered. “Does that earn me the opportunity to buy you some coffee as well?”

Bonnie looked around the bookstore which was conveniently selling coffee in a café set in the back corner. “I still have another twenty minutes at the table,” Bonnie said. What if a potential customer came to her booksigning and she wasn’t there?

“I can wait,” Nick said. “I’m not in a hurry.”

He waited, and Bonnie felt him behind her, persuing the books on other shelves. It wasn’t wrong to go for coffee. They were in a public place, she justified in her head. After two more customers, Bonnie was liberated from the table by one of the bookstore employees, thanking her for coming and taking the extra books to put back on the shelves. Bonnie stood up and stretched, and Nick appeared as if by magic.

“Twelve on the dot,” he said. “I think you may have earned a croissant or a muffin now. It’s lunchtime.”

“Coffee is fine. You don’t need to feed me.”

“I don’t need to, but I want to.”

They got in line, and Bonnie studied the menu. Focusing on the choices helped her forget the nagging voice in her head that told her she should probably go back to the office and spend some time reviewing files, not having coffee or lunch with this man.

“So, what do you do besides write books?” Nick asked once they got settled.

“My day job is working as a psychologist. I do some counseling and working with special cases. Writing a book was just a way to consolidate some of the information I have found useful.”

Nick nodded, and Bonnie couldn’t believe the way he watched her while she was talking like she was the most interesting person in the world. It had been awhile since someone had paid attention to her like that. 

“What about you?” she asked.

“Oh, me? My job’s not as interesting. I work as a financial adviser. I help people organize their money and investments and plan for the future.” He kept going before Bonnie had a chance to respond. “I want to play a game.”

“A game?” Bonnie looked around. The café didn’t have card games. People were supposed to read books as they were eating. 

“Yeah, I want to see if you can really tell when I’m lying.”

Bonnie stopped herself short from rolling her eyes. So many people tried this with her, thinking she was some sort of magician or mind-reader. But Nick was so cute as he asked that she couldn’t say no. 

“Okay, go ahead,” she said.

“I think you’re cute,” Nick looked at Bonnie with the most open and honest eyes that she knew right away he was telling the truth. She blushed just a little.

“You’re telling the truth.”

“Was that too easy?”

Bonnie shrugged and stared into her coffee, knowing that she was giving off signs of pleased embarrassment. But the problem was that she was married.
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Bonnie’s guilt disappeared over the next few days as she texted with Nick. She wasn’t usually a texter. Her plush thumbs trying to maneuver around tiny keys to create words never turned out in her favor, but she would do what was necessary to talk with him. He made her laugh with just one line of text. 

“What are you laughing about?” her husband, Terrence, asked one evening. 

“Just a funny news story,” Bonnine scrambled to come up with something, mentally adjusting herself so she didn’t give away her lie. She hid her hands and looked directly into Terrence’s face. “Something about a kid who wrote a book and published it.”

“Why is that funny?”

“Because he’s eight years old, and he’s parading around like ‘I published a book. Look at me.’ No, kid. It’s sixteen pages. That’s not a real book.” Bonnie drew from a news story she had read a few days ago, adding a few details. Terrence seemed satisfied. Once he turned back to cooking, Bonnie sent Nick a reply. He was asking to meet up, just meet up again. What was the harm in that?

“I’m meeting up a with a couple of my girls tonight,” Bonnie told Terrence while is back was still toward her. 

“You’re just now telling me?”

“Well, we just now decided.”

“So why did you tell me you were laughing at a story if you were laughing at something your friend said?” Terrence had her there. Bonnie did what she always did in this situation. She drew herself up to her full height of five foot ten and put on her professional face. 

“I forgot until one of them texted me and reminded me if that’s okay with you.” Then, she left to change. Giving an excuse then leaving always worked for her. Besides, she wanted to be wearing something nicer than her ratty sweats and T-shirt when she met up with Nick. Going out with her friends would be a good excuse to wear something nice. Once she was ready, she slipped out the door without saying anything to Terrence. She had already told him where she was going. There was no reason to let him delay her anymore.

“Hey,” Bonnie said when she pulled up to the bar. Nick was waiting outside the front door, casually leaning against the handicapped sign. He smiled brightly when he saw her, and Bonnie let the fluttery feeling explode in her. If she liked Nick, then she liked him. If it felt nice to be with him, then she wasn’t going to let herself feel guilty.

“You look gorgeous tonight,” Nick said, and Bonnie felt flattered. Terrence had stopped calling her beautiful after they had been married five years. In fact, she didn’t even know if he still thought she looked nice. Sure, she had a few laugh lines on her fac,e but wasn’t that a good thing?
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