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One of these days, I would go on vacation.  Don’t get me wrong, I loved my job as a vet.  I loved my clients.  I just needed a break.  My friends and I discussed going away to a beach somewhere, probably Destin or Panama City Beach, and I could not wait until we coordinated our schedules.

“Dr. Kaminski, Coco Flanagan is ready for you,” Tracy, my tech, said. 

“I’ll be right there.”  I washed my hands and took a look at her notes.

Tracy and I came into the room. There was Rob Flanagan, the good-looking son of the infamous Bobby Ray, and his darling pooch, Coco.  She was a plump reddish brown shih tzu, on the short side, with a sweet disposition.

“Hi, Rob, good to see you.”

“You, too, Sarah.”

“And Miss Coco.  It looks like you’re here for your checkup and vaccinations.”

Coco barked and we all laughed.

I checked her heart and lungs, did a quick examination of her body, and checked her teeth.

“Everything looks good.  Okay, let’s do your shots, sweetie.”

Coco was very brave for her vaccinations .  “Her hip may be a little sore, so just be careful with her tonight,” I said.  “The only thing is that she’s a little chunky.  You might want to cut out the people food and give her fewer treats.”

Rob looked pained.  “Coco spins when I bring home Zaxby’s.”

“Well, if she spins...just kidding.  Cut out the people food.”

Coco looked up at me with those big brown eyes, practically begging me to change my mind.  I scratched behind her ears.  “It’s for your own good, girl.”

“Thanks, Sarah,” Rob said.

“Of course, anytime.  Good to see you.”

He smiled, his white teeth gleaming.  “Good to see you, too.  Oh, and thank you, too,” he said to Tracy.

“My pleasure,” she said.

Tracy went ahead of him to the front desk.  Rob followed her to take care of his payment.  I went back to get ready for my next patient, a cat named Mrs. Pickles, who was coughing up hairballs about two to three times a week.  There was the hairball control paste and hairball control food her owner could try.

The day went by quickly and pretty soon it was 5:30, closing time, with no more patients to be seen.  We finished up everything we needed to and I was out of there by 6:00.  I ran to Kroger because I was almost out of the staples, you know, milk, bread, and eggs.  Lo and behold, guess who I ran into in front of the milk display?  Rob Flanagan.

I looked at him more closely, now that I was on my own time.  He was as good-looking as earlier, with his auburn hair and green eyes.  Tall and lean.  I could appreciate a hottie.  I wasn’t dead, after all.  He was several years ahead of me in school, but I was friends with his younger sister, Amy, so we knew each other pretty well.

“Hey, stranger,” I told him.

“Well, hey, there, Sarah,” Rob responded.

“You’re doing your shopping, too?” I asked stupidly.

“You bet.  I’m stocking up for the week. How about you?”

“Oh, just the basics, tonight.”

“That’s good.”

I blurted out, “Are you doing anything this Saturday?”

Rob looked surprised.  “Um, no.”

“Would you...would you like to go out to lunch?  With me?”  Lunch was like coffee.  Casual.  No expectations.  I could do this.

He smiled his beautiful smile.  “I’d love to.”

“Great.  The Grill okay?”

“The Grill is great.”

We traded phone numbers and agreed to meet at his father’s favorite business, Bobby Ray’s Pills, Fills, and Kills, at noon this coming Saturday.  Those who ate there gave it the nickname of The Grill.  You could get your prescription, get lunch, and buy a gun, all at the same place.  There were only a handful of businesses like it in the country, and Bobby Ray was sure proud of it.  Rob and Amy helped run all of his businesses.

I was now a Nervous Nellie.  I had finally given into my crush on Rob Flanagan, after all these years.  Now things would be awkward, when our lunch date crashed and burned.  It would affect my friendship with Amy.  Rob would seek a new vet for Coco.  I would have to start only shopping at Publix.

Okay, I can do this.  I am a successful person in my career.  I’m a good daughter.  Have lots of friends.  I have a cat who loves me, I think.  So, I’m good.  Aren’t I?

I did the self-checkout and took my bags to the car.  Once I was in my driver’s seat, with my seatbelt on, I called Amy and put it on speaker phone.

“Hello,” Amy said.

“Amy, it’s Sarah.  Please don’t kill me, but I just asked out your brother, and he said yes.”

My car filled with squeals of joy.  “It’s about time!” she declared.

“Really?” I asked.

“Oh, my goodness, really!  I’ve been after him to ask you out, but he was too shy.”

“I’m shy, too,” I reminded her.

“I know, that’s why you’re perfect together.  And also why I thought you guys would never get together.  Honestly, y’all have just about done me in.”

“Okay, so, I’m glad you’re happy.  We’re just having a low-key lunch at The Grill.  You going to be there?”

I kind of hoped she would be.  Maybe she could hold my hand through this date.

“Nope, sorry.  Daddy is putting the finishing touches on his new spa and wants me to check it out.”

There was no telling what Bobby Ray would end up calling it, but I bet it would have lots of patrons.  The man knew how to make money, hand over fist.  Amy said he wanted to leave her and Rob at least a small empire for them to live off of as they grew older.  I liked Bobby Ray and his wife, Miss Margaret.  They were an attractive couple and just as nice as could be.
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