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Lola Rice awoke to the same daily routine as she normally followed through with. Despite the crisp morning, wispy, light clouds and chirping birds the day would prove rather unfortunate. As she stepped outside into the warm air, rolling her head in circles to loosen up and prepare for the day, she smiled to herself and prepped for a day full of baking. She glided toward her vehicle and slithered inside, fastening her seatbelt and feeling the vibration of the starting engine through her steering wheel.

She reached out to her radio, switching it on with a quick push of a button. Floating through the atmosphere to her ears a wonderfully soothing melody filled the area. She inhaled deeply ready to take on the day. She inched backward, taking caution of the stray cats wandering the street. She quietly praised herself for the successful catch, neuter, and release operation she completed weeks prior. Once cleared, she proceeded to her destination, Peachy Keen, the family bakery.

The drive was the usual. Boring, slow, and testy, the roads were unforgiving. Light after light and detours down side streets, she reached her destination. She slinked out of the car, gathering her chunky, overstuffed purse. She strutted toward the door of the bakery and inserted her key. She twisted it gently and tugged on the door. She jerked forward with slight force as the locked door didn’t budge.

“What?” She breathed heavily with frustration.

She pulled once more, the same resistance as before. She furrowed her brows, her fair skin and bright ginger locks taking form from the reflection in the glass door. She peaked inside, glancing over the area when she spotted a white sign on the floor. Something knocked it off the ledge of the front window display. She squinted her brown eyes, forcing them to focus on the letters written in black marker.

“Out of business.” She chanted in a whisper. “Out of business?!” She hollered when the words finally clicked. “There must be some mistake.”

Lola reached inside her overflowing purse in searched of her mobile phone. Her fingers found the cold metal frame of her phone and retrieved it. She dialed her mother’s number in hopes she would have answers. When no one answered, her heart raced and her mind went into panic. She tried again to no avail and quickly gave up. She thumbed through the numbers on her phones contact list.

“Maybe the building owner has answers.” She hoped.

Even though the business was owned by the family, the location was rented. Lola envisioned earning enough under her name to buy the building for a more permanent arrangement. This just threw a monkey wrench into the equation.

“Hello.” A deep, stern voice caught her attention.

“Mr. Pearce?”

“Yes.” He acknowledged.

“This is Lola Rice.”

“Yes, I’m aware of that.” He became quick in tone.

“I can’t get into the building. I have 7 pies due to be made. I can’t fulfill these orders if I can’t get into the building.” She explained with desperation in her voice.

“About that.” He paused for a moment. “I changed the locks.”

“Oh, well, I can arrange a time to come get the new key.” She sighed with relief.

“That won’t be necessary.” Mr. Pearce answered, rather annoyed with her call. “I don’t have the key. The new owner does.”

“Give me his number and I can call him.” She insisted.

“He has made it clear all businesses are to be closed immediately upon title switch. I’m sorry, there’s nothing I can do.”

“Wait, are you saying I just lost my business?” Her heart sank.

“He plans to tear it down starting next week and build it up for a department store. This town needs a department store, not a small bakery.”

“Why was I never notified about this?” Lola panicked.

“Things happened so quickly there wasn’t enough time.”

“That’s bull!” She yelled, her eyes filling with tears as the family bakery crumbled down like a dry pie crust.

“I’m sure you’ll find a new building.” A bit of cockiness was detected in his statement.

“How can I find a new place at such short notice? And with what money?!” She shrieked. “Just the other day someone wiped me clean from my bank account! They had a field day on my dime! I’m broke! I was counting on this bakery to pull me through!”

Lola couldn’t take the pain building up in her body and succumbed to the emotional breakdown about to happen.

“That’s life. You’ll have to deal with it.” He turned colder. “I don’t have time for idle chit chat, I’m a very busy man.”

“It’s not fair.” She cried, listening to the dial tone on the other end.

How was she supposed to deal with all of this? Someone stole her money, now the family bakery was gone in an instant. Her knees couldn’t hold her weight any longer before giving out, sending her crashing to the hot ground. The hideous palm trees that framed the front swayed in the breeze almost in a taunting manner.

Her phone rang wildly in her hand, her mother’s name flashing on the screen.

“Yeah.” She spoke through sadness.

“Hi, hon…” Her mother halted before pursuing her with questions. “What’s going on?”

“It’s gone, mom.”

“What’s gone?” Her mother became confused.

“Everything.”

“What do you mean? Where are you?”

“The bakery is gone!” Lola snapped.

“What!” Her mother, irate at what she heard, screeched, spewing profanities like a drunken sailor.

Lola explained in great detail the shady deal between Mr. Pearce and the man he sold the building to. Unsure of business laws, Lola was convinced this was intentional but had no proof.

“The building was old and needed repairs, which he never took care of. The profits ended up going toward the repairs and complaints went to Mr. Pearce. I think he just got tired of the constant nagging and the only way to rid himself of me was to sell from beneath me.”

“I can’t believe it’s gone. Everything we built up, the relationships we made.” Her mother paused to regain composure.

“I know, mom.” Lola replied.

“What’s next for Peachy Keen?” Her mother asked.

“I don’t know.” Lola sighed.

Lola felt as if she failed. It was the family bakery entrusted to her. She endured years of mistakes and failures in the baking world to perfect her skill. This was the biggest failure for her.

“I guess it’s time to pack up.” Her mother suggested.

Lola’s phone dinged from a notification. At the top a notification perched indicating one of her friends on Instagram updated her account. Out of kindness and ritual, she opened the notification and tapped the heart below the image. Her thinly shaped brow rose out of interest. The picturesque view became fuel for thought.

“Are you there, Lola?” Her mother chimed.

“I have to go. I’ll call you later.” Lola became distracted.

“Okay, honey.”

A soft click echoed the proximity of her phone. Lola examined the background intently, becoming intrigued by the area and the small town vibe it gave off. She tapped the comments section, browsing what people were saying.

“Maybe that’s what is needed?”

Lola pondered the thought of relocating just not to a new state. Perhaps this was the push she needed. Her bank account might be the only obstacle to obtain a business loan, but she remained hopeful. She darted toward her vehicle and hastily made her way back home. The abundance of elderly people on the roads made the drive slower than usual but that hadn’t crossed her mind for concern.

Her phone chirped several times reminding her of orders that needed fulfillment. Ignoring the barrage of alerts, she waited till she was home to contact her customers. The slower drive gave her plenty of time to devise a plan to cover the orders.

“I’ll bake them at home and send out notices to my customers letting them know of the closure.” She thought to herself.

Once at home, she pressed on with contacting her customers with existing orders and broke the sad news to them. Tears were shed and words of encouragement were exchanged which is exactly what Lola needed.

“I’m sure you’ll think of something. You’ve always been the one to think creatively for solutions.” A female customer told Lola over the phone.

“Thank you. I have a feeling something will happen for the better.” Lola responded.

Determined and confident to keep Peachy Keen going for its final days in a growing town in Florida, Lola finished the orders in her kitchen at home. Humming to herself to keep the mood peppy and her optimism high, she powered through several pie crusts and gram cracker bottoms along with fruity fillings consisting of peaches, cherries and apples. With a fancy edged slicer, she etched intricate designs into the crust edges, glazing the surface with an egg wash and popping the beautiful pies into the oven.

The kitchen swelled with scents of many fruits, teasing her belly that roared from hunger. She nibbled on mistake pies, noting the intake of sugary foods wasn’t the best for her diet. The timer dinged, indicating the final pie was complete. She grabbed a checklist, marking off the last pie with a red pen.

“Done.” She tossed the pen onto the counter and petted the checklist quickly with her fingertips.

The last pie being complete invited a bit of sadness into her heart as it was a bitter sweet ending to a life she loved. She rubbed a speck of flour off her nose and proceeded to box up the pies. To ensure good service, she delivered the orders herself rather than depending on her mother. For an extra special addition, Lola added homemade candies into each order.

The deliveries took longer than usual as her customers wanted to send her off with heartfelt goodbyes and warm hugs.

“Have you decided what’s next for you?” Sharon, a long-time customer and the final stop, asked Lola with kind eyes.

“I think so. I just need to get everything in order.” Lola nodded with hope shining in her brown eyes.

“That’s nice to hear. It’s a shame what happened. This area needs a family bakery.” Sharon added.

“The building is being knocked down to make way for a department store. It’s already heavily populated here, we don’t need more.” Lola explained.

“I understand, honey. Sometimes people don’t know what’s best until it’s too late.”

Every word Sharon spoke was true. Lola was hoping the idea she has would be the breakthrough for Peachy Keen. Further research would be needed to set the decision in stone. Lola hugged Sharon goodbye and waved one final time beside her car before heading home.

Lola played classical music, bopping her head to the steady beat of the violin. She shifted in her seat and headed out of Sharon’s community. Lola planned each task she wanted to follow through with when home.

“I have everything planned but I don’t even know where I want to go. That’s a problem. What’s a plan if I don’t know where I’m going?”

Lola remembered what one of her customers said to her. She tilted her head, her mid-length, curly hair dangling and dancing from the stream of cold air coming from her air conditioner vent.

“I’m a creative thinker. I got this.” She coached herself.

The drive wasn’t long. She planned it that way as Sharon lived closer to her than the other customers. She waved to the mailman parked at a mailbox a few houses down from her home. She pulled into her driveway quickly, hopping out and
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