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INT. LORI'S FLORAL SHOP – DAY

FLOWERS of every size and color bloom beautifully within 
the confines of a squished, 8'x12' storefront. The windows 
are open, letting in the sunlight.

A young woman waters a pot of lilies, humming to herself. 
25 year old LORI. Her messy hair is pinned behind her head 
for work, and her overalls are spotted with potting soil. 

The door opens, RINGING the tiny bell. A disheveled, LOST-
LOOKING MAN walks in. 

Lori looks up, bright as sunshine. 

LORI
Welcome to Lori's Florals! How can I 
help you?

LOST MAN 
Uh...

He steps in, fidgeting and looking around.

LOST MAN (CONT'D)
I uh... I need... flowers?

LORI
(giggles)

Well you came to the right place.

Lori puts the watering can down and approaches him. She 
eyes her customer up and down. 

LORI (CONT'D)
Let me guess. You forgot your 
anniversary? 

LOST MAN
(downtrodden)

Yeah...

LORI
And you came home to a fully cooked, 
special dinner two hours too late. 

LOST MAN
(surprised)

Uh... yeah. 
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LORI
And it's not really that your wife 
is mad. But when you came home, and 
you saw the sad look in her eyes, 
you just felt like the worst husband 
in the world. Because you can't 
stand to see your best friend 
heartbroken.

LOST MAN 
(shocked)

Y...yes. How did you...?

LORI
I'm a good guesser.

The lost man stands, open mouthed, before shaking it off. 

LOST MAN
Right. Um. Do you have roses?

LORI
I do. But.

Lori holds up her finger. 

LORI (CONT'D)
Can I make a suggestion?

The man nods, and Lori sets to work. She puts an EMPTY VASE 
on the counter top and starts buzzing around her flowers 
with a pair of scissors.

LORI (CONT'D)
First, let's start with some allium. 

She clips three stalks of PURPLE FLOWERS and puts them in.

LORI (CONT'D)
Humility, unity, and patience. Let's 
fill it out with some caladium 
leaves... 

She plucks big, RED AND GREEN LEAVES and spaces them in 
between the allium flowers. 

LORI (CONT'D)
Great joy and delight. Fill it out 
with some canterbury bell...

Lori takes three stocks of BLUE AND WHITE BELL-SHAPED 
flowers and puts them in the middle.
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LORI (CONT'D)
Gratitude. And then to top it all 
off...

She goes to a bushel of full, PALE PINK FLOWERS and clips 
four or five of them. She holds them out for the man to 
inspect. 

LORI (CONT'D)
Peony. For a happy marriage. 

Lori puts the pink flowers center stage and presents the 
vase to the lost man. It's a beautiful arrangement of warm, 
gentle colors and natural beauty. He's nearly in tears. 

LOST MAN
That's... that's perfect. 

Lori smiles proudly. 

LOST MAN (CONT'D)
How much is it? 

Lori hesitates and glances at the vase. 

LORI
Tell you what. This one's on me. So 
long as you come back next year when 
you remember your anniversary. 

The man is beside himself in gratitude. He takes the vase 
and thanks her profusely. Clutching it close to him, he 
leaves the shop. 

Lori beams after him. 

EXT. LORI'S FLORAL SHOP – DAY

Lori steps outside and fixes the sign in the window. It 
reads: “Out for lunch. Back at 2:00.” She locks up and 
steps out.

EXT. HONEYGROVE MAIN STREET – CONTINUOUS 

Honeygrove is a quaint, all American small town full of mom 
and pop shops. A real “Pleasantville” vibe. 

As Lori walks, she smiles and waves at other store owners, 
and they greet her back. 

Lori turns the corner and heads to a small café for lunch. 
As she crosses the street, she spots one storefront that 
seems oddly out of place: a tattoo parlor. 
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The sign reads ORGANIC INK, and while it isn't overtly 
alternative, it's certainly the only tattoo shop around. 
Lori smiles at it and walks through the door of the café.

INT. CAFÉ HONEYCOMB – CONTINUOUS

The café is about as small as Lori's shop, and furnished 
with a mismatched collection of tables and chairs. Local 
art hangs on the wall, with a bulletin board announcing 
community events. 

Lori approaches the counter, and a young cashier--DONNA-- 
grins, flashing her braces. 

DONNA
Hi, Lori.

LORI
Hi, Donna. 

DONNA
Same as usual? Tuna on rye with a 
black tea?

LORI
Please.

Donna begins to write down her order. Lori glances at the 
tip jar on the counter. It's low, with only a couple of 
singles inside. 

Carefully, Lori watches Donna. The minute she turns to put 
in Lori's order, Lori SNAPS next to the tip jar. 

THE ONE DOLLAR BILLS BECOME TWENTIES.

Donna turns, completely unaware of Lori's trick. 

DONNA
That'll be $6.83 please.

Lori fishes out a handful of change to pay for her lunch. 

EXT. CAFÉ HONEYCOMB PORCH – DAY

Lori sits at a corner table, watching the people on the 
street walk past. Planted in the sidewalk is a THIN, 
BUDDING LEMON TREE.

From where she sits, she has a perfect view of Organic Ink. 

A DUMPY OLD WOMAN with a TINY DOG in her arm approaches 
Lori. 
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GERTRUDE
Oh hello, Lorelei! It's been a while 
since I saw you out and about!

LORI
(brightly)

Hello, Gertrude. I'm just taking my 
lunch break. 

GERTRUDE
Oh yes, yes, it's a beautiful day 
for it, too.

Without asking, Gertrude sits in the chair next to Lori, 
her toy dog in her lap. Lori doesn't seem bothered.

GERTRUDE (CONT'D)
I was wondering, actually. There's a 
rumor going around that some of the 
shop owners are packing up soon. 
Selling their stores.

LORI
Really? I haven't heard anything.

GERTRUDE
Oh yes. Apparently Mr. Myers was 
approached by some big city 
developer last week with an offer to 
buy his grocery store. 

LORI
(confused)

Developer? What would a developer 
want with Honeygrove? 

GERTRUDE
Your guess is as good as mine, I 
think. 

From the street, a car pulls up to Organic Ink blasting 
LOUD MUSIC. A customer walks out of the parlor and gets in, 
and the car drives away.

Gertrude purses her lips. 

GERTRUDE (CONT'D)
Then again, maybe it's because this 
town is going to the dogs. I wish 
that stupid shop would move 
somewhere else. 
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LORI
Oh I don't know. I kind of like it.

GERTRUDE
(aghast)

I guess if you want criminals and 
drug addicts here, it's a perfect 
attraction for them. Not to mention 
heathens and devil worshipers. 

Lori chuckles. 

LORI
And witches.

GERTRUDE
God forbid.

Lori sips her tea.

INT. LORI'S APARTMENT – NIGHT 

Lori opens her front door and flips on her kitchen light. 
Her living room and kitchen are one and the same, with only 
a small bedroom to Lori's right.

Much like her shop, Lori's place is filled to the brim with 
all sorts of plant life. Unlit candles sit everywhere, and 
there are watering cans of all types tied above different 
potted plants.

LORI
I'm home, baby!

A cat MEOWS and approaches her in greeting. Lori picks him 
up and cuddles him. 

LORI (CONT'D)
There's my handsome boy! Were you 
good today? 

Lori sets the cat down and waves her hand. 

THE CANDLES LIGHT BY THEMSELVES, AND THE WATERING CANS TIP 
OVER, SHOWERING NUMEROUS PLANTS IN SYNCH. 

Lori opens the fridge and checks inside. There are a few 
old Chinese takeout boxes and some other leftovers, but not 
much else. 

Taking out a box, she opens the lid and sniffs it. With a 
shrug, Lori puts it into the microwave. 
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CUT TO:

Lori is sitting on her couch, eating her Chinese food out 
of the container. Her cat cuddles next to her as she 
watches “Casablanca.” 

RICK (ON TV)
We'll always have Paris. We didn't 
have, we'd lost it, until you came 
to Casablanca. We got it back last 
night.

ILSA (ON TV)
And I said I would never leave you.

RICK (ON TV)
And you never will. But I've got a 
job to do, too. Where I'm going you 
can't follow. What I've got to do 
you can't be any part of. Ilsa, I'm 
no good at being noble, but it 
doesn't take much to see that the 
problems of three little people 
don't amount to a hill of beans in 
this crazy world. Someday you'll 
understand that. Now, now... Here's 
looking at you, kid.

Lori turns to her cat, who is sleeping, peacefully. Lori 
boops his nose, disturbing him sweetly. 

LORI
Here's looking at you, cat.

The cat seems uninterested. Her smile fades and she stares 
around her empty apartment. It's almost one in the morning. 
Lori turns off her TV.

INT. LORI'S BEDROOM – CONTINUOUS

Similarly filled to the brim with plant life. There are a 
few family photos with a happy, smiling, younger Lori and 
relatives. A queen bed lays in wait, unmade.

Lori gets into bed and stares at the empty pillow next to 
her. On the bedside table, there is A POT OF PRIMROSES. She 
sighs and rolls over. 

THE PRIMROSES GENTLY CLOSE AND DROOP, ECHOING HER SADNESS.
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INT. LORI'S FLORAL SHOP – DAY

Lori walks in, turning on the lights and opening the 
windows. 

LORI
Good morning, everybody!

THE FLOWERS BLOOM RAPIDLY, opening up for the day. Lori 
stops to smell a couple and begins her watering. 

LORI (CONT'D)
Mm. You gardenias are getting so 
big! I'm proud of you.

Behind the counter, the landline phone RINGS. 

Lori puts down her watering can and goes to answer it. 

LORI (CONT'D)
Lori's Florals, how can I--? Oh, Mr. 
Griffith, hello! What's--oh the 
rent? Yeah um...

Lori opens the cash register. There are a few spare fives 
and a couple crinkled ones.

LORI (CONT'D)
Yeah, yeah I should have it in a 
couple of weeks... Friday? 

(mildly panicked)
Yes. Of course. Friday is perfect. 
Right. Yes, sir. See you Friday.

Lori hangs up the phone. She worriedly rings her hands and 
stares at the starved money drawer. She hesitates and 
raises her fingers. She SNAPS. 

The bills stay the same. She snaps again, and again, and a 
few more times rapidly. NOTHING HAPPENS. 

Miserably, Lori closes the register and runs her hands 
through her hair. A SUNFLOWER TURNS TO FACE HER. Lori 
notices. 

LORI (CONT'D)
Don't look at me like that.

THE SUNFLOWER TURNS AWAY. 
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INT. CAFÉ HONEYCOMB – DAY

Lori gets in line behind A WOMAN WITH SHORT HAIR WEARING A 
LEATHER JACKET. Lori is still in her own head when she 
notices something on the woman's neck. 

The woman has a MINIMALISTIC CAT TATTOO poking out of the 
collar of her jacket. Lori is momentarily distracted by it 
and smiles, admiring the work. 

THE TATTOOED CAT SUDDENLY LOOKS UP, FLICKS ITS TAIL, AND 
WINKS. 

Lori jumps, eyes wide. She glances around her and looks 
back at the tattoo. IT'S PERFECTLY STILL. 

The short haired woman turns, noticing Lori for the first 
time. 29 year old CAT. She's a woman with handsome, mature 
features, with eyeliner so sharp it could kill a man. 

CAT
(playfully)

Hi. Need something?

Lori stares at her, not sure of what to say. 

Through the window behind Lori, THE LEMON TREE OUTSIDE 
SUDDENLY STARTS GROWING FRUIT IN RAPID SUCCESSION, AND 
RAINS LEMONS ONTO THE PAVEMENT BELOW. 

Cat is the first to notice the tree. Lori only turns when 
others also spot the now tiny mountain of lemons outside. 

LORI
(embarrassed)

Oh--!

Cat looks Lori over. 

CAT
Let me buy you lunch. 

EXT. CAFÉ HONEYCOMB – DAY

An aproned Honeycomb employee puts the fresh lemons into a 
cardboard box, bewildered. 

Cat and Lori are sitting in a far corner, LAUGHING over 
their sandwiches. 
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CAT
So I'm five years old, right? I have 
this imaginary dragon friend named 
Frank.

LORI
“Frank”?

CAT
I was five. Anyway, I get into my 
mom's sharpies and decided to draw 
Frank all over my wall. Next thing I 
know, half the kitchen is on fire. 

Lori's jaw drops.

LORI
A dragon came out of your wall?!

CAT
Correction. A child's scribble came 
out of my wall and then destroyed 
the place like it was Tokyo. Anyway, 
I ended up dropping out of community 
college, went to a trade school and 
started doing tats. It's been my biz 
for years now. Organic Ink just 
hired me last week, so I'm settling 
in.

LORI
But why Honeygrove? Aren't there 
better places to work in the city or 
something?

CAT
Kind of had my fill of city life, 
you know? Wanna take a break from 
the craziness. 

Cat sips her coffee. 

CAT (CONT'D)
So what about you? When did you 
figure it out?

LORI
Hm...

Lori taps the table in thought. 
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LORI (CONT'D)
I don't really know. I think I sort 
of always had it. I've always been 
able to feel things that other 
people do or think. Sometimes I see 
things from the past. 

CAT
Handy. 

LORI
There are tricks that I can do, too. 
It's not much, really. 

CAT
Like what?

Lori looks at Cat's cup of coffee. 

LORI
Think of something. A flavor.

CAT
Ok.

LORI
You got it?

CAT
Sure.

Lori holds her fingers over the cup and SNAPS. 

LORI
Ok. Try it.

Cat sips the coffee. She blinks. 

CAT
Holy Hell. Peppermint. How did you--?

LORI
Like I said. I just know things 
sometimes. The catch is, I can never 
seem to do things for myself. It 
always has to be for other people. 

CAT
Oh bummer. So you can't just like... 
give yourself a million dollars or 
whatever?
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LORI
(laughs)

Trust me, I tried. 

CAT
Ok.

Cat looks at the lemon tree. 

CAT (CONT'D)
The plant thing. What's that about?

LORI
Not too sure. My grandmother had 
this garden when I was little. And 
every spring when I would visit, the 
flowers would open up the minute I 
stepped outside. Like they were 
happy to see me. 

CAT
(smiles)

Can't say I blame them. 

Lori blushes. 

AT THE LEMON TREE, ONE LAST FRUIT GROWS AND FALLS ONTO THE 
EMPLOYEE'S HEAD. 

Lori notices the time on her phone and suddenly stands. 

LORI
Oh, shit. I have to get back. 

She grabs the rest of her sandwich and wraps it up in a 
napkin. 

LORI (CONT'D)
This was... really nice though. 
Maybe I'll see you around again?

CAT
I'm sure you will. 

Lori glows. She hurries off, and Cat watches, chin in hand. 

EXT. HONEYGROVE MAIN STREET – CONTINUOUS

Lori hurries back towards her shop. She spots something and 
slows down. 
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In front of his grocery store, MR. MYERS--an elderly 
gentleman with fading eyes--is speaking to a sharp, middle 
aged man in an expensive suit--BENJAMIN FLORES. 

FLORES
(dry)

I understand how hard this must be 
for you, Mr. Myers. But I assure 
you, you're making the right 
decision. 

MR. MYERS
Well I... I s'pose I can't say no to 
an offer like that, can I?

FLORES
No. You cannot. 

Flores hands Mr. Myers an envelope of papers. 

FLORES (CONT'D)
Here you are. Your copy of the 
transaction, and any other legal 
documents you may need. The money 
will be transferred to your account 
by the end of the week. 

Mr. Myers takes the folder, crestfallen. 

MR. MYERS
Twenty years... Family's had this 
store for twenty years now. 

Flores puts on a pair of sunglasses and approaches a shiny, 
black car. 

FLORES
Well now your family can live 
comfortably, can't they? Good 
afternoon. 

Flores gets into the car and drives away. Lori walks up to 
Mr. Myers, confused. 

LORI
Mr. Myers? Who was that?

Mr. Myers smiles, his eyes watery. 

MR. MYERS
I'm retiring. Isn't that nice, Miss 
Lori? 

(trembling)
E-excuse me.
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Mr. Myers walks into his store and flips the “closed” sign.

FLORES (VO)
To the good people of Honeygrove 
Valley.

MONTAGE START.

AS FLORES NARRATES A LETTER, SHOPS ALL ALONG THE MAIN 
STREET CLOSE THEIR DOORS. 

FLORES (VO CONT'D)
My name is Benjamin Flores, head 
developer for Magical Solutions 
Incorporated, the biggest name in 
today's condominium market.

A sad shop owner puts out a CLOSED SIGN in a bakery window. 

FLORES (VO CONT'D)
I am pleased to announce my 
company's interest in your location, 
and their willingness to pay top 
dollar for its properties. 

A clothing store employee puts a PADLOCK on the front 
doors, locking it tight. 

FLORES (VO CONT'D)
If I have not already, I will be 
visiting your establishment so that 
we may discuss the details of its 
acquisition. 

A toy shop sets a “GOING OUT OF BUSINESS” sign on its front 
window. 

FLORES (VO CONT'D)
Magical Solutions Inc. would like to 
thank you in advance for your 
cooperation.

MONTAGE END.

INT. CAFÉ HONEYCOMB – DAY

An employee pins a flyer onto the bulletin board. It reads: 
“Community meeting this Sunday!” Underneath the text is a 
picture of Benjamin Flores and the logo for Magical 
Solutions Inc. 

Lori looks at it, worriedly. Cat walks up behind her with 
two to-go cups. She hands one to Lori. 
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CAT
Back tea, right?

LORI
He's buying out the whole town. I've 
never seen anything like it. 

CAT
Who, this Flores guy? 

Cat looks at the flyer. 

CAT (CONT'D)
Yeah. I think I've seen him around 
the shop. If the boss is going to 
sell, he hasn't announced it to us 
yet. 

Lori turns to Cat. 

LORI
He's probably going to try and 
convince the rest of us at this 
meeting. Please tell me you're 
going. 

CAT
Me? I haven't even been here a 
month. 

LORI
We need all the support we can get. 
Some of the business owners are 
trying to fight the buy out, but if 
people keep selling like this, there 
won't be any reason to stay. 

Cat pauses in thought. 

CAT
Are you gonna take this tea or what?

Lori takes the tea and turns back to the flyer. 

LORI
We can't let him do this. People 
have lived here for years. Why would 
they sell so easily?

Cat shrugs. 
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CAT
I mean, maybe they just can't turn 
down the money? I like Organic, but 
to be honest? I barely make half of 
what I used to in the city. Stuff 
like this happens all the time. 

LORI
Not in Honeygrove it doesn't. 

CAT
Oh yeah? 

Cat glances around and lowers her voice. 

CAT (CONT'D)
Look. You and me might be magic, but 
there's no spell more powerful than 
a check with some extra zeroes. 

LORI
So, what, we're just supposed to 
roll over and let them take it?

CAT
Sometimes, you just do what you can 
to survive. 

LORI
I don't want to survive. I want to 
live. 

Lori takes Cat's arm. 

LORI (CONT'D)
Please, Cat. Help me fight it. 

Cat gently pulls away. 

CAT
I gotta get back to work. See you, 
Lori. 

She walks out of the café, leaving Lori dejected and alone. 

INT. LORI'S FLORAL SHOP – DAY 

Lori walks in, fuming. Her flowers droop around her. She 
stands in the middle of her shop, hands on her hips. 

Behind her, the front door opens with a RING of the bell. 

Lori turns. 
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LORI
Welcome to Lori's Flor--Oh, Mr. 
Griffith.

MR. GRIFFITH is a squat, round man with no neck and an ugly 
tie. 

MR. GRIFFITH
Hello, Lori. You got that back rent 
for me? 

LORI
Oh. Uh...

Lori wrings her hands. 

LORI (CONT'D)
Well uh... See, I've been a little 
distracted recently with this whole 
buy out situation. You've heard 
what's happening, right?

Mr. Griffith folds his arms. 

MR. GRIFFITH
You mean you don't have rent for me?

LORI 
Well, sir, if you just give me a 
little more time--

The door opens to the usual BELL. Benjamin Flores walks in 
and takes off his sunglasses. He looks as approachable as a 
spiked teddy bear. 

FLORES
Excuse me. 

Both Lori and Griffith turn to him. 

FLORES (CONT'D)
(to Griffith)

Do you own this shop?

MR. GRIFFITH
Apparently I'm about to.

Lori steps forward. 

LORI
I do. 

Flores addresses Lori and sizes her up. 
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FLORES
I see. Allow me to introduce myself. 

Flores holds out his hand for a shake. 

FLORES (CONT'D)
I am Mr.--

LORI
(fierce)

I know who you are. And I'm not 
interested in selling. Ever.

Flores puts his hand down, and Griffith looks between them. 

MR. GRIFFITH
Selling? Hell, if you don't get me 
that back rent, Lori, you might need 
to be interested.

LORI
I'll get it to you, I promise, Mr. 
Griffith. 

FLORES
(to Griffith)

How much?

LORI AND GRIFFITH
What?

FLORES
How much does she owe? 

MR. GRIFFITH
Well let's see uh...

Griffith assesses the situation and rubs his chin. 

MR. GRIFFITH (CONT'D)
With rent and utilities, not to 
mention interest... I'd say... 
$3,000?

Without hesitation, FLORES TAKES OUT HIS CHECKBOOK AND 
WRITES IN IT. He rips it out and hands it to Griffith.

Mr. Griffith stares at it, gobsmacked. Lori stares just as 
shocked. Flores puts away his pen. 

FLORES
As a show of good faith, Miss...?
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LORI
Lori. 

FLORES
Miss Lori. I hope you understand 
that my intentions are anything but 
sinister. Come to the community 
meeting on Sunday. I'd love to see 
you there. 

LORI
Yeah... I was planning on it. 

Flores fixes his coat. 

FLORES
Good day, sir. Miss.

Flores turns and steps outside. Mr. Griffith is giddy, and 
pockets the check. 

MR. GRIFFITH
Stand up guy, that one. Maybe he'll 
actually do something with this 
crumby town. 

Mr. Griffith leaves, and Lori is once again left alone. 

EXT. TOWN HALL – NIGHT

A standard central government building for a small town 
like Honeygrove. Built in the 50's, with a community 
bulletin board out front.

Community members mill outside the open doors, chatting and 
slowly filing their way inside. Lori stands on the steps 
and eyes the crowd. She's looking for someone. 

Mr. Myers gently taps her arm, getting her attention. 

MR. MYERS
It's about to start, Miss Lori. 

With one last hopeful look to the crowd, Lori follows the 
rest inside. 

INT. TOWN HALL – CONTINUOUS 

A main room full of benches for town hall meetings. On the 
walls are local school kids' artwork and signs for mayoral 
re-election.
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Lori finds a seat up front as the rest of the hall fills 
out. Again, Lori scans the faces, but does not see who 
she's looking for. 

The MAYOR steps out, a wrinkly fellow with a massive 
mustache, followed by a few other men in suits and Flores. 
They all take seats at the front of the hall. 

The CHATTER dies down.

MAYOR
This town meeting will now come to 
order at seven o'five in the 
evening. We have a lot to get 
through, so allow us to begin. 

He opens a file and reads a few lines. 

MAYOR (CONT'D)
First item on the docket tonight, we 
are going to hear from Mr. Flores, 
who represents the Magic Solutions 
corporation. 

There's a STIRRING among the crowd. People whisper, and 
Lori glares at Flores. Flores doesn't notice her. 

MAYOR (CONT'D)
He has come on his company's behalf 
with the interest of purchasing 
Honeygrove for development. Now some 
of you are familiar with Mr. Flores, 
but not everyone else. Sir, you have 
the floor. 

FLORES
Thank you, Mayor. 

Flores folds his hands on the table. 

FLORES (CONT'D)
So far, I have had a decent amount 
of successful transactions with the 
people of Honeygrove. However, there 
are some--

Flores and Lori lock eyes.

FLORES (CONT'D)
--who have expressed concerns. I am 
here to assuage those anxieties on 
behalf of M.S. Inc, and answer any 
questions you may have. 
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VOICE FROM CROWD
Why Honeygrove? Can't you build 
somewhere else?

A few others agree with “yeahs” and repeats of the 
question. 

MAYOR
We will be taking questions after--

FLORES
It's ok, sir. I don't mind 
answering. Honeygrove is in a prime 
location, for one thing. It's 
connected by freeway and railroad, 
with natural beauty that is 
relatively untouched. It is, in many 
areas, perfect for progress. 

SECOND VOICE
But what about us? Where do we go?

FLORES
I believe the offers I have made to 
your business owners have been more 
than generous. Most of you are able 
to move tonight following these 
transactions. For those of you who 
are not business owners, M.S. Inc is 
more than willing to give you first 
choice of our finished condominiums 
at negotiable rates of rent. 

A great HUBUB rises from the crowd. 

VOICE THREE
Live in a condo?!

VOICE FOUR
My family built my house!

VOICE FIVE
Where do we live in the meantime?!

CHAOS RISES. The Mayor BANGS his gavel to try and corral 
them. 

MAYOR
All right, everyone settle--settle 
down! Let's have some order here.

Lori looks around the frustrated crowd just as THE MAIN 
DOORS OPEN. 
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Cat steps in, nervously. She and Lori spot each other. Cat 
smiles, meekly, and Lori returns the gesture. 

Cat finds her seat across the aisle from Lori. The CHATTER 
has died for the most part. 

MAYOR (CONT'D)
Thank you. As your mayor, I hear 
your concerns. But I have been in 
talks with Mr. Flores, and I am 
inclined to take the offer. 

Even more outrage rises from the crowd. SHOUTS like “sell 
out!” echo from several voices. 

The Mayor holds up his gavel to call for order, but FLORES 
STANDS, AND IN A STRANGE SWEEP, THE ROOM GOES SILENT. 

FLORES
Ladies and gentlemen. I understand 
that what I am asking you to do is 
not an easy request. 

EVERYONE IS WATCHING FLORES, ENAMORED. His speech is SMOOTH 
AND HYPNOTIC. Lori furrows her brow and glances at Cat. 
THEY BOTH NOTICE THAT SOMETHING IS OFF. 

FLORES (CONT'D)
Many of you built lives here. Found 
love. Created memories. But why 
should you be unable to do those 
things elsewhere? A new chapter of 
life, started on a bed of financial 
security most people these days 
cannot begin to dream about. Moving 
forward. Is that not the American 
Dream?

THE ROOM IS DEAD QUIET. EVERY FACE IS TRANSFIXED. 

FLORES (CONT'D)
I would put it to you that this is 
your best option. No. Your only 
option. Your businesses struggle to 
make ends meet. Your families must 
drive miles and miles for a 
hospital. The local school is ill-
equipped and understaffed. This town 
is dying. This offer does not just 
save you good people. It saves 
Honeygrove itself. 

LORI
No.
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Lori stands, and THE SPELL ON HE TOWNSFOLK BREAKS IN 
RIPPLES. The crowd blinks and looks around, AS THOUGH 
WAKING UP FROM A DREAM. 

Flores turns to Lori, his eyes dangerous.

LORI (CONT'D)
You're not saving anyone. None of 
this is for our good, no matter how 
much you try and convince us 
otherwise.

FLORES
Ah... Yes, I remember you. The 
flower girl. Lorianne, wasn't it?

Lori glares. 

FLORES (CONT'D)
I don't seem to remember this kind 
of protest when I paid off your owed 
rent to Mr. Griffith on Friday. 

Lori stiffens and glances around the room. Some are eying 
Lori with newfound suspicion. 

FLORES (CONT'D)
You're a willful young woman. But if 
you refuse this offer, I promise you 
will regret it. 

Lori turns back to Flores, who smiles smugly.

Realization dawns on Lori's face. 

LORI
Why? Why are you doing this?

FLORES
I believe I've been transparent 
about my company's intentions--

LORI
No. Not your company. You.

FLORES
I don't understand the question. 

LORI
You. A lonely little boy with dirty 
shoes. Who had to steal from gas 
stations just to eat at night. 

Flores's face turns white. Cat straightens in her seat.
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LORI (CONT'D)
You were so... alone. So cold, so 
afraid. Is that why? 

FLORES
(frantic)

I don't know what you're talking 
about.

LORI
A mother who didn't want you. A 
father who hurt you. So you left. 
And you scraped and you worked... 
And now you can never stop. 

FLORES
(furious)

Get this woman out of here!

LORI
So you build, and you build, and you 
build to make sure that you are 
never that little boy again! 

FLORES
ENOUGH!

Flores SLAMS his hand onto the table. EVERY SINGLE PERSON, 
WITH THE EXCEPTION OF LORI AND CAT, FREEZES IN PLACE. 

Cat is on her feet, and the two witches exchange glances. 
Flores is PANTING, fist still on the table.

FLORES (CONT'D)
I had a feeling about you...

He looks up to spot them both. 

FLORES (CONT'D)
How dare you weasel your way into my 
brain. Get out. 

LORI
Not unless you let my town go. 

FLORES
Why?

Flores gestures at the townsfolk. 

FLORES (CONT'D)
For these... sheep? Do they even 
know what you are?
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LORI
It doesn't matter. 

Flores scoffs. 

FLORES
You green witches are all the same. 
Flimsy, hippy-dippy tree huggers. 
Wake up, sister. This isn't the Dark 
Ages, we're in the days of the 
dollar! You can mix up whatever 
potion you want, but nothing moves 
the world faster than money. 

Rather than getting angry, Lori looks saddened. 

LORI
I guess... that's true for you, 
isn't it? 

FLASHBACK TO:

EXT. DIRTY ALLEY – DAY

A GRIMY, WIDE-EYED 10 YEAR OLD FLORES pokes his head around 
a corner, watching a FRUIT VENDOR near by. He licks his 
lips.

LORI (VO CONT'D)
You've had to struggle your whole 
life.

Young Flores sneaks to the fruit stand and takes an apple. 
The vendor notices and SHOUTS. Young Flores turns and tries 
to run, and the vendor GIVES CHASE. 

LORI (VO CONT'D)
You've suffered.

The vendor catches young Flores roughly by the arm. HE 
SLAPS THE CHILD. 

LORI (VO CONT'D)
So you survived. 

INT. BOARDROOM – DAY

A twenty-something Flores walks into the room with a suit. 
He shakes hands with the men waiting for him. 
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LORI (VO CONT'D)
You dedicated yourself to building a 
better life to live. But it never 
stopped. You never stopped. No 
matter how many people you hurt 
along the way. 

END FLASHBACK

INT. TOWN HALL – NIGHT

The townsfolk are still frozen. Lori is staring Flores down 
intently. 

LORI (CONT'D)
You have the means to live any way 
you want, but you can't let yourself 
stop building. 

FLORES
I said get out of my head. 

LORI
You don't care about hurting people 
because people hurt you. That's how 
you justify it. It's not too late to 
stop. 

FLORES
This is the last time I'm going to 
warn you. 

LORI
You can change. Make the world 
around you better than you found it. 
It's never too late. 

FLORES
I said that's enough!

FLORES THROWS UP HIS HAND. LORI SUDDENLY CHOKES, HER BODY 
STRAIGHT AS A BOARD. 

Cat THROWS OFF HER LEATHER JACKET. Wrapped all around her 
arms are TATTOOED CHAINS. She THROWS her hands up. HER 
TATTOOS TWIST, AND REAL CHAINS JUMP FROM HER SKIN AND WRAP 
AROUND FLORES, BINDING HIM. 

Flores CRIES OUT. Cat TUGS ON THE CHAINS, jerking him over 
the table. HIS HAND STRUGGLES TO STAY UP, KEEPING LORI 
LOCKED IN PLACE. CAT TIGHTENS HER GRIP. 
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CAT
(growling)

Let her go. 

Cat pulls TIGHTER, making Flores YELL. Finally, HE DROPS 
HIS WRIST, AND LORI COLLAPSES TO HER KNEES. 

Cat's CHAINS VANISH and she runs to Lori's side, crouching 
next to her. 

Flores stands, disheveled. 

FLORES
You don't know anything... anything 
about me. 

Lori looks up. 

LORI
I know that it's harder to cope when 
you're alone. 

Cat helps Lori to her feet. 

LORI
It's easier to be angry. When you 
feel helpless, it's easier to take 
it out on the world. It's easier to 
run. It's easier to sacrifice 
strangers for your own well being. 
But...

Lori smiles gently. Flores's shoulders fall.

LORI (CONT'D)
It doesn't do anything but burn the 
world to the ground. And you along 
with it. You'll never be truly happy.

There's a long beat. Cat is watching Flores carefully. 
Finally, FLORES WAVES HIS HAND, AND TIME HAS RESUMED AS 
NORMAL. 

THE CROWD ACTS AS IT HAD MOMENTS AGO, as though nothing was 
ever amiss. Flores and Lori exchange one last look, before 
Flores straightens his suit. 

FLORES
Ladies and gentlemen, if I can have 
your attention?

He puts his hands behind his back. 
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FLORES (CONT'D)
It has come to my attention that my 
company has found a new location far 
better suited for our brand image. 
Effective immediately, all 
transactions will be reversed, and 
all presence from Magical Solutions 
Inc. will remove itself by Monday. 
Good evening.

With that, Flores takes his briefcase and walks out. 

The entire room is confused. Cat and Lori grin at each 
other. 

INT. LORI'S FLORAL SHOP – DAY

Lori hums to herself, cleaning her counter. 

The front bell RINGS and Lori looks up. 

LORI
Hi, welcome to Lori's Florals!

She recognizes who it is. 

LORI (CONT'D)
Oh hey Cat. 

Cat approaches the counter and leans against it. She looks 
around. 

CAT
So this is the famous flower shop, 
huh?

LORI
I don't know about “famous.” 

Cat smiles. 

LORI (CONT'D)
So what's up? Need an arrangement? 

CAT
Yeah, actually, I think I do. Let's 
see... Everything in here means 
something, right?

LORI
Right.

Lori takes a vase and gets her scissors ready.
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CAT
Ok then. First, I wanna say this 
person is cute. I mean really cute.

Lori walks over to WHITE FLOWERS.

LORI
Camellias are good for that. 

She puts them in the vase. 

LORI (CONT'D)
What else?

CAT
I think... that this person is 
inspiring. And brave. 

LORI
Hm...

Lori picks out a stalk of TINY, PINK FLOWERS.

LORI (CONT'D)
I guess snapdragon works. 

She puts the stalk into the vase. 

CAT
And that I think they feel the same 
way about me. 

LORI
Phlox, definitely. 

Lori puts a bushel of PINK-PURPLE FLOWERS into the vase. 

CAT
And I really, really want to take 
them out on a date. 

LORI
Well that one's easy.

Lori grabs a few RED AND PINK ROSES and sets them in the 
center. She looks the flowers over. She suddenly looked a 
little disheartened.

LORI (CONT'D)
Wow... Whoever gets this is real 
lucky.

She hands the vase to Cat. Cat admires the arrangement and 
presents it to Lori. 
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CAT
You busy this Saturday?

Lori is stunned. EVERY FLOWER AROUND HER BLOOMS ON CUE, 
TURNING BRIGHT AND VIBRANT IN COLOR. THE SUNFLOWER BEHIND 
LORI TURNS, AND SHE GLANCES AT IT. 

Lori grins. 

END.

 

 
 


