
COLD OPEN

EXT. GRASSE, FRANCE - 20 YEARS AGO

Dressed in black, men and women step out of vintage luxury 
cars to join the crowd assembled on the hill.

The funeral takes place for beloved French perfumer, Marie 
Blanchard. Several attendees dry their eyes with 
handkerchiefs. Many just socialize. 

Senior members of the BLANCHARD FAMILY kiss and greet 
fragrance industry executives, international celebrities, and 
models as they pay their respects.

HENRI BLANCHARD (French, late 30s) shakes hands with a German 
fashion designer in a grey ponytail. 

HENRI
Thank you for coming.

GERMAN FASHION DESIGNER
Of course. Without perfume, the 
fashion houses would lose two-
thirds of our business.

The press photographs them as they pose against the scenic 
French countryside.

Nearby, guests shake hands with three solemn French children 
at the front of the assembly: young CHRISTOPHE (15), ARIELLE 
(10), and BENOÎT “BEN” BLANCHARD (8). Between her blonde 
brothers, Arielle sticks out with her curly black hair and 
dark, Moroccan skin. 

A tall American woman in a black cape and silver faux-hawk 
approaches the children. They recognize her as sought-after 
fragrance consultant GRACE POOLE (early 40s).

GRACE
(gravelly voice)

Sorry for your loss. I lost my own 
mother when I was very young.

Grace touches Arielle’s shoulder with affection.

GRACE (CONT’D)
Stay strong for your brothers.

She moves on to the next family member.



BEN
(in French, to Arielle)

What are you still doing here?

CHRISTOPHE
Ben..

BEN
It’s a disgrace to Maman!

CHRISTOPHE
(in French)

One more word and I’ll tell Papa!

To their left, a suntanned man dressed in a fitted cobalt 
blue suit approaches the podium. YVES BLANCHARD (45), the 
stylish patriarch, the smiling French don, speaks in English 
to the international crowd.

YVES
Thank you for coming. As most of 
you know, it was my wife and I’s 
shared love of fragrance that 
brought us together. I met her when 
I was just a boy in the perfumery 
and she was the older woman.

The crowd manages a laugh.

YVES (CONT’D)
Whenever I smell a peach, I think 
of Marie. As you know, peach is one 
of the hardest scents to get right. 
You cannot extract an oil from a 
peach. You must imagine it from 
your own memory. 

Behind the memorial, a young Moroccan woman resists a 
Security Guard. 

MOROCCAN WOMAN
(in French)

I won’t stay, I just want to see 
her. 

SECURITY GUARD
Sorry, madam. You’re not allowed to 
be here.

MOROCCAN WOMAN
Arielle!
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ARIELLE
(sees her)

Maman!

Yves continues his speech, unfazed.

YVES
Marie Blanchard was one of the 
greatest women I have ever known. 
As one of the first modern female 
perfumers, she worked hard to give 
both men and women the luxury that 
they long for in their everyday 
lives. It is a tragedy she had to 
die so young, but her soul lives on 
in the iconic fragrances she has 
made..Bulgari, Armani, Hermès and--

The crowd claps.

YVES (CONT’D)
Together with my children, we will 
honor her by expanding House of 
Blanchard internationally, to 
become the powerful global 
fragrance house Marie deserves.

The crowd cheers and claps harder. Smiling, Yves wipes a tear 
from his eye.

In the crowd, perfumer LAURENT MOREAU (late 30s), snorts in 
disgust, nostrils flaring off his big, fleshy nose. He leans 
over to his father and brother.

LAURENT
(in French)

Another scandal for House of 
Blanchard? It won’t be long before 
the corporate houses destroy them. 

The Moreau men exchange cocky smiles as a choir leads the 
crowd in a French funeral song. The three children remain 
stony-eyed, their posture straight as royals.

BEN
(whispering)

You will never be our sister.

Arielle hangs her head in shame.

END OF TEASER

ACT ONE
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EXT. GRASSE, FRANCE - PRESENT DAY

Inland from the coast of the French Riviera, fragrant fields 
of lavender are dotted by honey-colored farmhouses and 
villages perched upon a hill. Not much has changed here.

A blue Vespa whips around the winding roads.

EXT. JASMINE FIELDS

The Vespa zooms past an international tour group as they 
sniff rows upon rows of white jasmine flowers. 

TOUR GUIDE
These fields have been in the 
Blanchard family for more than six 
generations. The scent of every 
bottle begins with these flowers.

The tour guide gestures to a château in the distance that 
overlooks the sea. The massive fortress appears to rise 
straight out of the rocks.

TOUR GUIDE (CONT’D)
Owned by the respective Kings of 
France until the 18th century, this 
perfumery was gifted to the 
Blanchards by King Louis XIV 
himself. The area was relatively 
untouched during the wars and many 
of its original features are still 
in use.

The tourists take photographs of the château, protected by a 
moat and bridged entrance gates.

TOUR GUIDE (CONT’D)
Mesdames et messieurs, you are 
looking at the last major family-
owned fragrance house in all of 
France!

A few members of the group gasp as the drawbridge begins to 
lower.

EXT. DRAWBRIDGE

The woman on the Vespa pulls off her helmet and waits 
impatiently for the bridge to lower. Even covered in sweat, 
she is the epitome of French laissez-faire cool. Artfully 
messy hair. Tragic eyes. Elusive attitude. 

4.



ARIELLE BLANCHARD (now 30) ignores the eyes of the tourists 
watching her. As the bridge finally lowers, she pulls on her 
helmet and drives onto the estate.

INT. MAISON DE BLANCHARD

Sunlight fills the rooms with enormous oil paintings of 
women: nude, firm-breasted, and surrounded by tropical 
vegetation.

In the corridor, Arielle waves hello to a staff member as she 
passes by. She drops her helmet onto an antique chest.

INT. GRASSE LABORATORY

The French laboratory has the charm of an old apothecary. 
Tiny amber bottles of essential oils and chemical compounds 
are stacked upon circular shelves.

Several perfumers, lab technicians, and sales staff hide 
noisily behind the door with flutes of champagne. The lab 
technicians wear white lab coats with "Blanchard" embroidered 
in blue.

Arielle enters.

BLANCHARD STAFF
Surprise!

ACCOUNT MANAGER
Your first win at Guerlain deserves 
a toast, non?

His assistant dips a stack of white paper cardboard blotters 
into a perfume bottle and passes one to each employee, 
including Arielle.

ACCOUNT MANAGER (CONT’D)
I present to you all..Midnight 
Jasmine.

They sniff the blotters. A few close their eyes to focus.

ACCOUNT MANAGER (CONT’D)
Tell us about the fragrance, 
Arielle.
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