
TEASER

1 EXT. GRASSE, FRANCE - 20 YEARS AGO 1

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, however, socialize.

Senior members of the BLANCHARD FAMILY kiss and greet

fragrance industry EXECUTIVES, INTERNATIONAL

FASHION DESIGNERS, CELEBRITIES, and MODELS as they pay their

respects.

A family member, HENRI BLANCHARD (French, late 30s) shakes

hands with a GERMAN FASHION DESIGNER in a grey ponytail. The

cheeks on his round face are rosy.

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.

Several WOMEN in black couture lay white roses upon the

casket while the ORCHESTRA plays.

NEARBY

Guests shake hands with three French children who stand

solemnly at the front of the assembly. They are young

CHRISTOPHE (15), ARIELLE (10), and BENOÎT "BEN" BLANCHARD

(8).

The blond-haired brothers resemble each other, but Arielle

sticks out with her curly black hair and dark, Moroccan

complexion.

A tall American woman in a black cape and silver faux-hawk

approaches the children. They recognize her. She’s fragrance

consultant GRACE POOLE, (early 40s).

GRACE

(gravelly voice)

I’m sorry for your loss.
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CONTINUED: 2.

Christophe bows politely.

GRACE (cont’d)

If there’s anything I can do.. Tell

your father that his house is

welcome in New York anytime.

CHRISTOPHE

Thank you.

Grace turns to Arielle. She touches her shoulder.

GRACE

Stay strong for your brothers.

Arielle nods gravely as Ben scowls. When Grace leaves them-

BEN

(to Arielle, in French)

Why are you here? You shouldn’t be

standing next to us.

CHRISTOPHE

(warningly)

Ben..

BEN

(in French)

It’s not right and you know it.

CHRISTOPHE

(in French)

One more time and I’ll tell Papa!

Ben sulks. Arielle looks away.

TO THEIR LEFT

A charismatic Frenchman, suntanned and dressed in a fitted

cobalt blue suit, approaches the podium. He’s the stylish

patriarch, the French don, YVES BLANCHARD (45).

He 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, haha.

The crowd manages a laugh.

(CONTINUED)
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YVES (cont’d)

When I smell a peach, I think of

her. As you know, peach is one of

the hardest scents to get right.

There’s no way to extract an

essential oil from a peach. You

have to construct it from your own

memory.

(wistfully)

Sometimes I think I dreamed her.

AT THE BACK ROW

A young, dark-haired Moroccan woman resists a SECURITY

GUARD.

MOROCCAN WOMAN

(in French)

I just wanted to see her. Arielle!

SECURITY GUARD

(in French)

I’m sorry, madam. You’re not

allowed to be here.

He escorts her away.

MOROCCAN WOMAN

But she’s my child!

AT THE FRONT

ARIELLE

Maman!

She watches the security guard drag her mother out.

BEN

(in French)

Whores aren’t invited.

ARIELLE

(in French)

Shut up!

CHRISTOPHE

Shhh!

Patriarch Yves sees all of this. He continues, unfazed.

YVES

Marie Blanchard was one of the

greatest women I have ever known.

(MORE)
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YVES (cont’d)
As one of the first modern female

perfumers, she worked hard to give

both men and women the fantasy of

luxury that they long for in their

everyday lives.

Yves takes a deep breath. Steels himself.

YVES (cont’d)

It is a tragedy she had to die so

young, but her soul lives on in the

iconic fragrances she has made for

YSL, Bulgari, Armani, Hermès, and--

The crowd claps. Encouraged, he continues.

YVES (cont’d)

We will honor her, together with my

children, by expanding Maison de

Blanchard into the big global

fragrance house Marie deserves.

The crowd continues to clap as Yves wipes a tear from his

eye.

In the crowd, perfumer LAURENT MOREAU (late 30s) snorts in

disgust, nostrils flaring on 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 family exchanges cocky smiles as the CHOIR

performs a French funeral song.

At the podium, Yves invites the crowd to stand.

The three children remain stony-eyed, their posture straight

as royals. Young Ben, still hurting, whispers to Arielle--

BEN

(in French)

You will never be our sister.

ARIELLE

Christophe?

Christophe says nothing. Arielle lowers her head in shame.

END OF TEASER
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ACT ONE

2 EXT. GRASSE, FRANCE - PRESENT DAY 2

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.

The Old Town is a patchwork of city squares, narrow alleys,

medieval ruins, 17th and 18th century buildings, and steep

limestone staircases.

Unlike wealthier French towns like Cannes or Saint-Tropez,

Grasse is a homely diamond in the rough. It’s also the

perfume capital of the world.

A blue Vespa whips around the winding roads.

3 EXT. JASMINE FIELDS 3

The Vespa zooms past a TOUR GROUP as they sniff the rows

upon rows of white jasmine flowers.

The tour group is composed of Europeans, Asians, and a few

North Americans.

TOUR GUIDE

These fields have been in the

Blanchard family for more than six

generations. The scent of every

bottle begins with these flowers.

Their TOUR GUIDE gestures to a château in the distance that

overlooks the sea. The massive fortress appears to rise

straight out of the rocks.

4 EXT. MAISON DE BLANCHARD 4

The château is protected by a moat (a moat!) and bridged

entrance gates.

TOUR GUIDE

Owned by the respective Kings of

France until around 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.

(CONTINUED)
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(beat)

Today, Blanchard makes men’s and

women’s fragrances for global

brands around the world.

He pauses for dramatic effect.

TOUR GUIDE (cont’d)

Mesdames et messieurs, you are

looking at the last major

family-owned fragrance house in all

of France!

From the fields,

A few MEMBERS of the tour group gasp as the drawbridge

begins to lower.

5 EXT. ENTRANCE GATES 5

The WOMAN on the Vespa waits impatiently for the bridge to

lower. She activates the kickstand with her high heel and

pulls off her helmet.

Even covered in sweat, ARIELLE BLANCHARD (now 30, French

Moroccan) is the epitome of French laissez-faire cool.

Artfully messy hair. Tragic eyes. Elusive attitude.

She ignores the crowd watching several hundred feet away,

although she can feel their eyes on her.

Once the bridge is lowered, she pulls on her helmet and

drives onto the estate.

6 EXT. JASMINE FIELDS 6

A nosy AMERICAN MOM with a fanny pack pushes her SON up to

the front of the tour.

AMERICAN MOM

Who was that?

TOURIST GUIDE

Madam, she is the daughter and also

accomplished perfumer, Arielle

Blanchard.

AMERICAN MOM

Their toilets must be made of gold.

She charges forward, but the Tour Guide restrains her.

(CONTINUED)
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TOUR GUIDE

Madam, I’m very sorry but the tour

ends here.

AMERICAN MOM

But Louis Vuitton let us see inside

their factory!

TOUR GUIDE

Yes, but who cares if you steal the

idea for a sweater? A sweater is

just a sweater. If you steal a

recipe for a fragrance, you rob

someone’s essence, their soul.

(beat)

To your left, you will see the gift

shop!

7 INT. MAISON DE BLANCHARD 7

Inside the château are dazzling, light-filled 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 carelessly onto an

antique chest.

8 INT. GRASSE LABORATORY 8

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, holding flutes of champagne. The

lab technicians wear white lab coats with "Blanchard"

embroidered in blue.

Arielle enters.

BLANCHARD STAFF

Surprise!

They speak in French.

Embarrassed, Arielle waves off the attention as the ACCOUNT

MANAGER hands her a glass of champagne.

(CONTINUED)
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ACCOUNT MANAGER

Your first win at Guerlain deserves

a toast, non? Cheers!

They toast.

His SALES ASSISTANT dips a stack of white paper cardboard

blotters into a perfume bottle and passes one to each

employee, including Arielle.

SALES ASSISTANT

(to staff)

I present to you: Guerlain Midnight

Jasmine.

ACCOUNT MANAGER

(to Arielle)

Tell us about the fragrance.

As Arielle speaks, each employee brings the blotter to their

nose, sniffing the scent. Several close their eyes to focus.

ARIELLE

The top is a citrusy Italian

bergamot with a touch of aldehyde

for freshness. The heart is jasmine

and only jasmine. And for the

drydown, patchouli, oakmoss, and

dark animal musks make up the

base..all wrapped together in a

smoky leather accord.

ACCOUNT MANAGER

(sniffs)

Oriental, woody. This is a sexy,

animalic chypre.

ARIELLE

I was inspired by riding through

the jasmine farms at night when

they bloom. The flowers, but also

the petrol.

ACCOUNT MANAGER

One more win and they’ll send you

to work on the big international

briefs in New York.

ARIELLE

Non! I could never leave Grasse.

(CONTINUED)
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ACCOUNT MANAGER

Yes, but the European market is

shrinking.

ARIELLE

Who cares? France is my home.

The account manager smiles grimly, unconvinced.

FEMALE LAB TECH

So what’s next for you?

Arielle takes a sip of her champagne. Considers.

ARIELLE

Annick Goutal. Serge Lutens. Maybe

Frédéric Malle? I’ll conquer all

the great niche brands.

A white-bearded husky perfumer, JEAN CLAUDE DESJARDINS

(60s), grunts.

JEAN CLAUDE

Careful. Frédéric Malle is my

client.

ARIELLE

But Jean Claude, aren’t you

retiring soon? Surely you can’t

live forever.

He frowns. Arielle grins, egging him on.

9 INT. GRASSE LABORATORY - HOURS LATER 9

Several perfumers and lab technicians work quietly at their

desks, mixing solutions.

Arielle scans the amber bottles on her circular shelf. They

read names like Rose Abs, Benzyl Acetate, Eucalyptus Oil,

Vetiver, etc.

She takes a bottle off the shelf and harvests the liquid

with a pipette. With great precision, she squeezes a few

tiny drops into a beaker and mixes the solution with a glass

stirrer.

Arielle hunches over the fragrance formula she’s composed in

pencil. Half of the ingredients have been crossed out.

Frowning, she crosses out another line as Jean Claude

approaches her. He glances disapprovingly over her shoulder.

(CONTINUED)
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JEAN CLAUDE

Cedar? In a rose fragrance?

Arielle shuts her notebook.

JEAN CLAUDE (cont’d)

Men’s or women’s?

ARIELLE

Since when do ingredients have a

gender?

JEAN CLAUDE

Since before you became a perfumer.

ARIELLE

What do you want, Jean Claude?

JEAN CLAUDE

Your Iso E Super.

She pulls an amber bottle off her shelf and hands it to him.

ARIELLE

(irritated)

Here.

A pebble hits the large window of the lab. Then another.

Arielle rises to inspect.

OUT THE WINDOW

Arielle watches as DANI (28, Italian) waves to her from down

below.

Grinning, she waves back.

10 EXT. PRIVATE GARDENS OF ESTATE 10

Hidden from the public, the lush private gardens are

well-manicured and more English in style with their straight

lines and tall, babbling fountains.

Arielle races to Dani. The two girls embrace each other.

DANI

I heard. Congratulations!

Dani kisses Arielle tenderly on the lips. Smiling, Arielle

returns the kiss.

(CONTINUED)
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Though Italian, Dani resembles a blonde, Beverly Hills

socialite.

DANI (cont’d)

Ugh, I’m so exhausted. I can’t even

tell you what day it is, I haven’t

slept in my own bed in weeks. The

Frick Charity Ball is Thursday in

New York, did you know?

Arielle shakes her head.

DANI (cont’d)

It’s the party of the season. I

can’t decide if I should go.

ARIELLE

Dani, you love those things.

DANI

I know. So where should we

celebrate? L’Auberge?

DANI (cont’d)

We always go to L’Auberge.

ARIELLE

Saint Antoine?

DANI

Or..how about a trip?

ARIELLE

Perfect. We could plan a trip to

India!

DANI

Um, what’s in India?

ARIELLE

There’s a new sandalwood plantation

in Hyderabad.

DANI

Ugh, not for fragrance. For

pleasure.

ARIELLE

Dani, fragrance is my passion.

(CONTINUED)
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DANI

I know, darling, but you work too

hard. You need a day off. Give the

others a chance to catch up to you.

Dani brushes a hair off Arielle’s face.

DANI (cont’d)

I know where we should go..

The two girls smile conspiratorially.

11 INT./EXT. HELICOPTER OVER PARIS - EVENING 11

Arielle and Dani, in matching headphones, gaze out the

window as their helicopter approaches the City of Light.

Arielle reaches for Dani’s hand. The Eiffel Tower glitters

in the distance.

12 EXT. OUTDOOR PARISIAN CAFE - NIGHT 12

A crowded, noisy cafe lit by candlelight. Impassioned YOUNG

FRENCH MEN gesticulate wildly to unimpressed FRENCH WOMEN

through swirls of smoke.

Arielle, champagne in hand, follows a HOSTESS to a corner

table. Tonight, she’s dressed in a gold beaded playsuit and

leather combat boots.

Seated, she lights a cigarette and observes the scene. At

another table, a group of young men hungrily lick their

lips. One man wears BRETON STRIPES.

Arielle gives them a stern look. They back off.

DANI (O.S.)

Ari!

Arielle spots Dani in the crowd. She waves her over.

Dani drops her Birkin bag next to Arielle’s. She sniffs,

wipes her nose.

DANI

Do you want some?

Dani holds out a vial around her neck.

(CONTINUED)
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ARIELLE

I can’t ruin my nose.

Arielle downs the rest of her champagne as the SERVER sets

down another flute.

DANI

That reminds me..I have news for

you. Come closer.

ARIELLE

What is it?

DANI

Christian..Dior.

ARIELLE

What about Dior?

DANI

They want to make a new fragrance.

The next J’Adore.

ARIELLE

Bullshit.

DANI

It’s true.

ARIELLE

But Dani, come on, that project has

been on hold for years. Every year,

they ask us to make a new fragrance

for them, but non, they drop it.

DANI

This time is different. They want

it developed in New York.

ARIELLE

New York? Why?

Dani shrugs.

DANI

Americans love Dior. The market is

growing faster than Europe.

ARIELLE

Who told you?

(CONTINUED)
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DANI

My fat, hairy stepfather, of

course.

Arielle laughs. She’s on her third glass of champagne.

DANI (cont’d)

They fly in next week to brief the

houses. Then Dior will select one

perfumer from each house to compete

for the final fragrance.

ARIELLE

I don’t believe it. That kind of

brief comes once a decade.

DANI

Right?! And you know whoever wins,

their fragrance will become an

icon. Like Chanel No. 5 or CK One.

Arielle frowns.

ARIELLE

Christophe and Ben will probably

pick Henri.

DANI

They don’t have to win.

Dani smiles secretively as she sips her champagne. Arielle

gets it.

ARIELLE

Non.

DANI

Why not?

ARIELLE

I won’t betray my family.

DANI

I’d see you more.

Arielle rises angrily.

ARIELLE

Did he send you? Your stepfather?

DANI

What? No!

(CONTINUED)
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ARIELLE

Souchon sold his family to a

corporation. He’s like the Walmart

of perfume. Why would I want to

work for him?

DANI

Sit down, you’re embarrassing.

ARIELLE

Non!

Dani stands up to her, a bit unsteady after a few drinks.

DANI

Then why do you work so hard? Don’t

you want to see your fragrance not

just in Paris, but around the world

someday?

(beat)

Smell this.

Dani holds her wrist up to Arielle’s nose. She sniffs.

DANI (cont’d)

I still wear it.

ARIELLE

Hopefully I’ve improved since then.

DANI

You’re an amazing perfumer, Ari.

You have so much more to give.

Arielle sighs. She finishes the last of her champagne.

DANI (cont’d)

But you know your brothers will

never accept you.

ARIELLE

Fuck you!

Arielle grabs her bag and exits. The young man in Breton

stripes watches her leave.

13 EXT. STREETS/ALLEY - NIGHT 13

Dani catches up to Arielle as they maneuver the cobblestone

streets in heels.

The man in Breton stripes whistles at them. Undeterred, they

continue walking.

(CONTINUED)
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DANI

Don’t be mad. I love you, that’s

all. Where do you want to go next?

We can go anywhere you want.

MAN IN BRETON STRIPES

(in French)

Want to have some fun?

ARIELLE

(in French)

Get lost!

DANI

Leave us alone!

MAN IN BRETON STRIPES

(in French)

Come quiet and you won’t get hurt.

Arielle wraps her arm around Dani’s white fur-covered arm

and continues walking, uneasy.

The man suddenly picks up speed and yanks Arielle from

Dani’s grasp. Dani screams as the man pushes Arielle into an

alleyway, attacking her.

ALLEYWAY

As the man tries to restrain her, Arielle thrusts her elbow

into his face, breaking his nose. She’s tough!

She lunges for his eyes, but he easily parries; instead, he

yanks back her long, dark hair.

Wiping blood from his face, the man struggles to bind her

hands together. Arielle knees him in the crotch and he

yelps.

He punches her hard in the face. She falls back in pain.

A shot rings out. Stunned, the man stares wide-eyed at

Arielle before crumpling to the ground.

Arielle spits. She turns to find Dani standing in the

doorway, wielding a Tiffany blue handgun. Her white fur coat

is covered in blood.

Arielle gives a look of horror.

END OF ACT ONE

ACT TWO


