
BINGO QUEENS

Written by

Nick Finegan 

Middleweek Newton 
Talent Management 
47 Bedford St, 
London WC2E 9HA

nickvictorfinegan@gmail.com
+447866005148



ON BLACK:

Speakers crackle as someone connects an aux cable. The hot pink 
riffs of Who Do You Think You Are by The Spice Girls begin to throb. 

INT. AN AMATEUR DANCE CLASS AT A GYM IN SOUTH LONDON. 10AM. 

Colourful lights bounce across the polished floor of the studio. 

LULU
5,6,7,8... Yes! Yes Margaret! And side 
step? And back. Shimmy? Shimmyyy. Great 
girls! And high kick? POW! Yes! Annnnd 
pout to finish... Nice one Beverly. 

SMASH CUT TO:

INT. A STARK WHITE-WALLED OFFICE. 

GYM MANAGER 
I’m so sorry babe. It’s company policy... 

LULU
Right.  

GYM MANAGER 
A lady already terminated her membership 
over this. Twitter’s been going mad.

LULU
Yeah I’m well aware.

GYM MANAGER 
Why don’t I email Tom at head office and 
see if we can’t let you change in that 
big disabled toilet on the ground floor? 

LULU
I’m pretty sure its specifically for 
people who might actually need it, Gemma.

GYM MANAGER
(whisper) Oh babe we’ve only got like two 
disabled members they won’t even know. 

Lulu get’s up to go, struggling to unpin her ‘FitWorx’ company badge

LULU
Wow. Fuck. Well, despite your kind offer -

GYM MANAGER
Look babe that’s the best I can -



LULU
No. No it’s definitely not. Buut - you’ll 
be pleased to hear I’m out of here...

Fumbling with the badge pin she manages to finally undo it. 

You’ve won. 

GYM MANAGER
What d’you mean?

LULU
I mean I start a new job next week. A 
very long way from this place.

The badge clatters onto Gemma’s desk. Lulu gathers her stuff. 

Doubt I’ll get to hug Tom goodbye so 
would you mind giving him this babe?

She flips her middle finger, flashes a broad smile, and heads for 
the door... 

I’d be so grateful.

INT. POLISH SUPERMARKET.

Morning radio blares from the cheap overhead speakers. Aleks is at 
the checkout. The scanner bleeps monotonously throughout the scene.

ALEKS
That’s £12.95 altogether... Need a 
receipt? Thanks.

He starts scanning the next lot of items: Beer, bread, frozen peas..
Thaat’s £9.98... Thanks. Receipt? 

INT. SUPERMARKET. MEN’S STAFF TOILETS. 

Aleks is sat on the toilet, lid down, jerking off to some porn on 
his phone. The guy in the video moans. Someone enters the toilets. 
He quickly shuts it off. Then, after a moment, he continues wanking. 

EXT. POLISH SUPERMARKET. STAFF ENTRANCE. 

Aleks steps outside for a fag. AGA is finishing hers. He asks for a 
light, takes a drag as the embers flare up on the end of his rolly.  

AGA
Jestes nowy?
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ALEKS
Tak. Mój pierwszy dzien. 

AGA
Nieszczesliwy. 

Aga scans her keycard and heads in. Aleks breathes a deep lungful of 
smoke, gazing at the empty space left behind by his colleague. He 
browses Grindr. His phone rings: “Otto Calling”. He stares at the 
screen as it vibrates in his hand and rings out. After a few seconds 
a voicemail pops up. He puts the phone to his ear urgently. 

VOICEMAIL 
Hey. So I know this is pretty out of the 
blue... Um. Suddenly I don’t know what to 
say. I had things I wanted to say and 
suddenly - I don’t know what to say. 
Just. Well happy birthday. I’m sorry I 
missed it. I mean I’m sorry I didn’t call 
on the day. Yeah. Look I hope you’re 
good. Hope the music’s going good. You’re 
probably on a world tour by now but call 
me back some time yeah? I miss you. 

The phone clicks out. Aleks’s eyes are pink and swollen with tears. 

EXT. BUS STOP. 

The following action shifts between Aleks, who is walking up the 
high street towards the bus stop, and Lulu, who is already there.

ALEKS
It’s better than deliveroo. Yeah. Yeah 
exactly. And I really need the money so - 

Focus shifts to Lulu, typing away on facebook. Behind her three guys 
banter away: navy suits, gelled hair, beer cans, Burger King chips.

MAN 1 
Bet she’s a right dirty bitch...

MAN 2 
(laughing) She’ll hear you - filthy fuck! 

Lulu’s eye dart up. Did she hear them right? We shift back to Aleks. 

ALEKS
I’ve been trying. I have. Nearly finished 
my new mixtape - but - I dunno the tracks 
all sound the same... and all the lyrics 
are about Otto. Makes me feel a bit 
pathetic I guess. Yeah. Yeah. Well no but 
he fucking called me earlier. 

(MORE)
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I know right? Almost a year. You kidding 
Mya? Nah. You said it yourself - less I 
think about him the better... 

He is now at the bus stop, leaning against the glass. The three guys 
are pissing themselves. Thrusting. Chugging beer. Lulu wheels round: 

LULU
D’you think I can’t hear you? 

They see her face for the first time, clock her deeper voice. 
Something dangerous is gathering in the air. Aleks has noticed the 
tension. Man 3 picks up a chip... 

Holding Lulu’s gaze, he slowly and deliberately dips it in ketchup. 
Then... lobs it straight at her. It hits her jacket. She flinches. 
Ketchup oozes down the faux fur lapel. Man 1 bursts out laughing.  

Lulu looks at the chip. She bends down, picks it up... and lobs it 
straight back. It hits his pristine white shirt. In a flash Man 1 is 
out of his seat. He dashes towards Lulu who meets his lunge head on. 
Man 3 throws his entire portion of chips on the floor and gets up to 
punch Lulu in the face. Man 2 tries to hold his friend back.

ALEKS
Fuck - hang on. Mya. I’ll call you back 
(he wades into the fray) 
Hey, hey, hey get off her!  

Man 3 breaks from his mate’s hold and lands a punch on Aleks.     
Cut to black: Sounds of violence. Someone calls Aleks a faggot. We 
hear a bus pulling up to the stop. Someone yells: “She’s fucking 
filming us you fucktard. Just get on! Mike! Just fucking get on!” 

CUT TO:

EXT. STREET-SIDE BENCH. EVENING. 

Aleks is nursing a bruised jaw. Lulu returns with an Iceland bag. 

LULU
They were out of ice. 

She pulls out a packet of frozen frankfurters. 

ALEKS
I’m vegan. 

LULU
Just get ‘em on your face honey. 

They sit in silence for a moment. She shows him the video she took 
during the fight. 

ALEKS (CONT'D)
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ALEKS
No one else even said anything... 

LULU
No one else ever says anything.

She pulls out a bulging leather wallet from her bra and matter-of-
factly starts rifling through it. Condom. Cash. Driver’s License.  

ALEKS
Is that? 

(He bursts out laughing)
How did you manage that?!

LULU
Oh honey I’ve been felt up and pushed 
around by guys like him since I was 15. 
You learn some survival tactics. 

(She counts the money)
So... What do you fancy doing tonight? 

ALEKS
Oh no keep it. Put it towards a new coat?

LULU
Oh lets do something with it! Something 
(reading ID)’Tom J. Hunt’ would really 
loathe his cash being spent on hmm?

ALEKS
Poppers and a Bacardi at The Glory?

(She looks unenthused)
Umm. Okay wait I have an idea...! 

EXT. MECCA BINGO HALL. CAMDEN. DUSK. 

They are standing outside the glowing neon mecca of an old bingo 
Hall, their cheeks bathed in multi-coloured light. 

ALEKS
Used to come here when I was skiving 
school. Cheapest pints in town.

LULU
Oh hun I’m sold.

INT. MECCA BINGO HALL. EVENING 

A warm hum of activity. The bingo-caller announces a steady stream 
of numbers. They sit down. Lulu looks at the score sheets, confused. 
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A middle-aged lady working over a thick hunk of bubblegum and 
dressed in a blue juicy couture tracksuit chimes in. Miniature 
plastic Buddhas adorn her table.

TINA 
You’re looking for a row. Up, down, 
diagonal. Or a full house. 

LULU
Ahh okay fab, thanks hun. 

TINA
Nice to have you pet. What are your 
names? 

LULU
Lulu

ALEKS
Aleks. 

TINA
Tina. 

ALEKS
Do you play here a lot?

BINGO CALLER
Fourth round. Yellow page. Eyes down. 

TINA
Eyes down, eyes down! 

The next round of Bingo plays out. Tina’s ringed fingers clutch at 
her empty cigarette packet. She blows a big blue bubble of gum. Lulu 
struggles to keep up. The room is quiet. Tense. Then suddenly... 

PUNTER
YEaaaAS! 

A sea of disgruntled muttering. 

TINA
Ohh! Jammy bitch. I was close! 

ALEKS
Same! 

TINA
Anyway, fag time. What you having loves? 

ALEKS
Whatever you’re having?
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LULU
Same! 

Tina bounds off. Fags in one hand, phone in the other. 
Hun you got facebook? Video’s had almost 
2 thousand views! Should tag you in it. 

She hands him her phone. He put his name in, hands it back.

LULU (CONT’D)
Umm, hello profile pic! You in a band? 

ALEKS
Yeah. Well - it’s just me actually. 
That’s from a gig last year. 

LULU
Wow. Dark horse. The makeup’s on point. 
You look like a bird of paradise... 

ALEKS
It’s sorta like my warpaint I guess. Each 
gig it’s a bit different. 

LULU
Love it! When’s then next one? Me and 
Tina can be your backing dancers.

ALEKS
Ah I wish, I haven’t got any lined up 
though. Taking some space from it all -

Tina returns with three WKDs and a packet of dry roasted peanuts.

TINA
There we go m’darlings! Get ‘em down you.

LULU
Oh no, how come? Thanks Tina luv. Delish! 

Lulu rips open the nuts, then looks to Aleks waiting for his answer.

ALEKS
Sorry Tina could I bum a cigarette?

TINA
Course love. 

BINGO CALLER
Alright then ladies and gentlemen. 
Penultimate round? Eyes down. 

TINA
Be quick though! 
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EXT. BINGO HALL. DUSK.

Aleks silhouetted against the colourful neon signage. He plays 
Otto’s voicemail back. Starts writing out a text: ”Hey. Look I gotta 
admit I wasn-” He deletes it. Crushes his fag under foot. Heads in.  

INT. BINGO HALL NIGHT. 

The evening has progressed. Tina has now fully decamped onto Lulu 
and Aleks’s table which is full of empty beer glasses and half eaten 
plates of nachos. Aleks is chewing on a piece of bubblegum. Lulu 
rubs a plastic buddha head as an older woman walks by their table.   

MAJ
Darlin,(hushed) you missed 17?

LULU
Oh! Thank you. 

TINA
Thanks Maj. They’re both new.

MAJ
That’s a full house my love...

TINA
Lulu. Quick! Call it. Call it!

Lulu looks a little lost before noticing that 17 completes a full 
house. Her eyes grow wide. Aleks leans over to see the scorecard.

LULU
Oh my God. Bingo. BINGO!!!!

Everything oozes into slow motion as Lulu jumps on her chair and 
throws her scorecard above her head. Tina jumps out of her seat, 
Aleks gets up to hug Lulu. Suddenly we snap back to real time:

MAJ
Though no-one really shouts Bingo anymore 
lass.  

CUT TO:

INT. LAVISH CENTRAL LONDON RESTAURANT. NIGHT. 

Montage: Drinks poured. Dinner served. Shopping bags clutter a 
decadently dressed table. Maj tries Oysters for the first time - it 
ends in a hilarious mess. More drinks arrive - they toast to Lulu’s 
win. As the deserts are cleared Maj puts her arm round Lulu. 
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MAJ
But if Ballet’s what you love you should 
never give it up. Never, never, never... 

LULU
Yeah. But I didn’t give it up Maj. Think 
it’s pretty fair to say it gave up me...    

Lulu looks uncomfortable with the conversation. Hails a waiter.

CUT TO:

INT. RESTAURANT TOILETS 

Lulu standing in front of the sink. She’s been crying. Tina bustles 
in. Lulu hurriedly pulls out her makeup. Tina finishes in her 
cubicle and heads to the wash basins. She looks at Lulu through the 
mirror. Lulu puts down the makeup, lets herself be seen...

TINA
Trust your gut love. And bugger what 
other people have to say.   

EXT. STREET CORNER. TUBE ENTRANCE.

A flurry of warm goodbyes and promises to keep in touch. Tina and 
Maj head into the tube. Lulu and Aleks head deeper into the night. 
Lulu dances, listening to one of Alek’s songs on his headphones. 

LULU
Babe this is fire. The melodies! Uh! 

(Her arms spin and flick)
And these lyrics...

(Pulls out one headphone)
Did that really happen?

ALEKS
Went round to his flat one day and he’d 
moved without telling me.

LULU
Fuck... How long were / you - 

ALEKS
/ Three years? 

She pulls the other headphone out.

LULU
Well that song is beautiful.
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ALEKS
Really?

LULU
Yes. Stop doubting hun. 

ALEKS
You’re the only person I’ve played it to. 

LULU
Well hurry up an get it out in the world!

(Aleks smiles)
Can I hear the others? 

ALEKS
Ahh no they’re just like, bad versions of 
the same song. Since Otto disappeared I 
can’t seem to write anything fresh.  

LULU
Have you ever thought of finding him? 

ALEKS
Well I know where he’s living now...

LULU
Think I’d want some fucking answers.   

ALEKS
Nah. I’m done. Or. Well I’m trying to be. 

(He downs the beer and 
crushes the can)

Right. Shall we go dance? 

INT. BASEMENT CLUB. 3AM. 

We see them amid the disorientating swirl of a colourful queer 
party. They dance wildly. The music pounds. Aleks inhales and 
exhales deeply as something releases inside him... 

EXT. BASEMENT CLUB. 5AM. 

They sit on a bench in the smoking area. Lulu thumbs a beautiful 
jade pendant, strung to a silver necklace. Aleks watches - tense.  

LULU
Where did you get it? 

ALEKS
Otto. ‘Kay can I have it back now? Have a 
feeling it was his wife’s originally but - 
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LULU
Woah. What? Okay nope. No, no, no. One 
minute you’re telling me you’re still in 
love with this guy who’s married and 
literally disappeared on your ass - but 
then youre wearing his wife’s necklace? 
What?! I’m chucking this in the bog babe.

She gets up to go. He lurches forward and grabs the necklace.

ALEKS
Lulu. I’m not throwing it away! It’s like 
the only precious thing I haven’t lost - 

They tussle for the necklace. Both have a grip on it. 

LULU
Okay. Okay what if we give it a proper 
goodbye? Like. I’ve been reading about 
white magic and queer witches and stuff. 
That shit is off the scale honey! We 
could take it to a place that reminds you 
of him and do a ritual and let it go! 
He’s gone. He’s long gone Aleks. 

Aleks let’s go. Closes his eyes, forehead contorted in a wince. 
She’s hit a nerve. Goes to hug him. He gently pushes her arms away. 

LULU (CONT’D)
Aleks. Hun look, have it. I’m sorry if- 

ALEKS
No, it’s. Fine. You’re right (a moment of 
contemplation) I need to get rid of it. 

EXT. THAMES BANKSIDE. STILL DARK - BEFORE THE BREAK OF DAWN. 

Aleks at the edge of the Thames. Suddenly he spins round, running up 
the beach. He stops in front of Lulu and tentatively goes to fasten 
the necklace around her neck. She let’s him. A smile breaks into 
both their faces as they try to work out what the other is thinking. 

LULU
Errm. Why you lookin at me like that?

ALEKS
S’like a different necklace when you wear 
it. (She doesn’t respond) Wanna keep it? 
Least then I’ll see it if we hang out. 

LULU
Well. Yeh. But I’m moving next week, so - 
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He struggles to see why this connects to the necklace... 

ALEKS
Oh. D’you - need a hand with boxes?

LULU
No I mean I’m moving out of London. 

ALEKS
Oh. What? Why? 

LULU
My cousin offered me a job managing her 
furniture store. It’s good money. And - 
to be honest this city is killing me -

ALEKS
Back up in your hometown? 

LULU
Yeah.

ALEKS
Oh shit. 

He is a little surprised at how hard this news hits him. Lulu is at 
a loss for words. She hands back the pendant. Also surprised at how 
horrible this feels. Aleks opens his mouth to protest.  

LULU
Please don’t try and change my mind Aleks

ALEKS
But. Come on Lulu. You hardly scream 
furniture saleswoman! 

LULU
Ohh God, I dunno. It’s fucking ironic 
okay? Literally the day after I sign my 
contract I get an audition to go on tour 
with a fucking amazing dance company. 
S’like this city’s tryna fuck with me or -  

ALEKS
Well, but that’s a sign Lulu - 

LULU
Look my cousin’s literally expecting me 
next Monday. Its done. It’s already done. 

She is uncomfortable with eye contact now. He holds her gaze.

ALEKS
I’m not sure I believe you. 
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LULU
You barely know me honey. 

(An awkward pause)
Look. I’m sorry. We’ve still got a whole 
bottle of champagne to finish... can we 
just talk about something else? 

(She pulls out a bottle)
Please Aleks... 

She pops the cork, sipping up the bubbles before offering him the 
bottle. He drinks. We cut forward in time. A montage of them running 
about the beach, rolling a spliff. The sky grows pink. They sit on a 
rusted shopping trolley, smoking and watching the sun climb higher. 

ALEKS
He had a flower stand. Just over there...

LULU
Cute. When I was little I used to pretend 
I was a flower girl. Like in those 
musicals in the 50s. 

ALEKS 
Kinda was like that...

She smiles. Looks at him, looking across to the pier. He looks back. 

LULU
You remind me of this choreographer I 
used to go out with.

ALEKS 
Really? Is that good or bad? 

LULU
Neither. He just wanted me to be 
something I wasn’t. Or he fell in love 
with something I wasn’t. Or. Yeah... 

She lets out a ream of pale blue smoke and watches it dissolve. 
Got married to a guy half his age last 
month, so, good luck to him.

Aleks rests his head on Lulu’s shoulder and closes his eyes. 

ALEKS
If you don’t go you’ll always wonder. 
Really. You will Lulu. 

Lulu stares at the river with tears in her eyes. The sounds of the 
river lapping at the bank grow louder and louder. Her phone alarm 
begins to ring. 07:00am. The sound of rushing tides rumbles to a 
sudden crescendo and then blows out. 
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INT. AUDITION ROOM. SOHO. 3 WEEKS LATER. DAY. 

CHOREOGRAPHER
And it’s Lulu Amarkwei is it? Okay, well 
in your own time... 

A synth soundtrack begins to throb - it’s the same one we heard 
through the tinny leakage of Aleks’s headphones earlier. The track 
continues to play over the following intercut scenes:

INT. ALEKS’S FLAT. BEDROOM. NIGHT. 

Aleks at his keyboard, avidly writing new music. The buttons glow...

INT. AUDITION ROOM. SOHO.

We catch the last gesture of Lulu’s choreography. The panel of 
judges are poker-faced. She flexes her shoulder. Slings on her bag.

INT. ALEKS’S FLAT. BATHROOM. NIGHT. 3 WEEKS LATER AGAIN.  

Aleks washes pink dye out of his hair, daubs his face with 
‘warpaint’, lips deep red. He looks like a bird of paradise... 

INT. LULU’S FLAT. BEDROOM. DAY. 

Lulu is packing. She stands, jumps, sits on an overflowing suitcase. 
The sonorous landscapes of the soundtrack dip out a little, as a V/O 
recording chimes in over the top of Lulu packing.  

VOICEMAIL
Hii, you’ve reached Lulu. Please leave a 
message. 

(A sharp *beep*)
Hey Lulu. It’s Aleks. Sorry I keep 
missing your calls, just been super busy 
working on these new tracks. Head way up 
in the clouds - got a gig tonight though! 
Put you on the guestlist if you’re free?

EXT. THAMES BANKSIDE. EARLY EVENING. 

The V/O continues as we see Aleks silhouetted by the same stretch of 
river where he and Lulu ended up the morning after their Bingo Win. 
His pink hair is a little fade with a few weeks’ regrowth. 

VOICEMAIL CONT’D
Yeah we seriously need a catchup. 
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The wax and wane of the river tides now replaces the receding music. 
Did you hear back about the tour yet? 
Hope they gave you the part honey. Mad 
stupid not to. Anyway. Miss you. 

He gazes at the surface of the water. Memories swimming through him. 
The sounds of the river grow louder, louder and then cut to silence. 

Call me back when you get this yeah...? 

CUT TO:

INT. LONDON RAIL STATION 

Lulu stands in front of the departures board. Gazing up at the 
glowing orange letters as she looks for her platform

EXT. SUBURBAN RESIDENTIAL STREET. 

Aleks silhouetted in front of a modest semi-detached house. The 
pendant is dangling from one hand. He walks up the path, stops in 
front of the door, pushes the necklace through the letterbox. A dog 
barks inside the house. Aleks rushes back down the path. Just as he 
reaches the gate, we hear the front door opening...  

OTTO’S WIFE
Hello?! Sorry do I know you? Excuse me. 

Aleks stops in his tracks. Breathes deep. Turns round to face her... 

Where did you find this? 

INT. HIGH SPEED TRAIN CARRIAGE.

Lulu throws her suitcase into the overhead shelf and swings down 
into her seat, resting her head against the window pane. The english 
countryside rushes past in a blur of so many different greens... 

She smiles.

Cut to black.

THE END
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