The Taming Of The Merchant

By Jake Atchison

The Story is opened by a couple of teens, a boy and a girl, the boy with dark brown hair and eyes, the girl, beautiful with raven colored hair and inviting hazel eyes.  They’re waltzing to Mozart’s “A little night music” the song concludes and the instructor begins applauding.

Instructor: Bianca, you are quickly becoming a dance protégé, and Luke, our newcomer, you are doing exceedingly well for having been in my class only four months.

Bianca and Luke in unison: Thanks, Elsa.

Elsa: Class dismissed.

A swarm of teenagers walk out of the building, Bianca, talking to some girl, Luke talking to some guy.

Luke: So, Lyle, have you asked out Hermia yet?

Lyle: I have, Karen and I are going to Cappello’s tomorrow night.

Luke: Cappello’s, isn’t that a store?

Lyle: Well, it’s weird but his competition is Portia’s, the hotel chain, so he’s trying to expand his franchise.  Rumor has it that Cappello’s son will soon be attending Venice.

Luke: That’s great.  Oh, I also heard that Shane Lock, my old friend, son of the wealthy accountant, Moisha Lock, will be attending our school as well, that’ll be cool. 

Lyle: Yeah… so have you considered it a remote possibility to ask out Bianca.

Luke: No way, man, she’s too popular, I’m just the new kid.

Lyle: Hey, you’ve been here four months and are pretty popular yourself, so social class is not an issue, are you shy?

Luke: Sort of.

Lyle: Well, get over it, she’s the girl every man in this school wants, and from what I saw on the dance floor, it looks like she wants you.

Luke: Ok, I will.

The next day at school, Luke approaches Bianca, sweat streaming, adrenaline pumping, heart racing.

Luke: Hey, Bianca.

Bianca: Hey… Luke, right? You’re in my dance class.

Luke: That I am, listen, I was wondering if you would like to join me for lunch at the Mexican restaurant down the block?

Bianca: Of course I would!

Luke: Really?!! I mean… really?

Bianca: Yeah, let’s go.

The two of them climb into Luke’s blue Camaro and drive to the restaurant three minutes away and then are seated.

Luke: So, Bianca.

Bianca: So, Luke, tell me about yourself.

Luke: Ladies first.

Bianca: Such a gentleman, all right, well, I’ve lived here in Padua all my life, I love it here, I live with my dad, Bill and sister, Kitty, he’s really cool, she’s… well, she’s Kitty.  

Luke: What does your dad do?

Bianca: He runs a multi-billion dollar oil industry out in Jacksonville.

Luke: Sounds awesome, but I bet it stinks, him being gone all the time.

Bianca: He actually runs it from home.  

Luke: That’s even better.

Bianca: Yeah, although, he’s kind of overbearing and overprotective, other than that he’s really cool.  What about you, who do you live with?

Luke: It’s just me and my dad, he’s in the navy, so I’ve had to move around a lot.

Bianca: Sounds rough, so do you know how long you’ll be in Padua?

Luke: As long as we want to, right before we moved here, he got promoted to Admiral, so he’s got a lot of say in whether we move or not.

Bianca: Cool.

Luke: Yeah, so are you a movie buff?

Bianca: I am.

Luke: Me too, what’s your favorite?

Bianca: Love Actually, what’s yours?

Luke: Superbad.

Bianca: Wasn’t expecting that, but, regardless, what’s your favorite subject in school?

Luke: As of now, it’s lunch.

Bianca: Aw.

Luke: What’s yours?

Bianca: English.

The two of them finish their meals and drive back to the school as they part ways, Luke to history, Bianca to English.  Luke, in history sits down next to Lyle, as a new dark-haired, Italian student walks in.

Teacher: Oh, ladies and gentlemen, and I use that term loosely, we have a new student joining us, Tony Cappello.  Tony, have a seat anywhere.

Lyle: See? I told you.

Luke: Tony, you can sit here.

Sitting down, the three of them introduce themselves.  Meanwhile, in another part of the school, Bianca sits in her English class as a beautiful Blonde girl enters the class.

Teacher: Oh, before I forget, students, this is Chloe Portia.

Bianca and Karen invite Chloe to sit with them.

Karen: So, Chloe, you being the wealthy woman you are, you could have any guy you want, who do you pick, and if you say Lyle, I will scratch your eyes out.

Bianca: Same goes for Luke.

Chloe: No, no, actually I actually have someone already.

Bianca: Who?

Karen: Do tell.

Chloe: It’s actually… arranged.

Karen: I don’t understand.

Chloe: My dad and this guy’s dad have decided for the two of us to get married.

Bianca: Who’s the guy? 

Chloe: Shane Lock.

Karen: Son of the wealthy accountant?

Chloe: Yes.

Bianca: You make it sound like a bad thing.

Chloe: No, no, it’s great, but I’d just like it if I had the choice, you know what I mean?

Karen: I understand, but I’m also not betrothed to hot, rich Jew.

Bianca: That’s true, you should be looking at the glass half full on this.

The bell rings and the three girls walk to the Padua Dance Academy, where Luke, Lyle and Tony are leaning against the wall, not a care in the world.

Bianca: Hey, Luke.

Luke: Hey, Bianca.

Karen: Hey, Lyle.

Lyle: Hey, Karen.

Chloe and Tony take one glance at each other and suddenly, in their minds, a parade appears, violins swell and fireworks boom.

Chloe: Hi, I’m Chloe Portia.

Tony: Chloe Portia, I’m Tony Cappello, say, are you by any chance related to the hotel tycoon?

Chloe: Yeah, my father, are you related to Cappello, the shop and restaurant owner?

Tony: I am, my dad hates your dad.

Chloe: My dad hates your dad.

Tony: I like you already.

Chloe: Same here.

The two of them chuckle sheepishly as Elsa comes out of the studio.

Elsa: Partners: Baptista, Bianca, your partnered with Lucentio, Luke.

Luke: It looks like we’re partners again, Baptista comma Bianca.

Bianca: It’s a great match, Lucentio comma Luke.

Elsa: Next: Lysander, Lyle and Hermia, Karen.

The two of them hold hands while mamboing into the studio.

Elsa: Now… who are you two?

Chloe: I’m Portia comma Chloe.

Tony: And I’m Cappello comma Antonio.

Elsa: Ok, you two are partnered together, it’s great; today we’re learning how to samba.  Now, how about our newcomers go first?

Tony and Chloe rumba together and the teacher is very impressed.

Bianca: Luke, did you notice how much chemistry they had together?

Luke: I guess, you going to try set them up?

Bianca: I’m working on something, but I can’t set them up.

Luke: Why not?

Bianca: Because, she’s engaged to Shane Lock.

Luke: Okay.

The two of them finish as class ends and all the students walk out the door, Lyle and Karen getting on his scooter.

Luke: Can I give you a ride home? 

Bianca: Sure.

The two of them get into the car and drive to Bianca’s manor.  Where a large man is trimming the hedges, she gets out of the car and walks to the large man.

Bianca: Hi, daddy.

Dad: Hi, Bianca, is that a boy?

Bianca: It is, his name is Luke, he’s very nice, you’d like him.

Dad: Bianca, it seems you’ve forgotten about the covenant we made.

Bianca: But, dad, if you met him, would it help out my chances of getting to date him?

Dad: It wouldn’t hurt if he’s as good as you say he is.

Bianca: Thanks, dad.

Luke then drives off to his house.

The next day at school, a brown-haired, brown-eyed boy walks into the school, instantly recognized by the student body, and sits down at the lunch table with Tony, Lyle, an unknown, dark-haired boy and Luke.

Luke: Shane! I heard you were going to come to school here.

Shane: I’m glad to see the rumors were true, you mind if I have a seat?

Lyle: Help yourself.

Shane: Thanks, so, Luke, who are these people?

Luke: Oh, forgive me, Lyle Lysander, whom I believe you already know.

Shane: I believe I do, nice to see you Lyle.

Lyle: Likewise, moneybags, I mean, Shane.

Luke: This is Tony Cappello, and this is Mark Bethel.

Mark: Pleasure to meet you, sir.

Shane: Same here, Mr. Bethel.

Luke: Well, Tony was just about to tell us who he had his eye on at this school.

Tony: If Chloe doesn’t work out I’m going to try Kitty Baptista, she’s cute.

Lyle: NO!!

Tony: Why?

Luke: What he means is “go for it” and good luck.

Tony begins walking away,

Mark: This should be a good laugh.

Tony walks up to a beautiful brunette girl.

Tony: Kitty. Hi, I’m Tony, I was wondering if you’d like to go out sometime.

Kitty: Sure, let me check schedule… oh, sorry, I don’t have time to go out with shy, awkward, new, Italian kids.

Tony: Ok, a simple “no” would have been fine.  You didn’t have to go into all that.

Kitty: Oh, but I did.  You need a reality check if you think you even have a remote chance with me.

Head hanging down, Tony walks back to the table.

Tony: Not only did she shoot me down, but she went into specifics about my personality.

Mark: That’s Kitty for you, the meanest chick in the Sunshine state.

Lyle: I’m sorry man, but, hey, you still got Chl-- (Luke kicks him in the knee) WHAT WAS THAT?!

Luke (teeth clenched): Don’t talk about Chloe in front of Shane.

Lyle: WHY?!

Luke (normal voice): Watch.  So, Shane, have you seen any girls you want?

Shane: Actually, I’m engaged.

Mark: Engaged? 

Shane: Yes, it’s an arrangement set up by my father and her father.

Tony: Who’s the girl?

Shane: Chloe Portia, the hotel heiress.

Tony just sits there, dumbfounded, the only thing he manages to say is “congratulations.”  The bell rings and lunch period ends, the five boys walk to their next class.  Then the final bell rings and the three couples go to the dance academy where Tony and Chloe do the tango. 

Tony (whispering): How could you not tell me you were engaged?

Chloe: I wasn’t sure how it would come up.

Tony: It could’ve been like: I just moved here from Verona, Mississippi, oh and by the way, I’m engaged to Shane Lock.

Chloe: I don’t think it could go quite so swimmingly.

Tony: So, what do we do?

Chloe: What do you mean?

Tony: Are we still dance partners?

Chloe: We have to be, Elsa said.

Tony: Are we just going to pretend it’s casual?

Chloe: I guess so.

Tony: Why?

Chloe: Tony, I’m engaged.

Tony: So you’re just going to pretend you didn’t feel anything? Cause I felt something.

Chloe: I felt it too, but what are we going to do?

Tony: Meet me at the beach at 9:00.

Chloe: Why?

Tony: Just do it, please?

Chloe: Ok.

Tony: Great.

They finish dancing, class concludes, Bianca and Luke go to her house, where her dad is watching Sportscenter.  He gets up from the couch and shakes hands with Luke.

Luke: Pleased to meet you, Mr. Baptista, I’ve heard nothing but good things about you.

Dad: Likewise, but call me “Bill.”

Luke: Ok, Bill.

Bill: Ok, Luke, Bianca seems quite taken with you.

Luke: And I with her.

Bill: She is a remarkable girl, well, I mean, so is Kitty, but you have no interest in her.

Luke: None at all, sir.

Bill: But, you know, she and I have a covenant, she can’t date until her older sister does, it’s nothing against you, you are a very nice individual.  

Luke: Well, I’d very much like to date her.

Bill: I realize that, but the covenant.

Luke (yelling): FORGET THE COVENANT!!!! (normal voice) sir.

Bill: You’ve got balls, boy, Bianca, you got yourself a good man here.

Bianca: I know.

Bill: I really am sorry you two, but, I said you can’t date until Kitty has a man of her own, I never said you couldn’t grease the wheels.

Bill and Luke shake hands as he goes out the door and to his car.

Later on that night, Chloe is eating dinner with her father, a red-haired Irishman, her mother, a blonde-haired Scottish woman, Shane, his father Moisha, and his mother, a brown-haired, brown-eyed couple.  

Moisha: Mrs. Portia, this veal is excellent.

Mrs. Portia: Thank you, please, call me Allison.

Moisha: Well, I have a rousing accounting story for all of you.

Right then, Chloe looks at her phone and sees she has a text message from Tony.  

Mr. Portia: Chloe, no phones at the table.

Chloe: I’m sorry, but I just got a message from Bianca and she really needs my help right now, is it ok if I go?

Mr. Portia: But you’re going to miss Moisha’s story.

Chloe: As big of a shame that is, Bianca really needs my help.

Mr. Portia: It’s ok with me, if it’s ok with your mom.

Mrs. Portia: Go ahead, dear (whispering to her) I don’t blame you, I need to find an excuse to leave myself. 

Chloe: Thanks, mom. 

She walks out of the mansion and meets up with Tony by the pier along the beach.

Chloe: What are we doing here?

Tony: I want to show you something my dad made back here.

Chloe: Ok.

They go under the pier, he pulls back a curtain to reveal a room with a sparkling white fountain in the center, the fountain, shooting out water.

Chloe: Oh, Tony, this is beautiful, your dad made this?

Tony: For my mom when they were dating.  

Chloe: It’s beautiful.

Tony presses a button on the stereo and “The Way You Look Tonight” plays.

Chloe: Oh, Tony.

Tony: I haven’t even shown you the best part.

He finds a rope near him, pulls it and the moon shows through a skylight above and the moonlight reflects off the water, giving a fantastic glow.

Chloe: Oh, the reflection is just so incredible.

Tony: Nowhere near as incredible as you, and the beauty of your eyes, icing on the cake.

Chloe: Oh, that was beautiful.

Tony: Care for a beverage?

Chloe: Is that what I think it is?

Tony: Yeah, grape juice, want a glass?

Chloe (nodding): I would.

Very soon they begin dancing and laughing and kiss for a long time, and before they realize it, it’s 1:00 in the morning.

Chloe: I’m sorry, but I really have to go.

Tony: I understand, after all, all good things must come to end.

Chloe: Right, and this has been an amazing thing, perfect, in fact, thank you, Tony.

Tony: You’re welcome, we’ll have to do it again sometime.

Chloe: Definitely, I’ll tell you the next time Shane’s busy.

Tony: You really don’t like him, do you?

Chloe: No, no, he’s great, a lot of fun to be around, sweet guy, it’s just that we’ve never really… clicked, we don’t have the sparks, the fireworks, the chemistry that you and I have. 

Tony: I’m glad you feel it, too.

Chloe: I really do.

The two of them kiss and then she leaves.

The next day at school, Luke walks up to Bianca’s locker.

Luke: When your dad was talking about greasing the wheels for Kitty, I came up with a foolproof plan.

Bianca: Me too.

Luke: You first.

Bianca: No, you.

Luke and Bianca (unison): Paying someone to date her.

Bianca: But who?

Luke: I know the perfect guy, my friend, Peter Petruchio.

Bianca: What’s he like?

Luke: He’s a hopeless romantic.

Bianca: Perfect, let’s go talk to him.

They walk up to a short, black-haired boy, wearing ripped jeans.

Luke: Hey, Pete.

Peter: Hey, Luke, what can I do for you?

Luke: You know Kitty Baptista, right?

Peter: Yeah…

Bianca: Well, we were wondering if you wouldn’t mind going out with her, or rather, pretending to?

Peter: What’s in it for me?

Luke: We’ll pay you.

Peter: How much?

Bianca: $350 sound good?

Peter: Sure, yeah, I’ll do it.

Luke: Great, thanks, Pete.

They walk off, three hours later, the bell rings, Kitty goes to the bookstore, at a safe distance, Peter follows.  She pulls a book off the shelf and sees him on the other side. 

Peter: Hi, I’m Peter.

Kitty: Hi, I’m not interested.

Peter: Fair enough, ooh, Pygmalion, good choice.

Kitty: Are you kidding?  I loathe this book.

Peter: I agree completely.

Kitty: But you just said “good choice.”

Peter: I meant good choice… to loathe.

Kitty: Ahh.

Peter: The Grapes Of Wrath, what do you think of this one?

Kitty: This book is the bane of my existence.

Peter: Yours too?  I thought I was the only one.  What about Animal Farm?

Kitty: Hate it.

Peter: Same here, ahh, The Great Gatsby.

Kitty: Now, that’s a good read.

Peter: It’s my favorite.  Pardon me if I’m being too forward, but would you like to have coffee with me?

Kitty: I would, don’t know why, but I would. 

Peter: Great.

The two of them walk to the coffee shop across the street.

Peter: So, Kitty, other than examining books that you hate, what else do you do for fun?

Kitty: I’m really into poetry, I write my own stuff.

Peter: I’d love to hear them sometime.

Kitty: We’ll see.

The two of them sip their drinks and then Peter drives Kitty home in his blue Mustang.  Then to the door.

Kitty: That was a lot of fun.

Peter: Yeah, we’ll have to do it again some time.

Kitty: We’ll see, goodbye Peter, see you tomorrow.

Peter: Goodbye Kitty.

Bill: Hey, Kit, was that a boy?

Kitty: Yes, it was. 

Bill: Is it serious?  And why don’t I know about him?

Kitty: He goes to my school, we met at the bookstore, then went out for coffee, the end.

Bill: Well are you going on another date with him?

Kitty: Maybe.

Bianca, upstairs, overhears the conversation and calls Luke and tells him what had just occurred.

The next day at school, Bianca walks up to Peter’s locker.

Bianca: How much do we owe you for last night?

Peter: Nothing, that was on my time.

Bianca: Oh, okay, great.

Luke walks up to her.

Luke: Hey, you like baking, right?

Bianca: Love it, why do you ask?

Luke: I wanted to see if you wanted to hang out in the home ec room.

Bianca: the teacher has a class right now.

Luke: It’s empty.

Bianca: How?

Luke: Well…

Flashback: Luke persuades Shane and Mark to pretend to fight.  

Luke: Hey, everyone, fight!!

All the students run out.

Teacher: All right, a fight!!!

Luke (to Bianca): So you want to go?

Bianca: Sure. 

The two of them walk down to the empty home ec room.

Luke: So, what do you want to make?

Bianca: How about muffins?  I love muffins.

Luke: Muffins it is, what kind?

Bianca: How about chocolate chip muffins?  I love chocolate chip muffins.

Luke: Chocolate chip muffins it is.

He presses a button on the stereo and dance music plays.  They pour the ingredients into the muffin pan: milk, sugar, flour, salt and chocolate chips.

Luke: I think your missing some flour.

Bianca: Really?  Where?

Luke: On your face.

Bianca (laughing): Well, I think you need some more chocolate.

She smashes chocolate chips all over his face.  The two of them are giggling and having a tremendous time.  A few hours later, Shane walks up to Chloe’s locker with a bouquet of flowers.

Shane: I know what you were doing the other night at dinner, I’m not stupid.

Chloe (gulping): You, you did?

Shane: Yes, you didn’t have plans with Bianca, you made plans with her in an attempt to get out of listening to my dad’s stories.

Chloe: Yes, that is exactly what happened, nothing more, you‘re a genius.  No, offense, you dad’s great, it’s just that his stories are a little…

Shane: Boring as hell.

Chloe: Exactly.

Shane: No, I know, I’m just mad I didn’t think of a plan to slip away.  So, after school, me and you, dancing, dinner, driving, maybe not in that order?

Chloe: Sounds great.

Shane: Cool, so 4:00?

Chloe: 4:00.

Karen: When are you going to tell him?

Chloe: What?  That I don’t love him?

Karen: Exactly.

Chloe: Let’s see, today is Tuesday, so how about the 22nd of never?

Karen: Chloe, he’s going to figure it out eventually.

Chloe: He might, but I’ll explain it to him that we’re not compatible after all. 

That evening, Chloe and Shane enter a Greek restaurant.

Chloe: Shane, this is very nice, and expensive, but I really do not like Greek food.

Shane: Well, neither do I.  

Chloe: Then what are we doing here?

Shane: Filling up on pita bread, and dancing.

Chloe (disgusted): That’s it, pita bread?

Shane (excited): And dancing!

Chloe (same expression): That’s why we’re here, even though, we both hate Greek food?

Shane: No, we’re here because anywhere I’m with you, no matter the food the serve, it’s the most perfect place in the world.  

Chloe (sighing): Oh, Shane, even McDonald’s?

Shane: Especially McDonald’s. 

The date concludes, the two of them in Shane’s limo.

Chloe: I had a great time, thank you Shane.

Shane: No problem, maybe next time we can go to KFC.

Chloe (chuckling): That’d be great, oh, you know exactly how to make me laugh.

Shane: I do love it when you laugh, you’re smile, it’s, it’s.

Chloe: It’s What?

Shane: Indescribable, very much like you’re personality.

Chloe: Oh, that is so sweet.

The two of them kiss and she gets out of the limo, walking up to her manor.

Shane (sighing): You know, Hank, I think I’m going to marry that girl.

Hank: You are going to marry her, sir.

Shane: Oh, right.

The following day Peter approaches Kitty at her locker.

Peter: You know, I was wondering, since we had so much fun last time we were together, how about we go on a real date?

Kitty: Sure, but what makes you think I had fun?

Peter: Because I had enough fun for the both of us.

Kitty: I never thought of it like that, so pick me up at 6:30?

Peter: 6:30 it is.  

That night, Peter picks Kitty up for their date.

Kitty: So where are we going?

Peter: Now, that is a surprise.

He soon drives up to the beach where many of Peter’s peers are there with multiple beach decorations and calypso music playing.

Kitty: Oh, yeah, the annual senior pre-graduation party, I forgot that I didn’t want to go.

Peter: Come on, Kit, it’ll be a lot of fun.

Kitty: Well, it couldn’t hurt.

She gets out of the car and then heads straight for the buffet where she gorges on chips and burgers and gulps down the nonalcoholic pina coladas.

Peter: c’mon, let’s dance.

Kitty (mouthful): Ok.

They go onto the dance floor, which is just a tarp with flowers around it and a boom box, Listen to the Music begins playing as they dance, fiercely and win.

Kitty: Oh, wow, Peter, that was so much fun.

Peter: Yeah, it was, how’s about we continue that fun?

Kitty: You mean it?  You really want to?

Peter: Yeah, I do.

Kitty: All right, I would love to. 

Peter: Really?

Kitty: Yeah.

Peter: You’ll go to the prom with me?

Kitty: Oh, I thought you meant… never mind, it’s not important, but of course I’ll go with you.

Peter: Great.

The two of them kiss as he drops her off at her house.

Kitty: I had a great time, thank you for dragging me there Peter.

Peter: No problem, glad to drag you somewhere against your will.

Kitty: Goodnight, Pete.

Peter: Goodnight, Kit.

They kiss again and she walks up to her house. 

The next day, Karen walks up to Bianca’s locker.

Karen: Happy birthday, Bianca.

Bianca: Thanks, Kar, but where’s Luke? I haven’t seen him all day.

Karen: I’m not sure, but open your locker.

Bianca: Why?  What did you do?

Karen:  Just open it.

Bianca (hesitantly): Ok.

She opens it and a giant wheel spins, causing fireworks to explode, while the happy birthday song is playing.

Bianca: Kar, this is beyond way too much, after all I’m only 17.

Quickly, a woman dressed in a power suit bolts over to the girls.

Woman: Hermia, Baptista, in my office, now!

They are soon both in the woman’s office.

Karen:… so you see, principal Davis, I only did this to celebrate the birthday of my best friend, she had nothing to do with this.

Principal: Ok, you both are free to go.

They walk back to her Bianca’s locker, where Chloe and Tony  are waiting for them.

Chloe and Tony (unison): Happy birthday, Bianca.

Bianca: Oh, thank you, by the way, Tony, have you seen Luke?

Both: No.

Bianca begins walking through the hall, searching for Luke.

Mark: Happy birthday, Bianca.

Bianca: Thank you.

Lyle: Happy birthday, Bianca.

Bianca: Thank you.

She finally finds him sitting at the lunch table with Shane and unknown African American boy.

Bianca: Hi, Luke, who’s this?

Luke: Bianca, I’d like you to meet Dirk Othell, he just came from Messina, Alabama.  

Bianca: Charmed, Luke you know what day it is today, don’t you?

Luke: Friday?

Bianca: Yes, but besides that.

Luke: Mystery meat day?

Bianca (emotional): Forget it.

She storms away.

Luke: That was weird, so where exactly is Messina?

Dirk: It’s about 10 minutes outside of Birmingham.

Shane: so, who do you got your eye on here?

Dirk: This girl I met earlier, helped her picked up her books when they fell.

Shane: Nice, that always works… in the movies, but go on.

Dirk: She thanked me and told me her name was Desiree Demona, I told her it was a beautiful name that suited her perfectly.

Shane: Nice.

Later on that evening, Bianca is at her house, balling her eyes out, Desiree, Karen and Chloe all are surrounding her and comforting her.

Desiree: Oh, sweetie, it’s ok.

Her phone begins ringing; it’s Luke.

Desiree: What makes you think she would even want to think about talking to you?

Bianca: Is that Luke?  Let me talk to him.  Luke, are you aware of what--

Luke (over phone): come to the docks, I have a surprise for you.

Bianca: Ok.

The four of them soon go to the docks where Luke is nowhere in sight, they look at out at the water and notice a large, white yacht with a banner that reads “HAPPY BIRTHDAY, BIANCA”.  And soon a waiter comes up to Bianca and escorts her into boat’s restaurant and lounge.  In the room there are several tables covered with white tablecloths, the waiter seats her at a table all by herself.

Bianca: This is all wonderful and completely unnecessary, but it would be a lot better if my boyfriend were here.

And right then, Luke comes onto the stage.

Luke: This song goes out to the greatest girl in the entire world, Bianca, happy birthday.

He then begins singing I’ve Got You Under My Skin.
