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Dream Date 

 
It was 2:30 in the morning in mid April. Michele had been waiting for hours to see the new Sean 
Davis movie. Who is Sean Davis? Sean was only the best actor of the 21st century. Michele is 
Sean’s number one fan.  
 
Hours later, the line started to move. Michele sped up as she became closer to the door. Ticket in 
hand, a wide smile formed across her face. She arrived at her seat. The previews seemed to last 
forever. Finally, the movie began. 
  
At the end of the movie Michele found herself in tears. The movie was amazing. The credits 
were blazing by, Michele stood up. Sean’s voice appeared. “Win a free date with me, Sean 
Davis. Only $20 for a ticket and on May 1st there will be a drawing to see who wins. All the 
money will go charity. So purchase your tickets at the desk, and good luck!”  
 
The entire walk home Michele was distracted. “Win a date with me, Sean Davis,” still rang in 
her head. The ticket she had bought was clenched in her hand. Michele arrived at home. She was 
extremely tired. She laid the tickets down while she put on her pajamas. After she brushed her 
teeth, she came back into her room and grabbed the ticket. She stared at it. She had already 
memorized the numbers . . . 6-4-2-1-0-1-2.  
 
It was 7:30, the next morning, an alarm clock went off. Michele woke up, turned it off, 
remembering today was the drawing. She ate breakfast and headed to her TV. It was 7:52; the 
drawling was at 8:00. Michele stared at her ticket. Finally, 8:00, the moment had come. Sean 
appeared on the screen.  
 
“Hello, my name is Sean Davis. I am here to give away a free date with me. Over a million 
dollars was raised, so thank you. Now, the drawing!” . . . Michele closed her eyes. “And the 
winning ticket number is 6-4-2-1-0-2-5!” Michele froze; tears streamed down her face. “Please 
call the number on the screen if you are the winning ticket.” The ticket was confirmed. Michele 
was devastated.  
 
The next day Michele went to work. As she came home she threw her purse on the couch, and 
turned on the TV. “…the ticket was a fake.”  
 
Michele turned the volume up. The ticket was a fake? “The next drawling will be this evening at 
5:00 on channel 7,” blurted the TV. Michele checked the clock, it was 4:42. She turned to the 
channel. Sean appeared, again.  
 
“I am very sorry about the fake-ticket. I am here to present you with another drawing.”  
 
Michele ran to get her ticket . . . where had she put it!? Michele realized she had thrown it away. 
She knocked over the trash can. She was digging through it at lightning speed. There is was!  
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She ran to the TV. “The number is . . . 6-4-2-1-0-1-2!” Michele screamed she had won! She 
called the number and verified the ticket. When she hung up, she started packing. She was on the 
next flight to California.  
 
Michele arrived at the airport the next morning. She boarded the plane. She was on her way. She 
arrived in California around 6:00 that evening, where she had a limo waiting for her.  
She was brought to a hotel, where she was showed to her room. She got in the shower, and 
headed to bed early that night . . . she had a big day ahead of her!  
 
Michele awoke to a knocking on her door. When she opened the door, there was a man standing 
there. “May I help you,” says Michele. “Here is your breakfast,” states the man. “Oh, thank you 
sir.” “No problem.”  
 
After Michele finished breakfast she got dressed. It was 11:30 when somebody came knocking 
on her door again. She opened the door expecting lunch. No lunch, just a woman. “Hi,” says 
Michele. “Hello, I am Sean’s stylist. I came here to see what you have chosen to wear for your 
date.” “Come on in,” says Michele. “Here it is.” Michele was holding up a grey blouse with 
brown jeans. “This is what you are going to wear . . . on your date, with Sean Davis.” “Yes,” 
says Michele. “Don’t you have a dress?” “No.” “Then, we are going shopping!”  
 
It was 4:45 and Sean was supposed to come any minute. A few minutes went by and then 
suddenly somebody was knocking on the door. Michele became very nervous.  
 
Michele took a deep breath and opened the door. Standing before her eyes was Sean Davis. He 
was wearing a coal black suit, blue tie, and black shoes. He was better looking in person, with his 
brown curly hair, sparkling blue eyes, and five o’clock shadow.  
 
“Hi. I’m Sean Davis.” Michele stood there speechless, completely mesmerized. “You, you are 
great!” “Oh, thank you,” said Sean. “You ready?” “Yes,” blurted out Michele.  
 
They arrived at a fancy restaurant, where they were swarmed by paparazzi. There was a waiting 
line getting into the restaurant, but they were seated immediately. They ordered dinner. 
 
“You look stunning,” said Sean. Michele started to blush. “And what is it that you do?” “I work 
at a mall,” Michele said nervously. “So, you really are a big fan, huh?” “Absolutely,” said 
Michele.  
 
Dinner went by very fast, and before Michele knew it she was in the limo going back to the 
hotel. Sean’s amazing cologne covered the limo. The limo started to slow down; they arrived at 
the hotel. “It was nice meeting you, Michele. You are a good person, never change.” “It was nice 
meeting you too. I had always dreamed of what you would be like, and you weren’t anything 
close to that dream.” “What? Why,” questioned Sean? “You were way better. Thank you.” 
“Goodnight,” said Sean. The limo door closed as Michele walked away. “Wow, what a day,” 
Michele said to herself, “what a day.” 


