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SYNOPSIS: 

 

Divorced, forty-five, and facing an uncertain future, 

Eve attends her first SWASS (Single Women Actively 

Seeking Sex) meeting. After all, how hard can it be for 

a divorced woman to get laid by a guy that’s not a 

schmuck? It turns out not so easy. Will our hero get 

lucky? Or will she have to save herself for Steve 

Martin? 
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CHARACTERS: 

 

EVELYN CLARK(EVE), a woman in her forties 

 

TIME:  Now 

 

SETTING: Chair, Banner “SWASS, Single Women Actively 

Seeking Sex. Over 40 But Not Over Yet!” 
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9 

 
(May.) 

 

EVE 

This waiting for Steve Martin is lonely business. 

I go to work, I come home and fix dinner for 

Jessica, and somehow I make it to Friday night. 

And then I spend the weekend shuttling her to 

soccer games and movies and the Mall. Nagging 

about homework and leaving a week’s worth of 

underwear on the bathroom floor. I climb into bed 

with a good book and fall asleep by ten. 

 

Hello! Steve! I’m here. 

 

Nothing. No answer. He’s probably busy with fact 

checker girl. 

 

I know Steve Martin is never going to show up. The 

daytime isn’t so bad because Jessica and I are 

busy. But night is a slow river I have to cross 

alone. I feel like a failure. And I’m really 

lonely. 

 

OK, OK everyone has pointed out that Mark at least 

seems like a nice enough guy and what could be the 

harm in inviting him over? It wouldn’t be a date 

or anything. So, I did. 

 

I invited Mark and his daughter for dinner. 

Jessica was thrilled when I told her. 

 

    EVE: Jessica, Savannah and her Dad are 

    coming over for dinner tonight. 

 

    JESSICA: Great, Mom. What are we having? 

 

    EVE: I guess we’ll have steak or chicken  

    or something. 

 

    JESSICA: Hey, Mom, we’ve got a man. We  

    can grill! 
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Man plus dinner equals grill. Poor Jessica. Since 

her Dad and I split up, I never think to fire up 

the grill. The only time we have a barbeque is at 

family get-togethers, and her Uncles stand outside 

on the deck, drinking beer and flipping burgers on 

the grill. Men grill. 

 

I explained this little fact to Mark. He grilled 

that evening. The girls ate and then ran to 

Jessica’s room to apply makeup. Mark and I sat on 

the porch swing and finished our wine. We finished 

the bottle. He smelled so...great. But, I was 

going to keep this casual. We were just going to 

be friends. I was saving myself for Steve Martin. 

 

Savannah and Jessica had become good friends. And 

over the months, Mark and I became friends, too. 

Then one evening he and Savannah came over for 

dinner, and things changed. He brought a nice 

Australian Shiraz and a dozen yellow roses. I 

couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t hear the clock 

ticking anymore. He had crossed the invisible line 

I’d drawn eight months ago. The Maginot Line 

collapsed! I’m a sucker for roses, what can I say? 

But why yellow roses? 

 

    EVE: Mark, these are beautiful. What made  

    you think of yellow roses?  

 

    MARK: That last time we went camping you  

    wore a bright yellow poncho. You looked  

    like one of the girls, and when you fell 

in the mud, you laughed. I’ve never seen                       

anyone be that dirty and messy and beautiful 

at the same time. 

 

 

I wanted this man. I wanted to pull the breath out 

of him with my kisses. I wanted to rip his clothes 

off and feel his body pressed close to mine. Damn 

it, I wanted some sex! 
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This was it! Sex with this man was going to be 

special, stupendous, amazing. And it was going to 

start in the bathroom. I planned it for an evening 

when Savannah was with her Mother and Jessica was 

at a party. It would be just me, Mark...and the 

dog and the cat, but they didn’t really count. Did 

I mention that the dog, Baxter, is a collie? A 

herding dog. The cat is white, and Baxter thinks 

it’s a sheep. A small, lost sheep that he’s 

forever chasing around the house. 

 

My bathroom is small. It is definitely not 

elegant. I had great plans for decorating it to 

look like the seduction chamber it was to become. 

I brought out the special towels and bathmat. I 

picked up Jessica’s underwear and threw them in 

her closet. I unwrapped the candles I’d bought 

months ago and placed them all around the bathroom 

– on the tub and on the counter. I had scented 

oils. I had bubbles. I had been waxed, plucked and 

shaved. I was ready. The doorbell rang. 

 

I greeted him in the door in just my bathrobe. I 

pulled him into the bathroom. I closed the 

bathroom door. It never latched. I was shameless. 

I ripped off his clothes. We stepped into the 

tub...and just at that moment, the cat came in. 

The dog followed. The cat tried to hide behind the 

toilet. The dog started barking and I yelled at 

him to go away. He ignored me. I grabbed a bar of 

soap and threw it at him. He caught it in his 

mouth and froze. He spit it out, walked over to 

the bathtub and threw up on Mark. I leaped out of 

the tub, knocking over six of the candles, and 

stepped right on the soap performing the only 

perfect splits I’d ever done, pulling every muscle 

I had. The cat made a dash for the door and Baxter 

ran after it. The doorbell rang. The doorbell! I 

heard Jessica calling me. I threw on my bathrobe, 

opened the front door and there was Jessica. In 

tears. 

 

I put my arms around her and we sat down in the 

living room. Jessica was still crying when Mark 
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walked into the room. He’d pulled on his pants and 

was wearing my old bathrobe – my red Polartec 

bathrobe with goofy white reindeer all over, 

skiing and throwing snowballs. I couldn’t get 

Jessica to tell me what had happened, why she was 

home early from the party. Mark asked her. 

 

    MARK: Jessica, tell me why you’re crying. 

 

    JESSICA: All the girls were picking  

    on me. Making fun of me. 

 

    MARK: I wonder why they’d do that.  

    Describe them to me. 

 

    JESSICA: What, are you going to beat  

    them up? 

 

    MARK: No. Just tell me what they looked  

    like. 

 

    JESSICA: Well, one girl has a really big  

    nose, and one has awful hair, and  

    one...oh, I get it. 

  

    MARK: Sure, honey, it’s simple. You’re  

    the pretty blonde with blue eyes and  

    long legs. Sitting with all the boys,  

    I bet. 

 

    JESSICA: Yeah, but the boys are all  

    my friends. 

 

    MARK: Sure, and the other girls are  

    jealous. 

 

Jessica smiled. Really smiled. I wondered if Mark 

thought I had long legs, too. Jess got up, walked 

over to Mark and hugged him. As she walked to her 

room she yelled, ‘Mom, this bathroom is a mess!’ 

 

It was obviously never going to work. The bathroom 

was always going to be just a bathroom. I was 

always going to be a single Mom with zero privacy 
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and no sex. What man in his right mind would find 

all of this...inviting? 

 

Mark had brought a bottle of champagne. He opened 

it, poured us each a glass, and sat down next to 

me. He reached into his pants pocket and pulled 

out a little box. He wiped the soap bubbles off my 

face, pulled me into his arms, and proposed. I 

choked. 

 

Because, you know, I started thinking about it. I 

had rushed into both of my other marriages. Why? 

Maybe because I was young. But maybe more because 

I was scared. Scared of being the only woman out 

there no one loved. And I so wanted to be one of 

those couples still holding hands fifty years 

after ‘I do.’ There is nothing more beautiful than 

a happily married couple. 

 

I want that. I had that once. I thought I had that 

a second time. Maybe if I’d waited a little longer 

with Pete, things would have turned out different. 

No, rushing into marriage is not the way to get an 

extraordinary relationship. So, I’ve decided to 

wait a year to give him my answer. That’s long 

enough to make sure that Mark doesn’t wake up one 

morning and decide that one of my arms is way 

longer than the other and he needs to get out. 

It’s certainly long enough for him to get used to 

a few sneezes that send me running to the 

bathroom. It’s not that I don’t love Mark, or that 

I don’t think this will work out. I do. But you 

never know, do you? I’d hate to put Jessica 

through another mess. I think I’ll give the 

relationship enough time to grow so that one day 

we just look at each other and say, “Let’s get 

married today. It feels right.” 

 

And if in a year it doesn’t feel like that’s going 

to happen, well, hey, there’s always Steve Martin. 

 

Hey, Steve, you know that look women get when they 

want sex? Too late. 
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(Lights dim.) 

 

 

 

 

THE END 


