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Amy Whitaker pulled the front door of their Wisconsin home open. She held it, smiling broadly. "Erin! Dan! You made it." 

She leaned in and kissed them each on the cheek. 

“A bona fide 1970s key party! Wouldn’t have missed it for the world, Amy. Fred hasn’t shut up about it all week.” Dan handed her a bottle of wine. 

"Fred's in heaven," Amy said, wearing a blue paisley sleeveless wraparound thing with a plunging, revealing neckline. Her hair  was loose and blonde. She hooked it behind one ear and took the wine from Dan, gave him another kiss on the cheek. "He even found a vintage cheese fondue pot on eBay." 

Dan was already craning his neck, searching for their host. "The man's a connoisseur of retro-chic. Where is the old scoundrel?" 

"Bar. Where else?" Amy said. "In the kitchen." 

"Then that's where you'll find me." 

"Dan, wait." Amy put the wine on the sideboard and picked up a large glass bowl. She held it out to him. "Keys. Both of you." 

Dan chuckled, already digging into the pocket of his bell-bottomed jeans. "Wouldn't dream of being the party-pooper." He dropped his keys into the bowl with a clatter. "Honey?" He looked at Erin. 

She hesitated. Her gaze fixed on the keys rattling in the bowl. She fumbled with the tiny clasp on her small, beaded purse, her fingers fumbling with the delicate chain. The key hit the others in the glass jar already heavy with silver and gold metal and various tags with a jingly sound. 

Erin adjusted the strap of her top, where it looped around her neck, a period-inspired halter top, wishing she’d chosen something a little less revealing. Orange-tie dyed. It was almost garish against her pale skin. Her flesh goose-bumped. She felt exposed. 

Dan made a beeline for the kitchen. 

She and Amy, and their husbands for that matter, had missed the era by about a decade. The oldest of them in their circle of friends only in their early fifties. While Amy and Fred had this thing about parties. They were theme people. This was their latest, a revival of a notorious bit of 1970s suburban mythology. 

"Love the top, Erin," Amy said, setting the bowl aside. She linked her arm with Amy's, directing her deeper into the house. “Fred’s obsessed with the era. The music, the clothes, the muscle cars. He's even threatening to buy an old, vintage 1970s  Pacer.” 

"God, they were so ugly," Erin said with a laugh. 

"Right. He says it's an 'underrated design classic.'" Amy’s eyes crinkled. "Personally, I think he just wanted to do all this as an excuse to grow a mustache." 

Erin burst out laughing at that. "A porn 'stache on Fred. I can't see it." 

"He's got one." 

Seventies rock music played from the living room's record player. A mirror ball cast slow, dizzying lights around the room. Half the neighborhood was there. The women mingled, dressed in bell-bottoms, fringe vests, and wide lapels. The men sported glued-on sideburns—Erin hoped—and polyester shirts unbuttoned to their navels. 

The whole neighborhood seemed to be there. 

She saw the Millers from down the street. The couple's teenage daughter, Starr, was home from college for the weekend and looked like she'd rather be anywhere else. Across the room, the Petersons were huddled together near a record player, going through Fred's collection of vinyl with the reverence of archaeologists examining artifacts. A new song started, something with a thumping bass that Erin recognized instantly. 

“Come on," Amy said, "if we’re going to survive this night, we'll need a drink.” 

They wove through clusters of couples—some laughing loudly, some swaying half-drunkenly to the music, all clearly already embracing the spirit of the night. A pair near the bar passed a joint between them. The end flared. The air sweet with its distinct scent. 

Erin kept close to Amy, grateful for the anchor. Amy’s hand brushed her arm lightly as they reached the makeshift bar, a touch so brief it could have been accidental—yet Erin felt it. 

Amy poured them both something bubbly and light, handing Erin the glass with a conspiratorial grin. “To surviving Fred’s ‘authenticity.’” 

Erin clinked her glass, her pulse still fluttering from the chaos around them as the music swelled. Next up was something funkier—a lively, dance-inducing, up-tempo number, impossible to ignore. It had been ages since Erin had listened to the music of the decade. It stirred a bit of nostalgia in her. 

"So, Amy," she said. "Explain this key thing to me. Dan wouldn't go into detail about it. Only saying, 'you'll see.'" 

Amy leaned back against the counter, swirling her drink. She looked amused but also like she was trying to find the right words. "Oh, it's a whole 'thing' from the seventies. The key party." She paused, glancing over at Dan and Fred, who were now arguing good-naturedly over which legendary rock band album was the best. "Some say they didn't really happen. Others consider them a big part of the sexual revolution coming out of the 60s." 

"Sexual revolution," Erin said. "Seriously?" 

"Yeah. Couples get together, like tonight. The men would put their keys in a bowl. The women... well, at the end of the night, they'd draw a key out. Whichever key you drew, that's whose husband you go home with." 

Erin stared at her. "You're joking." She set her glass down on the counter. "You're joking, right?" 

Amy just gave her a small, almost unreadable smile. "Fred insists it's all in the spirit of authentic retro fun." 

Erin felt a heat creep up her neck. "So if you drew, say... Dan's key..." She couldn't finish the sentence. She looked down at her hands. "That's... that's..." 

"Archaic? Anachronistic? Barbaric?" Amy supplied, her voice soft. She reached out, her fingers tracing the back of Erin's arm. "All of the above. But don't worry, it's all just part of the game. For fun. They don't actually expect... to actually..." She looked around. "Yet, the whole neighborhoods turned out for this. The Dennison’s. The Maklin’s. Even Mr. and Mrs. Smythe." 

They were in their sixties. 

“Interesting, right?” 

"Still... " Erin felt speechless. 

"All that said," Amy went on. “I demanded we modernize the game. Consider 21st-century sensibilities. It's why I insisted women bring their own keys." The implication hung in the air between them, heavy and sudden, cutting through the noise of the party like a cleaver. She winked. "Can't let the boys dictate all the fun." 

"You—and Fred—put your own keys in the bowl?" Erin's voice was barely a whisper. 

Amy leaned in closer, the scent of her perfume—something with sandalwood and jasmine, very different from the haze in the room—mixed with the smell of Erin's own clean skin. "Of course.” 

"But you said you don't expect... anything to happen. It's just for fun, right?" 

"Yes. Of course, but you can feel the excitement, can't you? The anticipation." 

"Yes," Erin admitted. "But what's the fun? If everyone knows nothing is going to happen?" 

Amy's smile widened, a spark of something mischievous and knowing lighting up her pale blue eyes. "Maybe," she said, her voice a low murmur, "the fun is thinking about the possibilities. Whose key might you randomly pick? Think about the... what ifs?" 

Amy sipped her drink, her gaze circulating the room. 

She leaned close. Her bare arm against Erin's. "What if one of the ladies picked another woman's key? Like Mrs. Dennison and maybe... Elaine Smythe?" 

She let the sentence trail off, the unspoken words filling the space between them more powerfully than any declaration could have. 

A flash of the sixty-year-old woman kissing Marion Dennison crossed Erin’s mind, as absurd as it was arousing. She quickly dismissed it. They were all in their fifties and sixties, for god’s sake. Not counting the adult kids there. They were parents. They were PTA members, soccer moms, little league coaches. Pillars of their little suburban community, not characters in some cheap romance paperback or tawdry TV nighttime soap opera. 

But as she looked around, she saw something she hadn't noticed before. 

The way the Petersons were leaning into each other, their laughter a little too loud, their hands lingering a second too long on each other's arms. And they weren't all baby boomers and Gen-Xers. The Dennison’s had brought their kids, Michael and  Julie—both away at college now, but home for the weekend. Julie was with Starr Miller, rolling her eyes at the music, but her gaze kept flicking toward the bowl on the sideboard. Michael was talking to Fred, a serious expression on his young face, as if the older man were imparting some ancient, forbidden wisdom. 

And there was The Henderson girl, Lauren, eighteen. She'd just graduated high school. And the redhead boy from the corner house—Erin couldn't remember his name but knew he was out—gay. She'd seen him with his boyfriend at the grocery store. 

Erin's mouth dropped open. "What if two... husbands... " 

Amy shrugged. "Maybe my Fred and... and Mr. Smythe." 

Erin felt a blush creeping up her neck, a warmth that had nothing to do with the alcohol or the stuffy, pot smoke-filled room. 

"I think you're overthinking it," Amy said, her fingers brushing against Erin's again. "Just a bit of fun. A way to break up the monotony of another Wisconsin Thursday night. Or... Saturday." 

Her gaze drifted back to Dan. He was still at the bar, laughing with Fred. His hand rested on Fred's shoulder, a familiar, casual gesture that Erin had seen a thousand times. But tonight, it seemed different. Loaded with a potential she'd never considered before. 

The evening wore on, the booze flowed, the fondue was consumed, and the constant sweet aroma of weed gave Erin a contact high. She felt warm and fuzzy. Her anxieties loosened into a fluid contentment. And through it all, there was Amy. A constant presence at her side. Their shoulders would brush as they leaned against the same wall. Amy would reach past her for a napkin, her knuckles grazing Erin's back. Once, when Erin laughed at a particularly absurd dance move by Dan, Amy's fingers lingered for a second too long on her forearm. The touch sent a jolt of electricity straight through her. Each fleeting contact, each shared glance, was a thread, pulling Erin deeper into a space
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