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			Muna Shehadi’s lifelong love of reading inspired her to become a writer. She got her start in romance but is excited to be making her debut now in women’s fiction.

			Muna grew up in Princeton, New Jersey, lives in Wisconsin, and has a much-loved summer place on the beautiful coast of Maine, all of which she couldn’t resist featuring in her Fortune’s Daughters trilogy.

			For more information, visit her website: munashehadi.com.

		

	
		
			About the Book

			The three daughters of stunning but unstable movie star Jillian Croft and her famous acting-teacher husband, Daniel Braddock, grew up being treated as special, even after their mother’s tragic death. Years later, their world is overturned when they discover a medical document suggesting Jillian could never have given birth to them.

			Whilst Olivia and Eve insist there’s some mistake, quirky, impulsive middle sister Rosalind can’t leave the matter alone. Rosalind has always felt separate from her poised, successful sisters. If she has a different birth mother, she wants to know.

			Investigation leads her to Leila Allerton, an opera singer from New Jersey with a vigrant, close-knit family to whom Rosalind aches to belong. At first its members warmly welcome their new neighbour – but circumstances and personalities soon clash, leaving a bewildered Rosalind unsure how they’ll feel when they discover her true reason for seeking them out.

			You can read more about fascinating Jillian Croft in the other novels in the Fortune’s Daughters trilogy: Look for Eve’s story in Hidden Truths and Olivia’s story in Honest Secrets.
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			Chapter 1

			January 20, 1967 (Friday)

			Today I got the absolute best news in the world and the absolute worst. The best was that I got the part of Sarah Brown in the spring musical, Guys and Dolls! The lead role and I’m only a sophomore! Deedee Cutler was all snotty and said it’s because I’m Mr McGregor’s pet. I told her green is an ugly color and she looks terrible in it. That made her furious, but I don’t care, it’s true.

			I would have been so happy today, like up-in-the-clouds happy all day long, but then the worst thing also happened and ruined my celebration. Nan got her period. She was the only one left in our whole grade, besides me. When she told me, I lied and said I got mine a long time ago but didn’t want to hurt her feelings. I can’t stand being the last one. The last one in the whole school. The last one in the whole state probably. I’m crying writing this. Mom acts like it’s no big deal, but she acts that way about everything. Christina makes me feel freakish and scared by telling me I have to go to the doctor, that sixteen is way too late. I might have to start lying to her, too, so she’ll shut up. But we share a bathroom, I’d have to really do a good job faking it.

			I’m crying harder now. I hope I read this someday and laugh at how worried I was, when I was young and silly enough to think there was something wrong with me.

			I think there is something wrong with me.

			Rosalind ripped the tape off the next cardboard box out of what seemed to be a hundred brought down from her father and stepmother’s attic. She was hoping for something special this time, one of her mother’s fabulous outfits from a Hollywood premiere or awards ceremony, new family pictures, letters or diaries – forgotten jewels? Anything but having to go through more papers: academic papers, financial papers, legal papers.

			Rosalind and her sisters, Olivia and Eve, were searching every item, every file, every envelope in every box that had been shipped here to Maine from the California house they grew up in. In the years before her death, the worst years, Mom had been notorious for hiding things she cherished, convinced someone would try to steal from her. Silver hairbrush in a stack of cooking pots. Diamond necklace at the bottom of a Kleenex box. Autographed picture of a famous co-star in the pages of a travel book. When Dad had retired from teaching and moved diagonally across the country to this modest Cape house on the coast of Maine – the family’s former summer home – everything to be sold or thrown away from the enormous Mediterranean in Beverly Hills had to be practically torn apart. Now, with Dad and Lauren abruptly relocated to the retirement community in Blue Hill after Dad’s stroke, the three sisters were at it again, examining every millimeter of every box that hadn’t been gone through ten years earlier.

			Lifting the cardboard flaps, peeking cautiously, Rosalind grimaced. Files, all neatly labeled in their father’s precise handwriting. Her fingers made a clicking sound drifting across the tabs; a familiar sadness kicked in as she realized what they contained. Jillian Croft’s movie and commercial contracts, dozens of them, filed chronologically from 1970, when she was first cast in a Steve McQueen movie as the waitress who took his order, to 2001, the year she died, a small part in a B movie and a commercial for L’Oréal.

			Resigned, Rosalind went through every folder, flipping through single sheets, shaking stapled pages, willing something forgotten and fabulous to fall out and cheer her up.

			Nothing.

			‘What do we do with Mom’s contracts?’ She waited for her sisters’ answers, betting they’d be totally opposite.

			‘Toss them.’

			‘Save them.’

			After a week with Olivia and Eve, she was getting good.

			‘If you two don’t want them, save them for me,’ Olivia said. ‘I’d like to read them, see how showbiz contracts have changed.’

			‘Done.’ Rosalind got up and lugged the box over to Olivia, avoiding Eve’s eyes, knowing her younger sister wanted to point out that the contracts for Olivia’s cable cooking show probably didn’t have much in common with those for Mom’s starring roles in international blockbusters.

			She grabbed the next box from the still impressive pile. Slice, rip, open. A quick paw through the tissue-paper-wrapped contents. Ha! She smiled as a plastic shoulder emerged from its white cocoon. This was more like it. Her Heart Family dolls, long-cherished playthings and companions.

			She unwrapped them eagerly. First Mom, in her starchy pink dress, blond poufy hair frizzed from years of stress, skin still flawless except for a red line on her right calf. Surgery? Or a run-in with a pen? Next Dad, natty in a white-collared blue business shirt, red tie and awesome white suspenders. Cool and unruffled, not a mark on him. Men had life so much easier.

			‘Look.’ She held up the happy couple. While Eve and Olivia had surfed and sailed with Ken, Barbie and their groovin’ friends, Rosalind had stuck with the solid tradition of the Hearts. Dad off to work every morning in his boxy Volkswagen Cabriolet. Mom at home caring for the adorable baby twins, a boy and a girl. ‘Hot housewife and her handsome husband, still married after all these years.’

			Eve looked up, blond ponytail cascading over a shoulder nearly bared by her ripped T-shirt. ‘Oh my God. I remember those things. So corny. You played with them constantly.’

			‘Obsessively, more like it.’ Olivia yawned, stretching impressively toned arms over her head. ‘I always figured by now you’d be married with ten kids.’

			‘Yeah, what about that?’ Eve asked.

			‘Are you kidding me? What guy could come close to this?’ Rosalind shook Daddy Heart emphatically. ‘White suspenders! When was the last time you saw a pair of those? He ruined me for other men.’

			‘Don was perfect for you.’ Olivia shook her head ruefully. ‘You could have bought him a pair.’

			‘Don needed to grow a pair on his own.’

			Eve cracked up. Olivia opened her mouth to speak, then lost whatever she was going to say in a burst of laughter. ‘You are terrible.’

			‘Thanks.’ Rosalind grinned, hoping the subject would drop. Her sisters meant well, but ‘meaning well’ usually involved being royal pains in her ass. She went back to work and uncovered the Heart twins, still resting comfortably in their double stroller, white and blue with pink wheels. They too had aged very well, for not aging at all.

			‘Look what I found!’ Olivia held up a clipping. ‘An article from People, April 1981, called “Our Prayers Were Answered”. Listen to this. “After seven years of heartbreaking disappointment, the ever-glamorous Jillian Croft and her hunky acting-teacher hubby, Daniel Braddock, finally welcomed their first child, Olivia Claudette Braddock, on March thirtieth.”’ She clutched the paper to her chest, glowing with pride. ‘I can’t believe I never saw this.’

			‘You didn’t? Mom showed me mine.’ Rosalind hit a dead end in her box, unable to find the remainder of the Hearts’ fabulous estate.

			‘Mine’s in my baby book.’ Eve glanced at her oldest sister. ‘I didn’t know it took seven years to conceive you, Olivia. Rosalind and I came along relatively quickly after. Four years and then five. I guess you jump-started the equipment.’

			Olivia pouted her perfectly outlined lips. ‘Why didn’t they ever show me this?’

			‘Who knows? Look here.’ Eve held up a bag full of name tags encased in plastic holders. ‘“Hello I’m Daniel Braddock” about two dozen times, probably from every conference he ever attended. Why would he keep all these?’

			Rosalind blinked innocently. ‘In case he forgot who he was?’

			Eve snorted. ‘As if the great Daniel Braddock could possibly forget who he was. Or let anyone else forget.’

			‘Jesus, Eve.’ Olivia plunked her hands on to her designer-jeans-clad hips. ‘Dad’s in the hospital in terrible shape, and you think this is a good time to insult him?’

			Rosalind sighed. If Eve turned right, Olivia went left.

			‘His health doesn’t change who he was, Olivia.’

			‘Who he is, not was.’

			‘Hey, kids!’ Rosalind bounced Mrs Heart up and down in excitement. ‘Who wants to make a Spam Jello mold with Mommy?!’

			Eve ignored her. ‘Who knows who he’ll be now? It was a bad stroke.’

			‘The staff at Pine Ridge says he’s likely to come back to normal, or at least close. He was healthy.’

			‘He’s seventy-nine, Olivia.’

			‘I know how old he is.’

			Mommy Heart was getting so sick of the bickering! ‘If you two stop fighting, you can make Shake-a-Pudding for dessert.’

			‘Wow, Shake-a-Pudding.’ Eve broke from the stand-off. ‘I haven’t heard that name in decades. What was it again?’

			‘Brilliantly marketed instant pudding.’

			‘Anyway, Daddy lived through the Great Depression. Therefore the name tags.’ Olivia went back to her box, never one to let an argument die without stomping on its corpse. ‘He was not part of the disposable generation.’

			‘Well, I am.’ Eve smiled coolly and dumped the name tags into the latest bulging lawn and leaf bag. The living room was strewn with them.

			‘Let’s take a timeout.’ Rosalind put the doll down. ‘I need some Maine air.’

			‘If we keep taking breaks, we’ll never get this done.’

			‘Then since this is the only week you’ll be out here, Olivia, unlike Rosalind and me, why don’t you stay and keep working?’ Eve suggested sweetly.

			Olivia gave her the stink eye, one of her greatest talents. ‘I have a cooking spot scheduled on Tuesday’s morning news, plus I’m ovulating this week so I have to get nookie from Derek. If I can find time to get back here and help again, I will. But it’s a lot harder for me coming from LA than for you two easterners.’

			‘Let’s go out on to the porch.’ Rosalind stood up. ‘It’s been foggy all weekend, we’re worried about Dad, and this job sucks. A quick break will do us good.’

			Silence.

			She put on an authoritative scowl. ‘Don’t make me get Mommy Heart out again.’

			‘Okay, okay.’ Eve reached into her box. ‘One more folder and I’ll go. Last one in this box.’

			‘I’ll come now.’ Olivia peeled off the cotton gloves she’d been wearing to protect her manicure and tucked a stray lock of hair back under a silk scarf wrapped around her head. Olivia could fling rags up in the air, be under them when they landed, and still look stylish and voluptuous. Eve dressed like she didn’t care how she looked, but her height and flawless features made her a knockout anyway.

			Rosalind was ‘cute’, had always been ‘cute’ and would probably be ‘cute’ until she died. Sometimes she thought she’d been dropped into her freaky-beautiful family by a drunk stork.

			Stepping and hopping over piles, boxes and bags, she preceded Olivia out on to the house’s screened-in porch, which on clear days provided a gorgeous view of Mount Desert Island – pronounced ‘dessert’ instead of ‘desert’ – and its most famous denizen, Mount Cadillac. Not much of a mountain compared to, say, the Matterhorn, but a source of local pride, with a stunning view up the jagged, wrinkled coast from its top.

			This afternoon, however, fog clung stubbornly to the shore as it had been clinging for the past three days, not even the suggestion of a breeze that might blow it away, or a thinning of clouds that might let sun through to burn it off. Even Rosalind was struggling to find something positive in the monochrome.

			At least the smell outside was still addictive, salty from the sea, fresh from the pines growing thickly around the house – a smell of late August and the aging season. The Braddock family had always spent whatever summertime they could out on Candlewood Point, a bumpy eight-mile dirt-road trip from the closest tiny town of Stirling. Up here, away from the increasingly crowded southern part of the state, there was still wildness and space, places where you could sit on the shore and imagine yourself centuries earlier.

			The girls hadn’t visited the Maine house often after Mom died. Even less after Dad married Lauren, a woman twenty years his junior. Busy lives, they’d said, so hard to get away.

			Did they fool anyone? Maybe themselves. It was good to be back.

			Rosalind inhaled deeply, remembering Mom out here doing the same, exulting in the freshness and clarity, so unlike LA. Jillian Croft had loved her home state, its smells, its topography, its coast and its freedom. She and Dad had found this property in the late 1970s at the peak of her movie career – a place to hide from her adoring public. Rosalind’s fondest maternal memories were all born here. Lobster boils and annual clambakes, sailing and kayaking, hikes and beach parties, charades and sing-alongs. Most of all, precious memories of a mother who was relatively calm and relatively stable and who had time for her girls. A mom who made dinners and read books and played games. Who fished and dug for clams and sat in the Laundromat in old clothes wearing a Red Sox baseball cap and dark glasses even though everyone in town knew who she was, and who laughed with Dad at night when the girls were in bed, instead of fighting.

			Mom always took her meds up here. The rest of the year it was hit or miss. At the height of Rosalind’s judgmental pre-teens, as infatuated with the summertime peace as she’d been bewildered and exhausted the rest of the year by her mother’s shifting moods and tempers, she had asked why. Jillian had hugged her middle daughter, apron smelling of the herbed chicken she was roasting for dinner in the house’s quirky oven, and said, ‘Because out here I’m Sylvia Moore, and Sylvia Moore isn’t bipolar.’

			Like so much her mother said, that had made no sense to young Rosalind. Sylvia Moore and Jillian Croft were the same person; they must have the same illness. Now she thought she understood. Mom had left Maine when she was seventeen and changed her name not long after, when she’d begun seriously pursuing an acting career. The bipolar disorder had surfaced in her early twenties.

			Olivia stepped down on to the porch, pulled off her scarf and shook out her long, enviably thick auburn hair, the same shade their mother had used.

			‘Nice non-view.’ She grimaced out at the-bay-that-currently-wasn’t.

			‘You’re missing the subtleties. Over there, gray.’ Rosalind pointed. ‘Over there, between the gray and the gray, there’s more gray. See?’

			‘Remember the year Mom was up with Dad and said it was foggy three weeks straight? Even she was ready to get out of here by the time the sun came out.’ Olivia sighed. ‘God, I miss her.’

			‘I was just thinking how she was so much more herself here.’

			‘Yeah.’ Olivia put a hand to the screen, gazing wistfully out at the nothing. ‘It was great, wasn’t it? When she was so happy and doing so well? And then everything got so horrible toward the end.’

			‘Right.’ Rosalind hated thinking about that part. And she hated when Olivia got all actressy sad about it. ‘What’s going on with Derek? Things okay?’

			‘Who knows?’ Olivia blew a raspberry that startled a mosquito from the screen. ‘He’s busy. Working hard. A lot of travel. The baby thing is a big strain, at least on me. He seems to take it in stride, but I’ll be forty in two years. I’m ready to go to in vitro, but he keeps putting it off.’

			‘I had a friend who tried IVF. Worked the first time for her.’ That was a lie, but the white ones could be important. Rosalind worried Olivia was becoming convinced she wouldn’t ever get pregnant, which could help make it true.

			‘Mom had trouble, also. Seven years before I came along, the article said. I thought they just waited to have me until pregnancy worked with her career. I guess it figures I’d have trouble, since of the three of us I’m the most like her.’

			Rosalind gave her sister a hug, though she was getting a little sick of Olivia claiming that title, even if it was true. Olivia had inherited not only Mom’s hair and lush figure, but also her overt sensuality. Men were just as attracted to Eve, but, intimidated by her coolness, they kept their distance. Over Olivia, they slobbered in packs.

			‘Are you seeing anyone, Rozzy? I still think it was a mistake to leave Don. At least he was better than that tree-hugger in Denver, and much better than the animal you dated before you left LA . . . what was his name?’

			‘Wolf.’

			‘Wolf! That’s right.’

			‘Not seeing anyone now.’ She joined Olivia staring out into gray, wondering which she hated more, persistent fog, having her judgment questioned, or being called Rozzy. ‘I have a good life. I’m enjoying New York. I like working at the coffee shop, I have my painting, and—’

			‘Painting? Walls or canvas?’

			‘Canvas. Oils.’

			‘Oils.’ Olivia turned and looked at her curiously. ‘I remember you drawing constantly, but since when painting?’

			‘I started in Colorado.’ She could talk openly about every other part of her life, but the minute the subject turned to her art, she felt naked. Not gloriously naked, but haven’t-shaved, retaining-water naked. Already she regretted mentioning it. ‘I’m also still doing clothing design, I work out regularly, I’ve got book clubs, lot of friends. That’s enough for me.’

			‘Give me a break. You’re the most romantic of the three of us. You’d shrivel and die alone. Look at those dolls you loved so much.’ She gestured at Rosalind, head to toe. ‘Why don’t you wear normal clothes and get a decent hairstyle? That bleached look is too severe, especially so short, and the loud mismatched outfit is . . . Well, you’re probably scaring off all the normal good guys. You look like a kook.’

			‘I am a kook.’ Rosalind rubbed her spiky head, smiling. All this week she’d worked to let her sisters’ words roll off her, telling herself they were speaking from places of love, and that she only had to listen and be kind.

			Which didn’t stop her wanting to smack them.

			‘You are not a kook. You’re just acting like one. From this to that to the next thing . . . you need to settle—’

			‘I’ve always been like this. A hummingbird, Dad called me, remember?’ She’d loved the nickname, nearly as much as the shimmering, darting birds themselves, until she overheard a conversation between him and Mom that made it clear it wasn’t a compliment.

			Dad gaveth, and Dad invariably tooketh away.

			‘The hummingbird thing is an excuse. Nothing stays as exciting as the first rush. Not haircuts, not jobs, not cities, and certainly not relationships. You need to stay with a man long enough to discover something deeper.’

			‘So you keep saying.’ If Olivia counted her relationship with Derek as deep, Rosalind preferred shallow.

			‘Hey, guys?’ Eve came out on the porch holding an open folder, looking troubled. ‘I found something really weird stuck in with the tax forms. It’s a medical record for Mom.’

			Olivia snorted. ‘Why is that weird? She was seeing doctors her whole life.’

			‘It’s not from Dr Townsend or her psychiatrist or the rehab doctors. It’s from a gynecologist in New York in January 1969, the year before she married Dad. It says, “Patient complains of difficulty having intercourse.”’

			‘Ugh.’ Olivia put her hands over her ears. ‘Do not want to know.’

			Rosalind grimaced. ‘Poor Mom.’

			‘She was eighteen and “amenorrheic”.’

			‘Ameno-what?’

			‘I know that one.’ Olivia raised her hand like a school kid. ‘No periods.’

			‘So was she pregnant?’ Rosalind asked. ‘What happened to the baby?’

			‘No. Listen.’ Eve went back to the paper, which was trembling in her hand. ‘“Shows pelvic scars consistent with testicular removal. Appears ignorant of her condition.”’

			‘What condition?’

			‘Testicular removal? Did he not notice she was a woman?’ Olivia rolled her eyes. ‘I remember Mom’s scars. I saw them once when she was getting dressed, one on each side, near her hip bones. She had benign tumors removed when she was a girl. Testicles! What a quack.’

			Rosalind’s skin started crawling, the way it always did when bad news was imminent. ‘Does it say what condition?’

			‘There’s a diagnosis typed at the bottom. “Complete androgen insensitivity syndrome.”’

			‘Huh?’ Olivia crossed the porch and peered at the paper over her sister’s shoulder. ‘Complete androgen insensitivity? What does that mean?’

			Rosalind stepped closer too, digging her nails into her arms. ‘She couldn’t tolerate people with gender confusion?’

			‘Oh no, no.’ Olivia shook her head drily. ‘They didn’t have gender confusion in the seventies.’

			Eve didn’t smile at either joke. ‘I tried to look up the syndrome, but I can never get Google to load out here. We shouldn’t have cancelled Dad’s Internet so soon.’

			‘I’m sure it’s nothing serious.’ Rosalind wasn’t sure at all, but it made her feel better to say so, and anyway, their mother had died of a drug overdose eighteen years earlier, so it wasn’t like whatever this was could kill her retroactively. ‘We can look it up next time we’re in town.’

			‘I’m not waiting that long.’ Olivia dug out her phone, poked at it, then put it to her left ear, right hand to her hip. ‘Donna, hey.’

			Rosalind exchanged a look with Eve, who made a sound of impatience. ‘Tell me you’re not asking your assistant to—’

			‘Fine. Busy. Hey, can you look something up for me? Phone works up here, but the nearest Internet is half an hour away.’ Olivia turned from Eve’s eye-rolling. ‘Thanks. What is “complete androgen insensitivity syndrome”? Yes, I’ll wait.’

			‘Jeez, Olivia.’ Still looking through the file, Eve perched on a rather clunky chair Dad had nailed together from driftwood. Ugly but functional, and he’d been so proud. Mom had sat in it while he was around, then moved off as soon as he left the room. ‘There might be something else in here that will tell us. You didn’t need to bother her.’

			‘No problem.’ Olivia tossed her hair and resettled the phone at her ear. ‘It’s her job.’

			Rosalind seriously doubted that. Or that it had been Donna’s job to search – in vain, as predicted – for a place that would deliver Chinese food to Candlewood Point.

			‘You found it? Good. What does it say?’ Olivia listened intently. Her face fell. She gasped, eyes widening. ‘But that’s . . . absurd.’

			Rosalind moved toward her. Underneath the drama, her sister was genuinely upset. ‘What is it?’

			‘Are you sure?’ Olivia held up her hand to ward Rosalind off. ‘Are you sure? There’s no other definition? Nothing anywhere? This is “complete androgen insensitivity syndrome”? That’s what you said, right, Eve?’

			‘Yes.’ Eve rose from the chair, still clutching the file. ‘What is she saying? You’re making me nervous.’

			‘Thanks, Donna.’ Olivia disconnected the call and faced her sisters, looking shaky. ‘The diagnosis must have been typed wrong. Or it was mixed up with someone else’s record. Or it’s fake. If our mother had that, she could not have given birth to any of us. She’d have had no uterus. No ovaries. No Fallopian tubes. No female reproductive ability at all. Period.’

			Fog condensation dripped off the trees on to the porch roof in a spattering drumbeat.

			Rosalind shivered. ‘What the hell?’

			‘That’s impossible,’ Eve said.

			‘Of course it’s impossible,’ Olivia snapped. ‘We’re standing right here, all three of us.’

			‘Can I see that?’ Rosalind took the document from Eve’s folder and studied it carefully. It looked entirely legitimate, the doctor’s name and address printed across the top – James R. Winston, MD – her mother’s maiden name typed in Courier font in the appropriate spaces, ‘Sylvia Moore’. ‘I’m sure there’s a mistake. Monday morning, tomorrow, we should call the office in New York and talk to this doctor or his assistant or something.’

			‘This was fifty years ago. The guy won’t still be practicing. He probably won’t even be alive.’ Olivia started pacing, still clutching her phone. ‘And the office wouldn’t keep records that long.’

			‘We could ask Lauren.’ Rosalind dropped the paper back into the file. She didn’t want to look at it anymore. ‘She might know.’

			‘No.’ Olivia spoke sharply. ‘We are not asking Lauren about Mom’s health issues.’

			Rosalind barely suppressed an impatient retort. Dad had married Lauren fifteen years earlier, three years after their mother died. Olivia still acted as if he’d committed a crime. ‘We can’t ask Dad, at least not until he’s recovered enough for full sentences. Yesterday he called me “Roland”.’

			‘No Lauren.’ Olivia crossed her arms over her chest. ‘None of her business.’

			‘I understand how you feel.’ Rosalind gentled her voice. ‘But if Lauren knows something, she can save us a lot of—’

			‘If she doesn’t, you’d effectively be telling her something I am only about four thousand percent sure Mom wouldn’t ever want her to know.’

			‘Okay, but—’

			‘Drop it, Rosalind.’ Eve tossed the folder on to the big table the family had gathered around countless times for lobster feasts. ‘No point.’

			‘I want to understand what’s going on.’

			‘We all do, but that’s not the way.’

			‘This is ludicrous. I can’t believe we’re giving this any credence at all.’ Olivia stomped into the house, leaving Eve to shrug at Rosalind, and Rosalind to shrug back. Moments later, Olivia stomped out again, holding a photo album. ‘I was saving this to look at during dinner. We have picture proof right here, a whole book full.’

			‘God, that’s right.’ Rosalind wilted into relief. ‘The pregnancy bible.’

			‘Hallelujah!’ Eve got up and crowded around the album with Rosalind.

			‘Pregnant with me.’ Olivia stabbed a finger on to a picture, flipped a few more pages and stabbed another. ‘About to give birth to me, standing in front of the house in Beverly Hills. And there’s Aunt Christina, who was midwife for all three of us. Here’s Mom pregnant with you, Rosalind. At six months, then at eight.’

			‘So why the diagnosis?’ Eve asked. ‘If it’s a mistake, why would she or Dad keep the paper?’

			‘Pregnant here with you, Eve, on a trip to Paris at the end of 1989. That’s all three of us.’ Olivia shut the book with a snap. ‘Told you.’

			‘So what happened? They fixed her?’ Eve took the album from Olivia. ‘So she could have us?’

			Rosalind shook her head, a little queasy again. ‘No reproductive organs whatever, Donna said. It’s not like they could have grown her new ones.’

			‘Could they transplant—’

			‘Not back then. Don’t know about now.’

			A bird rustled through the lower branches of infant pines, gave a tentative peep, then was quiet. The stillness was eerie. Even the little waves seemed to have gone silent against the rocky shore.

			‘She could have been preparing for a role. She really got into that stuff.’ Eve’s face lit hopefully. ‘Remember when she flew to Montana to learn how to ride and take care of horses for her first movie with Burt Reynolds? And for the Pioneer Spirit role, she stayed in a log cabin for a week without anything modern. She hated every second, but she did it.’

			Rosalind really wanted Eve’s solution to make sense, in spite of the fact that it didn’t. ‘I don’t remember any role she played where she couldn’t have kids.’

			‘Why would she bother creating a whole medical sheet about it?’

			‘To make it seem really real.’ Eve’s voice cracked. ‘I could see her studying it, getting herself to feel all miserable.’

			‘Not buying it.’ Olivia shook her head.

			Eve sighed. ‘Maybe we should talk to Lauren. If this is true, Dad must have told her something.’

			‘Not if there was nothing to tell,’ Olivia shot back. ‘If we tell Lauren, we’d be betraying our mother. And what if this got out? What would that do to Mom?’

			Eve laughed bitterly. ‘Mom’s not really in a place where she can care.’

			‘Jesus, Eve. That is cold. I’m talking about the press. It would be a madhouse. They were even all over Dad after his stroke.’

			‘The thing is . . .’ Rosalind wrapped her arms around herself, looking back and forth between her sisters, stomach positively roiling now. ‘We do look really different from each other. Blonde, brunette, redhead, different eyes, noses, you’re both tall, and I’m—’

			‘Stop. Stop right now.’ Olivia picked up the pregnancy album and brandished it. ‘Three pregnancies, three daughters. Enough already.’

			‘I get that you’re upset, Olivia. We all are. But we have to look at all possibilities.’

			‘Okay.’ Olivia tossed the album on to the table and folded her arms. ‘Given what we know for sure to be true, that she was pregnant and delivered each of us, what are the possibilities?’

			‘That . . .’ Rosalind shrugged. ‘I don’t know, that she faked the pregnancies?’

			‘What?’ Olivia looked horrified. ‘Why would she fake pregnancies?’

			Eve lifted an eyebrow. ‘Well, duh.’

			‘So no one would know she couldn’t have children,’ Rosalind said.

			‘Why would she care that much?’

			‘Because image was so important to her.’ Eve’s tone was bitter. ‘You know that. It’s vital to your biz.’

			‘Enough to make it worth faking three pregnancies? Three births?’ Olivia shook her head. ‘Not buying that either.’

			Eve stayed silent, studying the diagnosis. Rosalind didn’t want to admit out loud what her sister was probably thinking: that yes, as much as she adored her mother, to Jillian Croft the risk might well have been worth it.

			‘Okay, so then where did we come from?’ Olivia flung out her arm and let it slap down on her hip ‘Test tubes? Storks? Amazonbaby.com?’

			‘Adoption.’ Rosalind had to whisper the word to get it out, but she might as well have screamed it. Olivia and Eve froze into shocked silence. A seal barked off in the distance. A bird rustled through leaves on the forest floor.

			Eve closed her folder. ‘That would mean Dad’s not our biological father.’

			‘This is bullshit!’ Olivia clutched the album to her chest. ‘Mom’s name is on all our birth certificates, and so is Dad’s. Those are legal documents. What you’re suggesting, Roz, that she somehow faked the pregnancies, faked our births, faked our certificates . . . it’s a ridiculous farce involving so many people over such a long time that it would be unlikely to work once, let alone three times.’

			‘You’re right.’ Eve shook her head. ‘You’re right. It’s crazy.’

			‘And what about all our birth stories?’ Olivia was on a roll now. ‘Each of us knows all the details of Mom’s labor and our delivery.’

			‘Yes . . .’ Rosalind was thinking of her mom’s extraordinary talent as an actress and storyteller. Thinking of the excruciatingly awkward and vague talk Mom had had with her about menstruation, how inept she’d seemed at answering Rosalind’s questions. The way she’d never let her daughters see her totally naked, yet posed topless in Playboy. ‘Bottom line, there’s no point arguing because we don’t know enough yet.’

			‘That is absolutely true. Let’s get back to work.’ Olivia marched into the house. Eve glanced at Rosalind and followed.

			Rosalind trudged after them, feeling as if she’d entered another dimension, in which everything was still totally familiar around her, but nothing was the same. Her mother had been publicly pregnant three times and had supposedly given birth to each of them with her sister as midwife. A sister who could have written any name she wanted on a birth certificate. Or on three.

			But she wasn’t going to add that final straw to the pile that poor camels Olivia and Eve already staggered under. Not now. There had to be a logical explanation for this medical diagnosis being so at odds with what they knew about their mother.

			Because otherwise this worn, forgotten, misfiled piece of paper could totally upend their lives.

		

	
		
			Chapter 2

			January 26, 1967 (Thursday)

			Mom took me to the doctor today after school. Christina told her she had to after she found me crying and I was stupid and told her why. Because I’m sixteen and a sophomore in high school and I’m still not menstruating. I’m not talking to her probably ever again. The appointment was awful. I don’t like Dr Tibbet anyway, he smells bad and you have to laugh at jokes even a four year old wouldn’t think were funny. I didn’t want him even looking at me without my clothes on, but he started pushing and poking at me all over, even down there. And then it got worse, he was poking in me with this metal thing and muttering and looking confused. Mom did nothing to help me or tell him to stop, even though I kept looking at her and was obviously so miserable.

			He kept adjusting the light and doing it again, and it hurt like hell, but I didn’t say anything. I wanted to act like it was normal, so he’d think I was normal and leave me alone.

			Now I have to see some other doctor in Bangor. That’s all they told me, and I was too scared to ask. I asked Mom later, and she said everything was fine, they just wanted to check something. I don’t believe her. I knew there was something wrong.

			I don’t want to go to this other doctor. I want to have fun in the play and enjoy being the youngest star ever in my school. I want to live forever and be on Broadway and in the movies. Christina wanted to know what was wrong but I told her to shut up. I wish I had my own room. I hate that I can’t lock her and everyone else out.

			Rosalind opened her eyes and blinked at the pine walls of her bedroom, feeling hollow and dulled, aware that something big and unpleasant had happened, but not remembering.

			And then remembering, with a surge of sickening adrenaline. Mom.

			She turned to her side, curled up tightly, waiting for the spell to pass. No proof yet that her mother had the androgen insensitivity. No reason to get this upset. And yet, even last night, the diagnosis had clicked pieces into place in Rosalind’s subconscious that made her accept it as true, even without the proof. She trusted that subconscious, if not absolutely, at least more than her sisters.

			Soft gray light came in from under the shades. Morning, either very early or still very foggy, or both. Noise downstairs and a glance at the clock next to her bed gave her one answer: very early. Olivia was up and getting ready to catch her plane.

			It was a relief to be able to ditch the farce of trying to sleep. The only positive of her insomniac night had been her decision to pursue proof of her mother’s diagnosis and, if necessary, go further to find out how she and her sisters had come to be family.

			Last night, after the unpleasant discovery, she, Olivia and Eve had decided to ditch unpacking in favor of the family’s traditional Maine celebration. Not the biggest one, her mother’s favorite, the annual clambake, but a wonderful secondary tradition, the defining seafood of the Maine coast: boiled lobster, with fluffy white bakery rolls, tossed salad, and Betty Crocker gingerbread under drifts of whipped cream. The three of them might not be together again for a while, depending on whether Olivia returned to Maine. No doubt she meant to and wanted to, but for Olivia, that was far different than actually doing so.

			Dinner had been delicious but subdued, in spite of champagne with locally smoked mussels before the meal, and a bottle of Chablis during. The sisters had been unable either to forget what had happened so they could enjoy themselves, or to process the discovery adequately enough to discuss it. Rosalind figured that would take more time and more information.

			She pushed off the covers and grabbed a sweatshirt from the chair she’d tossed it on the night before, shoved her feet into a worn pair of pink slippers kept here in Maine for chilly mornings, and padded over to the window to open the shade, fingers crossed that the fog had lifted.

			Sigh of relief. The sun was still low in the east, its rays blocked by trees behind the house, but the sky was pinking up, the bay wide again, and the opposite coast sharply defined. The still water, strewn with colorful lobster buoys, made a perfect mirror for pine-covered islands, their rocky undergarments bared by the dropping tide. Down at the shore in front of the house, barnacled stones were likewise exposed, covered with limp clumps of rockweed that would revive into a rippling golden-brown meadow when the waves returned.

			Rosalind’s dread at having to confront Olivia and Eve with her decision lessened. The good weather felt like a positive omen.

			Downstairs, Olivia was standing in front of the sink, casual-chic in a white sleeveless shirt, fitted black capris and high-heeled black sandals, hair and makeup already perfect. ‘Hey, Rosalind, what are you doing up so early?’

			‘I couldn’t sleep.’

			‘Tell me about it. But then I never do before one of these ridiculously early flights. I keep waking up wondering if it’s time to get out of bed yet, terrified I’ll oversleep.’

			Rosalind gaped. ‘That’s why you didn’t sleep well?’

			‘Want some coffee? I made plenty in that thing.’ She pointed to the sleek stainless-steel machine that had replaced the old Krups Mom and Dad had used for decades. ‘I really hate what Lauren did to this kitchen. She killed its soul.’

			‘It was in pretty bad shape.’ Rosalind went to the refrigerator and pulled out the orange juice, needing its refreshing, sweet acidity. ‘Mom wasn’t a real cook, and nothing worked that well. It might have been fun for us to keep opening and closing the oven door to maintain temperature, but . . .’

			‘True.’ Olivia drew her hand wistfully across the smooth surface of the granite counter. ‘I really miss the big old iron sink.’

			‘It was rusting.’

			‘You’re right, you’re right, it was a mess. But this . . .’ She gestured around her contemptuously. ‘This could be any kitchen in any suburb in any town anywhere. Before, it was the kitchen to this house, you know?’

			‘Yes. I know.’ Rosalind took a seat at the island. ‘It is sorta generic. But for us, the house was a magical summer escape. The weirdness was just part of its charm. Lauren had to live here for real.’

			‘Yeah, but she could have made about a billion better choices. Black appliances instead of stainless, butcher-block countertops, natural wood cabinets with iron hardware . . .’

			‘I don’t mind the white. It was so dark in here before.’ Rosalind downed her juice and poured herself half a cup of coffee. Olivia liked hers so weak it was hardly worth drinking. ‘So what do you do when you get back to California? Pin Derek to the bed and demand servicing?’

			‘Practically.’ Olivia refilled her own cup. ‘I swear, this baby stuff is killing our sex life. We used to love being spontaneous and a little wild. Now it’s scheduled every two days during ovulation, he has to be on top, and the whole time I’m dying for him to come already, so I can root for the little spermies to choose the right route and score. He can tell what I’m thinking, so he feels like his orgasm doesn’t have anything to do with us anymore. I don’t even care if I have one.’

			‘Good Lord, Olivia, I think I might feel sorry for Derek. First time ever.’

			‘I know. I’m awful. Even sexier? Afterward, I spend an hour with a pillow under my ass and my legs sticking up in the air like a dead bug.’

			Rosalind burst into giggles. ‘You’re kidding.’

			‘Using gravity to help the little guys along.’ Olivia shook her head ruefully. ‘It’s hell.’

			‘Is it still worth it?’ Rosalind tried not to look distraught, knowing her sister hated pity. ‘After all these years?’

			‘Of course it’s worth it. The doctor says nothing is wrong with me, and Derek’s doctor says the same about him. It’s got to work eventually.’

			‘Is it still worth it to Derek?’

			Olivia’s face fell. ‘Not so much. He still wants kids, I guess, he just isn’t making it easy to try.’

			Rosalind frowned, sipping her coffee. She’d said her piece when Olivia got engaged, and promised herself she’d be supportive after the marriage. Given that she thought Derek was an utter asshole, that was often difficult. ‘Wouldn’t you rather be married to a guy who wants kids as much as you do?’

			‘Of course I would. But what am I going to do, snap my fingers and poof, the perfect man will show up immediately?’ Olivia laughed bitterly. ‘I’m almost forty, I don’t have time for that. Derek isn’t perfect, but I’m not the easiest person to put up with either.’

			‘No, you are. Really.’ Rosalind grinned at the black look her sister sent her. ‘Have you talked about adopting?’

			‘We’re not adopting.’ Olivia got up and dumped the rest of her coffee into the sink. ‘I want my own kids, not someone else’s.’

			‘Why not?’ Rosalind tried to keep her voice casual. ‘If what we found out yesterday is true, it seems like Mom and Dad did fine adopting us.’

			‘Stop.’ Olivia spun around, looking murderous. ‘I don’t want to talk about that bullshit, Rosalind. Ever. Got it?’

			‘Seriously?’ Rosalind put down her mug and stared at her sister. She’d expected pushback, but not outright denial. ‘You’re going to ignore this?’

			‘That’s exactly what I’m going to do.’

			‘Why? Olivia, this could be a huge deal.’

			‘It’s nothing like a huge deal. In fact it’s a tiny flea on my very fine ass. I am Jillian Croft and Daniel Braddock’s daughter.’ Olivia jabbed at her chest, than pointed first at Rosalind, then at the ceiling. ‘You and Eve are my sisters. That is not going to change, no matter what the other details are, so I don’t need them. Forget about it.’

			‘I can’t. I need to know.’

			‘It’s a mistake to pursue this, Rosalind.’

			‘Why do you say that?’

			‘Your past is part of you; you can’t get rid of one you don’t like by trying to jump into a new one, the way you do with every other part of your life.’ Olivia counted on her fingers. ‘Where you live, where you work, who you date, how you look . . . Mom and Dad might not have been ideal parents, but they were ours, and that’s all we need to know.’

			Rosalind took a deep breath. ‘I understand how you feel. But—’

			‘But you’re going to follow this anyway.’

			She nodded slowly, watching her sister’s chin set, her face go blank, Olivia’s method for hiding unwelcome emotions. ‘I want to know the truth. And if it turns out Mom couldn’t have given birth to us, at least I want to know who did have me.’

			Olivia turned back to the sink, rinsed her cup, put it into the dishwasher, shoulders hunched, and leaned against the counter for a long moment. Then she faced Rosalind again, folding her arms across her chest. ‘Okay, fine. Nothing I can do about that, it’s your decision. Just keep me out of it, okay? My life is complicated enough right now.’

			‘Okay.’ Rosalind hid her relief. ‘Thank you. I know that was hard for you, and I want you to know I—’

			‘Yeah, whatever.’ Olivia grinned at her, grabbed her phone off the counter and poked at it to bring it to life. ‘Argh. Nearly five. I have to go.’

			Rosalind stood, still sick with tension, but grateful Olivia hadn’t come at her with a cleaver – figuratively speaking. The talk with Eve would be easier. ‘Need help carrying anything out to the car?’

			‘Sure, thanks.’

			She followed her sister into the living room, then to the front hall, where Olivia’s huge suitcase and smaller extra bag were sitting against the door. She hefted the case and staggered outside, down the shell-lined path to the driveway, wondering why she and Eve always treated Olivia as if she were fragile when she spent ridiculous amounts of money on a personal trainer and could probably whup both of them. ‘Can you open the trunk?’

			‘Here. I’ll put it in the back seat.’ Olivia picked up the suitcase as if it weighed ten pounds and tossed it in the back with her other bag. ‘Thanks for helping.’

			‘Sure.’ Rosalind opened her arms to her sister. ‘Fly safe, Olivia. I hope the boinking works this month.’

			‘God, me too.’ Olivia hugged her, long and hard. As usual, she smelled fresh and subtly expensive. ‘I want this little person so badly.’

			‘It’ll happen. I know it will.’

			Olivia released her, sniffed a couple of times. Blinked. ‘I know I’m spoiled, I know I’ve been incredibly blessed, I know life has been easier for me than for so many others. I try very hard not to take anything for granted. But it’s still impossible for me to believe that this child might not happen.’

			Her voice broke; she tried to smile bravely and failed, making Rosalind’s heart ache.

			‘Keep believing it, keep visualizing the baby. Keep cheering on those sperm.’ She smiled encouragingly, then snapped her fingers. ‘I know! You should buy Derek pom-poms and teach him a routine.’

			‘What?’

			‘He can perform it while you’re doing your dead bug thing.’ Rosalind struck a pose and shook pretend pom-poms. ‘Hey, sperm, hey, get on your way, find that egg and merge D-N-A.’

			Olivia cracked up. ‘You’re right, you are a kook.’

			‘Told you.’

			‘Take care of yourself, Rozzy.’ Olivia hugged her again and scrubbed the top of her head. ‘I worry about you with this new project. I don’t want you getting hurt.’

			‘Nah. I won’t get hurt. I’m tough.’

			‘Uh-huh.’ She got into the car. ‘And grow some hair.’

			‘Bye, Olivia.’

			‘In a real color.’

			‘Bye, Olivia!’

			‘I’ll send you some clothes. Size eight? Ten? You’ll be amazed what a difference it makes in how people treat you.’

			‘By-y-ye, Olivia!’

			Olivia laughed and started the car. ‘Okay, okay, I’m going. Kiss Eve for me!’ She took off down the driveway, pebbles flung behind her wheels, blasted the horn twice as she turned on to the main road, then roared off.

			Rosalind flinched, wondering how many people that horn had woken up. The closest neighbors were football-field lengths away through the woods, but sound traveled like crazy up here in the remarkable silence.

			Back inside, she cleaned out the coffee maker and brewed up another batch, this one fit for human consumption. Since Mom’s death, Rosalind had been the family’s only late riser. Eve would be up fairly soon, even if the honking hadn’t woken her. A good breakfast before her long drive back to Boston, where she worked for an architecture firm that designed hotels, would do her good, maybe put her in the right frame of mind to accept Rosalind’s plans.

			A quick look through cupboards turned up an unopened package of Bob’s Red Mill wholegrain pancake mix, which looked decent. She followed the directions mixing the batter, and found a griddle pan in a cabinet that must have come with Lauren’s fancy stove, because it fit the oval fifth burner perfectly. While it preheated, she dug out a frying pan and broke four eggs into another bowl, then added a splash of milk and some salt for making scrambled eggs when her sister came downstairs.

			The pancake batter hit the griddle with a satisfying sizzle. As the first batch cooked, and the next, she sliced a fragrant peach into a dish and added Maine wild blueberries, whose small size and intense flavor spoiled the taste of any other variety. As each batch of pancakes was done, she put them on a metal platter kept warm in a low oven.

			The last of the batter had just been poured when she heard Eve’s footsteps upstairs. By the time her sister appeared, rumpled and sleepy, wearing a scruffy gray T-shirt and navy sweats, Rosalind had the eggs scrambling on the stove.

			‘Mm, that looks good. Fruit, too! Thank you.’ Eve yawned and rubbed her hip. ‘Is there toast?’

			‘Nope. Something better.’ Rosalind opened the oven door. ‘Les cakes du pan.’

			‘Ooh. You are a goddess, thank you.’ Eve poured herself a cup of coffee. ‘Olivia get off okay this morning?’

			‘Yup. She even left sort of on time.’

			‘Good.’ She took a seat at the kitchen island, holding her cup in both hands. ‘Hope the traffic to Bangor isn’t bad.’

			‘Same here.’ Rosalind glugged Maine maple syrup into a tiny pitcher and put it in the microwave to heat. ‘You and Mike have any fun plans coming up this week?’

			‘Nope.’ Eve sliced a big pat of butter and smeared it on to her pancake stack. If Rosalind used that much butter, she’d be five pounds heavier by the time she ate the last bite. Eve would probably lose weight from the exertion of spreading. ‘No plans at all.’

			‘Well, that sounds exciting.’

			‘Yeah, it’s not.’

			Rosalind turned to look at her sister. She didn’t like that dull tone of voice. ‘Why don’t you think of some? Try a new restaurant or something?’

			‘Mike probably won’t want to.’ She poured syrup, which pooled and slid off the edge of her stack.

			‘Why not?’ Rosalind pulled out a chair and sat opposite. Mike was a nice enough guy, but not exactly a thrill a minute. ‘What’s going on?’

			‘He hardly wants to go out anymore. Or do much of anything.’ Eve forked up a dripping bite. ‘It’s tough when he’s not working over the summer.’

			That did not sound good. ‘Is he depressed? Tired of teaching?’

			‘Maybe both.’

			Rosalind frowned and ate eggs, trying to figure out how she could help. ‘Are you depressed?’

			‘Maybe.’

			‘Eve.’ She put down her fork, horrified that she hadn’t noticed anything unusual in her sister’s behavior. ‘You didn’t say anything.’

			‘Didn’t seem like it was necessary. The family has enough going on, to put it mildly.’

			‘What are you going to do? Therapy? Meds?’

			‘I don’t know. I’m only really starting to realize. Depression is a creepy little devil, you know? First I told myself we’ve been together three years, passion doesn’t last and all that. Then I told myself I was feeling contentment, not boredom. Peace, not stagnation. A million other reasons for the lethargy. And work is work. I thought I’d be promoted by now. I’ll be thirty next year and I’m still designing bathrooms and elevator shafts. Necessary, important, but . . .’

			‘You need a big change.’

			Eve rolled her eyes. ‘You always think that.’

			‘I’m serious. New job, new boyfriend, new town, new something.’

			‘That’s your solution to everything. Not happy? Run away!’

			‘It’s not running away. It’s keeping yourself from getting trapped in a spot that’s bad for you, or that doesn’t fit. And by the way, I get that you and Olivia don’t approve of the way I live my life. You can stop pointing it out.’

			Eve glanced up from her pancakes. ‘Sorry.’

			Rosalind had to look away. Confronting someone always felt worse than sucking it up like she usually did. She’d scored a point and now she wanted to apologize. ‘I know you’re trying to help. Just think about what I said. Maybe a kick in the pants would help. Take a new course, get a puppy to keep Marx company, paint your apartment purple. Something new.’

			‘Maybe you’re right.’

			‘Of course I’m right!’ Rosalind grinned and ate another pancake, sneaking glances at her sister, waiting for what felt like the right moment. ‘So . . . I’m thinking of going after this thing with Mom.’

			‘I had a feeling you would.’

			‘I want to know for sure whether she had the disorder, and if so, I want to know how we were adopted and, at least for me, from whom.’

			‘Okay.’ Eve put down her fork and picked up her coffee. ‘Why?’

			‘If I didn’t come out of Mom and Dad, who did I come from? Am I more like these other people? Do they know about me? Did they ever look for me?’

			‘Why just you? They could be all our parents.’

			‘No.’ Rosalind shook her head. ‘I don’t think so.’

			‘Okay.’ Eve took a sip. ‘I’m listening.’

			‘Look at us. We’re different physically, different temperamentally, different in the way we learn and process things.’

			‘Not proof, but true.’

			‘I want proof.’ Rosalind took another bite of her eggs. ‘Aren’t you curious?’

			‘I was awake most of the night thinking about it. I assume we all were.’

			‘Olivia wouldn’t admit it.’

			‘No, not yet. Give her time.’ Eve put her coffee down and folded her arms on the table. ‘I get why you want to know, Rosalind. But I worry this is going to hurt you.’

			‘Et tu, Eve?’ She gestured to her own sturdy body. ‘Do I look like I’m made of fluff and toothpicks?’

			‘You’re not going to find the Hearts. Our family was messed up, but so is—’

			‘Are you kidding me?’ Rosalind put down her fork before she stabbed it into her sister’s hand. ‘The Heart Family is a toy. Fantasy play. You think I don’t know that?’

			Eve shrugged. ‘Just testing a theory.’

			‘I’m not looking for the Heart Family. I couldn’t stand all that ordinariness. All that predictability.’ Rosalind shuddered comically. ‘All that pink, white and blue plastic.’

			‘Okay. So what’s the first step?’ Eve reached for the coffee pot and poured herself another cup. ‘Are you going to talk to Lauren?’

			‘I don’t know where else to start. I can’t ask Dad. If he gets upset, it could kill him.’

			‘You could wait until he’s better.’

			‘Uh . . .’ Rosalind looked aimlessly around the kitchen, whistling, tapping the granite counter.

			Eve laughed. ‘You don’t want to wait.’

			‘Of course not. I need to know now.’

			‘That’s my calm, patient sister.’

			Rosalind loaded her fork with more eggs, then jerked her head up to stare at Eve. ‘Hey, you know what?’

			‘Uh-oh.’ Eve narrowed her eyes. ‘That look scares me.’

			‘Looking for your birth family might be just what you need to do, too.’

			‘Or just what I don’t need to do. I might have come from a family of clinically depressed mass murderers.’

			‘At least they’d be tall, beautiful clinically depressed mass murderers. I probably came from a long line of trolls.’

			‘Seriously, Rosalind. Our family could have been a lot worse.’

			‘True. I mean I guess.’ Rosalind took her plate to the sink, then turned back. ‘Wait, really?’

			‘Ha!’ Eve got up and stretched her lean body, grinning. ‘I have to get going. Thanks for breakfast.’

			‘You’re welcome. Leave the dishes. You did most of them last night.’

			‘You sure? Thanks for that, too. When are you going to talk to Lauren?’ She immediately held up her hand. ‘No, don’t tell me. As soon as I leave.’

			‘Pretty much.’

			She shook her head, still smiling. ‘Just don’t give her a stroke, too.’

			‘Nothing could kill her. She’s the most even-tempered person I’ve ever met.’

			‘This is pretty big stuff, though. Be careful. Of yourself, I mean.’ She hugged Rosalind and picked up her coffee.

			‘I promise.’

			‘Be down soon.’

			Eve went upstairs and Rosalind got to work cleaning the kitchen. She adored her sisters, but sometimes felt as if she’d had four parents in her life. Five, if she included Lauren. Now she wanted to add two more?

			When Eve reappeared, carrying her small overnight bag, Rosalind walked her out to her sleek forest-green Mercedes, the car Eve had bought for herself when she went to college. Ten years old, it still looked practically brand new, which Eve said was because she refused to use it in Boston, home to notoriously crazy drivers.

			‘Safe travels.’ She hugged Eve hard.

			‘Thanks.’ Eve got into the car and rolled down the window. ‘I’ll try to come back in a couple of weeks to help out here again. Good luck with the research. Call if you find something that freaks you out. Or just to let me know what’s going on.’

			‘I will, thanks.’ Rosalind hadn’t realized how tense she felt about tackling the issue alone until Eve’s offer brought gratitude and relief.

			‘Bye!’ Eve backed slowly out of the driveway and gave a graceful long-armed wave before she drove off nearly silently through the woods.

			Rosalind hugged her arms around herself, standing looking after the car even long after it was out of sight. She’d been smart to approach her sisters in person, and even smarter to do it individually, so they weren’t able to band together against her and each other. She had the permission she wanted. Now she was left with the monumental task of discovering whether her parents had lied, and if so, of putting together an entirely new vision of her family and where she’d come from.

			Huh. That didn’t sound too hard.

			A brief laugh, then she turned reluctantly, and walked back into the too-silent house.

		

	
		
			Chapter 3

			February 15, 1967 (Wednesday)

			I’m not thinking about that doctor stuff anymore. I refuse. I don’t have cancer, and that’s that. I feel too fine to be sick, full of energy, sleeping well. No symptoms. It’s impossible.

			Guys and Dolls rehearsals are going so well! I was born for this, I know it. It feels like another person comes alive in me on stage, a person not so beaten down by my small-minded parents and this boring town and my caged life. A person with a deep need to shine out, somewhere far from here, somewhere big. That sounds conceited, but this diary is my private place, where I can be honest and not worry about how I sound. Though just in case someone reads this someday – maybe I became a star and you love me, and bought my diary at auction after my death? Hello, you person, I know I sound conceited, and I don’t care! That’s how happy, happy, happy I am to have something I can be this good at, this special at. Sarah Brown is a role I play, but she is so real to me. I feel her, all parts of her, the devout good girl and the free spirit inside longing to break free. She’s very real, and very much part of me.

			Except I bet she got her period at exactly the right time.

			Rosalind walked through the automatic glass doors at Pine Ridge into the lobby that smelled faintly of either what the residents had had for lunch or whatever was cooking for dinner.

			The retirement community was situated southeast of Blue Hill on top of a small rise with a lovely view of the opposite side of Mount Desert Island from the one the girls could see on Candlewood Point. If you had to live in an institution, you couldn’t find a much better setting.

			On the way, she had stopped at the Blue Hill Public Library and used the second-floor computers to look up more about complete androgen insensitivity syndrome. The sinking, sick feeling that had crept into her chest and stomach while she sat peering at the monitor had followed her here.

			Women with CAIS developed normal hourglass silhouettes and female features, like Mom had had. They overwhelmingly identified as female, and the hetero- to homosexual ratio was the same as the normal population. But these girls were born with no female plumbing, and with undescended testicles that had to be removed at the onset of puberty to avoid the risk of cancer. They generally had no pubic hair and less than fully formed vaginas, which, in order to accommodate penises, had to be gradually stretched with increasingly large dilators over a period of months.

			Good God.

			It was still hard to take in. Jillian Croft had been the virtual embodiment of female sexuality, one of those women who could reduce anyone, man or woman, gay or straight, to blush-and-stutter idiocy just by asking what time it was. Large hazel eyes she used like a weapon, an utterly contagious, luminescent smile, a rich, musical and slightly husky voice, and a way of tipping her head when she spoke that was both practiced and vulnerable. Even her normal stance broadcasted sensuality – one hip thrust out, back slightly arched, as if she were continuously posing on a red carpet.

			This woman was born with testicles?

			Except that when the diagnosis was made, the magnificent Jillian Croft was still Sylvia Moore, a teenager who’d hopped a bus from Maine to Manhattan against her parents’ wishes and without their knowledge, and hung around the Stella Adler Studio of Acting until Daniel Braddock, nearing thirty at the time and a teacher at the school, took notice. ‘Boy, did I,’ her father always said, at which point Mom would smile, and Rosalind would try not to throw up.

			According to the diagnosis paper, at eighteen Sylvia Moore had still been ‘ignorant of her condition’. Mom had told Olivia her scars were from the removal of benign tumors, which could have been what she’d been told as a girl, instead of the truth. The surgery meant she’d been to a doctor previous to the January 1969 visit, a doctor who understood her disorder and took the appropriate medical action.
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