Are We There Yet? by Marianna Jans

They were fifteen minutes from home when the silence began to press in.

Maya shifted in the passenger seat, tugging at the frayed sleeve of her
hoodie. Her phone buzzed in her lap: Liam - Can’t wait to see you tonight xx.
She flipped the screen over as if it had burned her, praying her mum hadn’t
noticed, yet too afraid to check.

Jo was driving, one hand on the wheel, the other tapping idly near the
radio dial. The drive home from the coast would usually one that Maya loved,
she loves seeing all the eucalyptus trees and wildlife and the ocean breeze
but today she felt like her stomach was in knots giving her anxiety. She’d done
this drive a thousand times but today it felt different; like Maya didn’t belong in
the car, like she’d stolen a seat that no longer belonged to her.

“You’ve been quiet,” Jo said, glancing sideways trying to read Maya’s
expression while also watching the road ahead.

Maya’s heart was pounding. Jo always knew when something was
wrong.

“I'm just tired,” she murmured. It was true, she was tired - tired of the
weight on her chest, tired of dodging words that seemed impossible to speak,
tired of how love could feel like betrayal but most of all tired of the confusion
she felt.

“You know,” Jo said softly, “you don’t have to be okay all the time. That’s
not the deal.”

But to Maya, it was. It always had been. Be proud. Be certain. Be the
daughter her mums could point to and say, Look. She’s strong like us.

Her childhood had been wrapped in rainbow flags and protest marches.
Homemade Love is Love signs. Pride picnics with her mums and their friends
- Auntie Frankie, in suspenders, dancing without shame; Lee, who painted
nails for a living and cried at political speeches. Maya used to sit on a picnic
rug, holding hands with whatever girl she was seeing that month, and believe
she was exactly who she was meant to be.

Until Liam. He wasn't like the girls before, he wasn'’t like anyone she’d
ever known for that fact. He didn’t ask for labels. He didn’t assume she knew
and didn’t make her feel like she had to know. He just liked her. And she liked
him - not as a rebellion, not as a phase, but as something quietly, stubbornly
real.

And now she felt like she was cheating on her own identity.

She had imagined telling them a thousand times - Jo smiling, saying
Sweetie, we always said love is love, right? Dani hesitating, just long enough
to sting, before covering it with too-bright warmth.

But what if she was wrong? What if it looked like she’d traded the family
she came from for something more palatable, more “normal”? What if they



were hurt? What if they saw her as a betrayal? The thoughts kept getting
louder.

“Are we there yet?” she asked, just to break the silence.

Jo gave a small laugh. “Twenty more minutes.”

Maya’s nail polish was chipped. Her phone buzzed again. She imagined
Liam outside the cinema, denim jacket, hopeful grin, unaware that her silence
wasn’t about him - it was about the version of herself she thought she had to
kill in order to grow.

“Mum,” she said, her voice catching on the word.

“Yeah?”

“There’s... someone | want you and Dani to meet.”

Jo nodded slowly. “Okay.”

“I's just...” Maya’s pulse roared in her ears. “Just that... he’s a boy.”

Jo turned briefly, her eyes warm. “Is he kind to you?”

Maya’s lips trembled. “Yeah. He’s really kind.”

“Then that’s what matters.”

Maya bit her lip until she tasted blood. “I was scared you’d think | was...
turning my back on everything. On who I've been.”

“You’re not a slogan,” Jo said. “You’re not a mascot. You’re a person.
You get to grow. You get to change.”

Maya let out a long, shaky breath.

“We raised you to love whoever makes you feel most like yourself,” Jo
continued. “If that’s a boy, then so be it. We've always wanted you free - not
boxed in, not even by us.”

Maya turned back to the window. The trees thinned, suburbs beginning
to rise. Her phone buzzed once more. This time, she picked it up.

Almost home. Can’t wait to see you.

As the streetlights flickered on, she said quietly, “Maybe I’'m not there
yet. But I’'m getting closer.”



