
My boyfriend of nearly three years and I are at that age and stage where it probably makes the 

most sense that we live together but we haven't taken the step. Enter - global pandemic and 

governor issued shelter in place order. Crying on my back porch, my love, crushing my couply 

quarantine dreams and leaving because my roommates are also working from home and he 

doesn't want to quarantine with them. In truth, I can't blame him. Modern love? 


