A Butt Call

[bookmark: _GoBack]My cell phone rings. 
Your name comes up.
I feel a sudden thrill
Because I love you still.
I guess I always will.
I say hello. 
There’s no one there. 
But hold on! What was that?			
You’re talking to your cat,
I see now where we’re at.					

A butt call,
It’s only a butt call,
But after I’ve been all this time on my own,		
A butt call
Is better than no call. 							
It tells me my number is still on your phone.
A real call,
A call you intended,						
That would’ve been splendid,
A fantasy come true.					
Still, something is better than nothing.
And it’s really nice to… sort of hear from you?

Now we both know that self-respect
Has never been my jam.
I’m meeker than a lamb.
Hey, that’s just who I am.
You always hated that in me.
You said it drove you nuts,
No if or ands or buts.
Though if there IS a but,	

It’s this butt call.
Cause what if you meant it?
Subconsciously sent it.
It’s starts to make sense.
You love me,
Deep down you still love me.
And dialed this butt call!
There are no accidents.

You miss me 
You’re hoping I’ll call back
You’re too proud crawl back
But this is a start,
This love poem
Delivered by iPhone,
What a way to shoot me Cupid’s dart!
I think your butt is following your heart.

That ring tone 
Was not from the friend zone.
And if I’m over-thinking this, so what!?
My heart is only following your butt.



