Blind-sided

Surprised by your call,
and the tone in your voice.
Your ice cold delivery,
that left me little choice.

Your pre-rehearsed lines,
delivered so awkwardly.
With a not so subtle meaning,
that just blind-sided me.

We need to cool it,
but can we still be friends.
And in that one moment,
our we became...The End.

Cuz friendship to me,
is more than just a word.
And friendship by this definition,
well, I think it’s absurd.
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