
Pregnant For My Bully Chapter 10 - Tips 

“What the hell, Jason?!” Was the next thing I heard. 

It was from Adrian, who was already running up to where Amelia sat—she’d 
gotten up after she fell—a hand to her head. Two guys followed after Adrian. 

“I didn’t do anything!” I yelled in defense, my hands up in the air. 

“Yes, you did!” Adrian shouted, crouching down and taking Amelia’s hand. 
Gently, he pulled her up. 

The b!tch actually swayed, like she was dizzy or something. I rolled my eyes. I 
wasn’t buying her bullsh!t. 

Adrian sat her on the last bleacher before turning to face me, a hard look on 
his face. 

“I saw you,” he said, walking up to me, “you could’ve passed the ball to Fred, 
who was right beside you, but you shot at her instead.” 

“Okay, fine, I did.” I held his gaze. “So what? It was a mistake anyway. 
Anyone could’ve done that.” 

“So what?” Adrian looked surprised. “Jason, you could’ve hurt her. You 
could’ve hurt someone.” 

“But I didn’t.” 

His surprised expression morphed to an angry one in seconds. “But you 
could. What the hell is wrong with you, man?” 

“Alright, break it up, you guys,” Coach Hens said suddenly, coming to stand 
between us. “I can’t have two of my best players and friends arguing weeks 
before the upcoming match.” 

“Coach, he kicked the ball at someone,” Adrian reported. 

“It was an accident,” I said. 

“One that’s not happening the first time.” Coach Hens moved his gaze to me, 
crossing his arms. “I’ve seen you do it many other times before.” 



“I didn’t—” I began when he cut in. 

“To end this quickly, you go over to her and apologize. Meanwhile, this is the 
last time I ever want to see her at practice. If you’re the one that kept her there 
then tell her to go. Now.” 

“But, Coach—” 

“No buts, Davenport.” He was already walking away. “Just do as I said.” 

I stood at the sp0t for a full minute, glaring at Adrian who glared right back, if I 
might add, before, huffing, I looked away from him. 

Slowly, and rather reluctantly, I trudged up to Amelia still sitting at the 
bleachers. 

I noticed her eyes had a pinkish hue as soon as I got to her, as if she was on 
the verge of tears. The moment our gaze met, she looked away. 

Coach Hens wasn’t right beside me to know if I told her sorry or not, so I 
didn’t. 

“Go,” I said instead. “You can go.” 

She looked back at me then. 

“And don’t come back. You’re not gonna be sitting here at practice anymore. 
But you’ll wait for me everyday after school. In the lib.rary. You can use that 
time to do my homework. Now, scurry off.” 

Slowly, she got up from the bleacher, grabbed her backpack and made to 
leave when, all of a sudden and much to my surprise, she swayed and fell 
sideways, into me. 

I caught her by the arms and pushed her off me before steadying her. 

“Quit the act already,” I said and let go of her. 

 “I’m not acting,” she said and brushed past me, walking off. 

“Yeah, right.” I rolled my eyes. 



Practice ended a while later. After that, I freshened up in the boys locker room 
and went out to the parking lot to meet Amelia standing by the gateway, 
staring out. Her ride, the school bus, had already left. Seeing that, I smiled. 
Serves her right. 

Just as I was about to get into my car, I sp0tted Adrian walking up to her. At 
that, I frowned. What was he telling her? Asking her, rather, from what it 
looked like. 

All of a sudden, they began heading towards his car? What the . . . Adrian 
was giving her a ride, yet again. 

I couldn’t let that happen. Adrian might not have anything for her, and it might 
just be him being nice, but I wasn’t buying. The more he gave her rides the 
more he made her comfortable, fueled her ego or something, and the more 
chances there were that he might just fall for her because, as much as I hated 
to acknowledge the fact, Amelia was beautiful. 

Gingered by the thought of him falling for Amelia, I started towards them. 

“Hey, Amelia!” I called, just as she was about to get into the passenger seat of 
Adrian’s Ford. 

Her hand stopped at the door handle as she turned to look at me. The 
moment her gaze fell on me, she frowned. 

I ignored it. Normally, she knew I wouldn’t, but because Adrian was there, I 
ate up her bullsh!t. Getting to her, I gave her a wide smile, one she didn’t 
reciprocate, instead her annoyed expression turned to a confused one. 

“I thought I told you I was gonna take you home after practice. To make up for 
accidentally kicking the ball at you,” I said. 

“I didn’t—” 

“And now, all of a sudden, I see you with Adrian. You’re not comfortable with 
me or something?” 

“I don’t—” 

“I didn’t know she was meant to go with you,” Adrian spoke up, looking at me. 
“Or I wouldn’t have asked.” 



“It’s alright,” I said. 

Amelia was about to say something when I gave her a warning smile that 
literally said, “You better play along. For your sake.” 

She understood. That I could tell from the look on her face. 

“I actually forgot Jason offered me a ride,” she muttered, turning to look at 
Adrian. 

“It’s no problem. As long as you get a ride,” Adrian shrugged. 

“Come on, Mel,” I said, reaching out and taking her hand. “Let’s go. It’s getting 
pretty late.” 

She flinched at my touch. An encouraging act. One that told me she still 
feared me. Just like I wanted. 

“So, I’ll see you guys tomorrow?” Adrian called as we got to my Audi. 

“Yeah, sure thing,” I answered for both of us. 

Letting go of Amelia’s hand—trust me, that’s all I’d been wanting to do ever 
since I took it—I walked around the car to the driver’s seat. I unlocked the 
door and pulled it open. 

Seeing Amelia was about to open the door to the back seat, I ordered, 
“Pa.ssenger seat. You know that.” 

Reluctantly, she let go of the door handle and opened the door to the 
passenger seat instead. As soon as she got in, I locked all the doors and 
started the car. 

Slowly, I backed out until the car was out of the parking lot, then I did a 
reverse and sped forward. 

“Jeez, Jason, take it easy!” Amelia yelped, as I took a sharp cut right. 

“You don’t tell me what to do,” I muttered, maintaining my speed level. 

“You didn’t even ask for directions,” she frowned. “Where are you taking me?” 

“Why?” I smirked, looking over at her. “Home, of course.” 



Right then, a look of fear flashed in her eyes. 

“Jason, stop the car,” she said, staring at me. 

“But I’m taking you home. Don’t you want that?” I c0cked an eyebrow. 

“Jason, stop the car,” she repeated. “Please.” 

“You don’t—” 

“Stop the fvcking car!” She screamed suddenly, her eyes wild with fear. “Stop 
the car or I swear when I get out, I’ll call the cops on you.” 

Annoyed at her statement, I b.raked hard. Really hard, so she went jutting 
forward, her head missing the dashboard by an inch. 

“That’s what happens when you forget to put on ýour seat belt, Mel.” I looked 
at her. “You have to be more careful. Not everyone looks out for you the way I 
do.” 

She remained silent, her shaky breath the only sound coming from her. 

“I could have died just now,” she said finally, moving her gaze to me. “You 
could’ve k!lled me.” 

“Goodbye and good riddance then,” I shrugged with a smile. 

Her l!ps pulling down in a deep, hateful scowl, she turned away from me, 
fl!pped the lock open and grabbed the handle. Right at the moment she was 
about to open the door, I reached out and gripped her arm. 

“Let me go,” she glowered, eyes fiery. 

“Or what?” I matched her tone. 

“Let go of—” 

“Shut the fvck up and listen if you don’t wanna go home with a bleeding l!p,” I 
sneered. 

The threat pretty much pinned her l!ps shut, and the silence that followed was 
greatly welcomed. She talked too much. 



“Now here’s what’s gonna happen,” I began, my gaze fixed on her. “You don’t 
talk to Adrian. Ever again. Whatever sh!t is going on between you two has 
gotta end. Today. If he offers you a ride you decline. If he offers you help, you 
decline too. Got it?” 

For moments, she did nothing but look at me fixedly before slowly she 
nodded. 

“Any day I see you doing the contrary, I believe you already know what’s 
gonna come next,” I added. “Now, get out.” 

Letting go of her arm, I pushed her away. Seconds later, she was out of the 
car, banging the door really hard behind her. 

I just shook my head, starting the car once more. I already got what I wanted 
anyway. Dumping her in the middle of nowhere, that is. 

 


