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  About the Book


Roses are red. 
Danny feels blue.
This Valentine’s, his friend Nate
Makes all his dreams come true!


      [image: image-placeholder]Best friends for life…

Alpha Nate has known Omega Danny his whole life, yet he never tried anything beyond that for fear of losing his best friend. But with Danny being interested in this guy he met online, Nate realizes that he may lose his chance to find out if there’s anything more. 
...turn into lovers…

When Danny sets up a date for Valentine’s Day with Kevin, the hot alpha he met online, he never expected to be stood up. Or that rejection would hurt so much. Luckily, his best friend Nate is there to comfort him. In more ways than one.
...with a baby on the way!

Then Danny finds out that he’s pregnant, and these best friends will have to see if there’s a future for them. And they may just find that a back-up date could be what they were looking for all along.
The Back-Up Date features in the second season of the multi-author series about Vale Valley, a small town open to everyone in need of love and a home. It's an MM mpreg romance perfect for readers who love friends-to-lovers stories, male pregnancy, cute babies, and amazing HEAs. Pull up a chair, grab a box of chocolates, and settle in for this smexy and sweet standalone Valentine’s Romance read!
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  Chapter 1
Nathan


“Why not ask him out?” Danny asked, pointing with his beer bottle toward the bar. I followed his gaze to see a muscular, strong omega leaning against the counter. I noticed that he was staring back at us, and our eyes connected for the briefest moment before I ducked back into my pint of beer. 
“Not my type,” I muttered before covering up my embarrassment with swig of Guinness. “Besides, I think he just wants free drinks tonight.”
“And who wouldn’t?” Danny asked. He elbowed me in the ribs. “Free drinks and he’d get to talk to you. Plus,” he added, giving me a devilish grin, “it could put you in the running for a date for Valentine’s Day.” 
As much as I hated to admit it, Valentine’s Day was a week away, and I was, yet again, not in a relationship with someone to spend it with. I’d just had a nasty breakup with my ex Braidon back in September and hadn’t really felt the inclination to jump into a relationship with anyone else.
Then again, it could have been the omega sitting across from me. But Danny was untouchable, someone that I shouldn’t have feelings for. I would have rather had Danny as my best friend than ruin it with romantic feelings.
Because I’d learned a long time ago that I had terrible luck when it came to love.
So I just sat back and frowned into my drink. “No, thanks. I’ll have a date with Sylvester Stallone.” Danny raised a confused eyebrow, and I rolled my eyes before playfully flicking his nose. “Rocky movies, Danny. I’m going to get drunk and watch Rocky.”
“What? Why?” He sounded so scandalized by my Valentine’s plans or lack thereof.
“Because Valentine’s was a holiday made up by the greeting card and chocolate companies to guilt people into feeling like they had to take out their significant others and buy them shit they don’t need.”
“That’s not true,” Danny protested.
“Really? Prove it?”
He pulled out his phone and thumbed in a search. “Here!” he cried, triumphant. He settled in closer to me, reading his screen as he did so. “In the 3rd century A.D., the Roman Emperor Claudius II executed two men — both named Valentine — on Feb. 14, giving them martyrdom that was then celebrated by the Catholic Church as Saint Valentine.” His face fell as he read it and I couldn’t help my snicker.
“Doesn’t sound too romantic, does it?” I nudged him back with my shoulder.
“Well, Valentine’s is what you make of it,” he said defensively.
“And I’m going to make it a date between me, my couch, and Rocky Balboa,” I said.
Danny groaned. “Why don’t you at least try to find a date for Valentine’s? You’re a good-looking man, Nate. And you’re smart, funny, and—”
“Stop, you’re embarrassing me.” I said it good-naturedly, however I truly was starting to feel embarrassed by his words. Especially since they were coming from him. After all, I was trying so damn hard to ignore these feelings for him.
I wanted to protect him. To make sure that no one would break his heart.
It was a feeling that some people felt for their best friends. However, I had the notion that most people weren’t in love with their best friends and that drove their overprotectiveness.
I needed a damn hobby or something.
“You shouldn’t be embarrassed,” Danny said, oblivious to my scowl. “You need to go out there. Find someone. Make cute babies that creepily look like you. And live happily ever after.”
I really, really wanted him to stop, because all I could imagine as he said that was a life with him. God, I was screwed if I didn’t get my head out of my ass and moved on from crushing on him hard.
I opened my mouth to say something—what I wasn’t sure, because he jumped as his phone beeped.
“Oh,” he said with a grin. “It’s Kevin!”
I raised an eyebrow, at his genuine delight as he started texting the alpha back. At least, I thought he was an alpha. Danny had started talking to this guy through a dating app, and they’d been chatting up nonstop ever since.
Something inside my chest twisted at the thought that some other alpha was making Danny happy instead of me. But I couldn’t deny the happiness that showed on my best friend’s face as he texted this guy back.
Danny really liked him. At least for his texting skills. He hadn’t met him yet, so I consoled myself with the thought that they might never meet and perhaps I could go in and sweep Danny off his feet.
If I could ever get the balls to approach Danny like someone beyond my friend.
Danny chuckled to himself and pocketed the phone.
“What did he say?” I asked, leaning forward on my elbows.
“Oh, he’s just telling me about the latest show at the Vale Valley Repertory Theatre,” he said. “There are two dragon shifters there who can apparently act better than Sylvester Stallone.”
I smirked. “You take that back.”
He shook his head. “Nuh-uh.” But he kept grinning.
I licked my lips, unable to keep my thoughts to myself any longer. “So when is Text-And-Talk Kevin going to turn into Meet-In-Person Kevin?”
Danny looked contemplative for a moment before sighing and shrugging. “Not sure. I keep waiting for him to ask me out, but he hasn’t.”
“And you’re not going to ask him out?” For a moment, I had a flutter of hope that maybe this flirtation between him and Kevin would die before they ever met.
“Well,” he said, thinking about it. “You think I could ask him?”
Shit. “Uh, maybe?” That wasn’t how it was supposed to go down at all.
He looked at me for a long moment, and I couldn’t read his expression. Contemplative? Or waiting for me to step in and tell him my feelings? Or maybe…
But before my mind could go down that road, he finally nodded. “You’re right, of course. I should ask him out. I’m a handsome, strong omega. I don’t have to wait for an alpha to ask me out.” He patted my hand. “You’re a good friend, Nate.”
Shit and hell and damnation.
I managed a smile. “I have to be a good friend to keep up with you.” A spineless, stupid answer, when all I wanted to do was tell him how I felt. But no, I went for the Switzerland route and remained neutral throughout all of this.
Dammit. Fuck.
Danny watched me for a long moment before nodding. “I’ll ask him tomorrow.” He chuckled. “I’ve had one too many beers, so I may make a fool out of myself.” He combed a hand through his hair. Hair that I’d imagined running my own hands through.
I was a certifiable idiot.
“Speaking of one too many beers,” he said with a groan as he pushed his chair back, “I need to go to the little boy’s room.”
He got up from his seat and ambled his way over to the back of the bar where the restrooms were. I watched him for a long moment, wondering what else I could have said to turn this all around and then berated myself for thinking that way.
Danny was my best friend. I didn’t want to fuck up the best friend a guy could have.
A hand slapped on the table, and the omega from the bar grinned down at me in a way that he must have thought was sultry. “How about you buy me a beer, alpha?”
He was ballsy, I had to give him that. Especially since I’d been sitting here with another omega, but maybe it was painfully obvious to everyone around me that we were just friends. Or maybe it was that this guy didn’t care.
“Nah,” I said, taking another sip out of my Guinness. “Not interested.”
And that was the absolute truth.
The omega had the gall to look offended before storming off to find some other alpha to harass for free drinks.
I sighed and leaned back in my chair.
Why the hell was I so preoccupied with Danny? I should have just been keeping him at the distance I’d always kept him. Safe in the friendzone.
Because otherwise, we’d end up breaking both of our hearts. I wasn’t sure if our friendship would survive that.
So in the friendzone I’d remain.
Which meant it was going to be another shitty Valentine’s Day alone.






  
  Chapter 2
Danny


My fingers shook as I struggled to compose a text. Autocorrect was running away with my message, making me sound like a gibbering idiot. 
Me: Hey, Kevin, what’s up? Maybe if you have time and you feel like it you would like to have dinner with me?
Or maybe I was making myself sound like an idiot all on my own. With a swipe of my finger, I erased it all and started from scratch.
Why was this so hard? Nathan asked guys out all the time! Well, maybe not so much recently, I guessed, but when he did, he made it look so easy. He just quirked his perfectly sculpted eyebrow, and the omegas were practically lining up, begging for a date.
Maybe that perfect confidence was an alpha trait, but then my mind wandered back to the cocky omega from last night at the bar. He certainly had all kinds of confidence.
I remembered last night, when I had gotten up to head to the can and, when I passed the bar, the omega got up to make his move. Part of me was a little annoyed, how did he know that I wasn’t Nate’s date? Or, even worse, maybe he didn’t see me as a legitimate threat. I had pushed all those thoughts aside, happy to see Nate getting some action, but when I looked back over my shoulder, what I saw left me feeling puzzled. The omega had made it so easy for him! But instead of quirking his eyebrow at this hot omega, Nate looked… disappointed? Bored, at the very least. The omega had scoffed and wandered off to look for another sucker to buy him drinks, and I felt almost relieved. Nate was my very best friend, and he deserved someone better than that, someone who would give him their undivided attention and adoration.
When I had come back from the bathroom, I didn’t bring it up and neither did Nate.
Now, I looked back down at my phone. The text message was still blank. Strangely enough, it hadn’t written itself while I was daydreaming about what happened last night.
Okay, let’s do this, I thought, psyching myself up for it. Goddess knew I was a Grade-A Procrastinator.
Me: Hey, Kevin, what’s up?
Kevin: Not much.
Me: We should meet.
I watched the little bouncing balls that meant he was responding to the text, but when they stopped and no message appeared, I started to panic. Oh shit, I rushed it. I was so focused on getting a date for Valentine’s Day that I had ignored all the signs. He wasn’t interested in me. I misunderstood our playful flirty texts. What did I even know about him? Maybe he wasn’t even single, maybe he couldn’t reply to the text because his boyfriend was sitting right beside him. What if that picture he sent wasn’t even him?
Sweat started to bead on
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