


Thanksgiving Manny (Gay Holiday Romance) By Trina Solet


Copyright © 2025 by Trina Solet


All rights reserved.


No part of this publication may be reproduced or used in
any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the author
except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.


This is a work of fiction. All names, characters,
places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s
imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons,
living or dead, locales or actual events is entirely coincidental.


All sexual activity takes place between persons eighteen
years of age or older.


This novel contains material intended for mature
readers.


Cover image is only for illustrative purposes. Any
person depicted is a model.








Thanksgiving Manny


Gay Holiday
Romance


 


Trina Solet







Chapter 1


 


Shawn was supposed to already have a job, but the company
where he accepted a position was bought out and almost everybody got fired. The
job he was offered didn't exist any more.


Shawn was back to looking for work and making sure he didn't
spend money he didn't have. That was why he met up with Heather but not for
lunch. It was a little later in the afternoon when they went window shopping
instead. The day was sunny but still pretty cold. The street was lined with
trees that all had big orange leaves. Heather grabbed one off a branch.


"That's a good one," she said then she eyed Shawn.
"I would have treated you to lunch, you know. Especially since I'm about
to ask you for a favor. And this favor might solve your unemployment
issue."


"Sounds intriguing," Shawn said though he was
going to say confusing. "But I see a Help Wanted sign. You might have
competition."


"No. Don't look at that," Heather said and waved
the big, orange leaf in his face.


"OK, OK. I'm listening. Give me your pitch," he
told her.


"I need you to save me. I told you how my brother
adopted recently. When he did, I promised him I would help out, take on major
babysitting duties, but now I want to go to Puerto Rico with Valencio. He's
going to stay with his family for the holidays and he invited me. I'm dying to
go."


"So you are offering me a babysitting job?" Shawn
asked.


"More like a nanny job. Dale is really busy with his
real estate work. He needs a lot of help, more even than I could give
him," Heather said.


"I have some experience babysitting my cousin's kids. I
actually lived with them for a while so I could help when the kids were really
little," Shawn said. He was seriously considering this. His money was
running out. He could still come up with rent but his roommate was getting
nervous about how long his money would last. Shawn was too.


"This might be live-in too. Dale has the room,"
Heather said.


"That might work, I guess. So this is an offer to
interview for the nanny job?" Shawn said.


"Actually, we can do a trial run. I'm picking up
Charlie from school. That's my nephew. You and I can take him to the park
together. Dale is meeting us so you can meet both father and son. Then I'll
spring this idea on Dale," Heather said.


"He doesn't know?"


"I didn't want to tell him that I was planning to ditch
him, not until I had a replacement," Heather said. "Dale is kind of a
reluctant dad. He's still getting used to having a kid."


"Reluctant?"


"Yeah. He's always been emotionally closed off and I
don't blame him," she said with a sigh. "Dale and I had different
moms. His mom died when he was still little. When our dad died, we got
separated. I stayed with my mom, and Dale went to live with our grandmother. We
spent summers together at Grandma Eliza's though. After Dale went to college,
our grandmother became a foster mom. She had a bunch of foster kids. Charlie
was her last one. Grandma was planning to adopt him but she got cancer. Dale
decided to adopt Charlie himself. It was for her sake so she would know he was
taken care of. That was when I promised to help out because Dale had misgivings
about taking care of a kid."


"I see. OK," Shawn said feeling like he understood
things a little better. "We can test the waters, see how it goes. I'm just
worried my childcare experience isn't going to impress."


"I believe in you," Heather said and hugged him.


 


Shawn waited with Heather outside the elementary school but
he hung back since this kid didn't know him. A little blond boy split off from
all the other kids coming out of the school and ran straight for Heather.
"Are we gonna go to the park?" he asked.


"Yes, we are. With this guy," she said and put her
arm around Shawn to draw him closer.


"That's not Valencio," the kid said.


"Oh, no! I picked up the wrong guy," Heather
joked.


For a second the kid's eyes went wide like he believed her.
Then he laughed. "No you didn't. This guy is bigger."


"Oof, I'm glad Valencio isn't here to hear that,"
Heather said.


"What? He hasn't noticed I'm taller than him?"
Shawn asked her.


Heather just rolled her eyes at him then she finally did the
introductions. "This big guy is Shawn. And this little guy is
Charlie."


"Nice to meet you, Charlie," Shawn said. "Did
you have a good day at school."


"I did," he said but he was a little bit shy with
Shawn. As they started walking toward the park, he talked to Heather though.
"I met this new kid and he has the same name as Vic."


"What's his name?" Shawn asked with a grin.


"Vic!" Charlie said.


"Who's Vic?" Heather asked. "I mean the other
Vic."


"One of my foster brothers. I had lots of foster
brothers and foster sisters," Charlie said.


"He was in different foster homes before Grandma,"
Heather said. The mention of her grandmother made Charlie look sad, and Heather
rubbed his shoulder. "I miss her too."


Charlie had gone quiet so Shawn asked him, "What grade
are you in?"


"I'm in first grade. That's real school," Charlie
said with a proud smile.


"It is. Very impressive," Shawn told him.


 


A little later they arrived at the park. "Let's see
what food carts are out here. That will be your after school snack,"
Heather said.


"Hot dogs," Charlie said and looked around
hopefully.


Shawn didn't see any hot dog vendors, but he did see this
tall guy in an elegant coat. He was pacing, glancing at his phone and looking
very hot. He wasn't Shawn's type at all. He was too well put together, plus
Shawn wasn't there to stare at hot guys.


"Dale isn't late," Charlie said suddenly and
pointed at the guy in the coat.


"No way. That's your brother," Shawn said to
Heather.


"Don't get your hopes up. He's so uptight and only into
rich guys," Heather said.


"I'm not interested, I'm just surprised," Shawn
said a little defensively.


They went up to Dale and he put away his phone. He frowned
at Shawn then looked at Heather questioningly.


"I was going to text you, but you're already
here," Heather said explaining nothing. She was getting flustered, and
Charlie had gone quiet and he only greeted Dale with a quiet "hi".


Shawn stepped up. "I'm Shawn Marler. I'm interested in
a job as a nanny," he said to Dale.


He wasn't about to get rattled by this guy with dark hair
and gray eyes who looked even hotter close up. Dale was back to giving Heather
a questioning glare while she looked seriously guilty.


"Why don't Charlie and I get him a hot dog so you two
can talk," Shawn said. He had finally spotted a hot dog vendor.


Now Charlie saw the same thing and he got excited. "Can
we?" he asked. He was looking at both Heather and Dale.


"That would be fine," Dale said stiffly. As Shawn
took Charlie to get his precious hot dog, he heard Dale asking Heather,
"And why exactly do I need a nanny?"


Oh this was a great start. Shawn felt his chances of getting
this job plummeting, but this wasn't the kind of job he was looking for anyway.
Except something about how hesitant Charlie was with his dad made Shawn feel
like he needed to take this job on the slim chance it was actually offered to
him.







Chapter 2


 


It looked like Shawn was about to find out if he would get a
job offer. Shawn had bought Charlie that hot dog when he saw Dale was coming
his way. "Hey, Charlie, why don't you go hang out with Heather while I
talk to Shawn," Dale said.


Charlie nodded. He was about to go off when he stopped and
looked up at Dale. He then offered him his hot dog. "Want a bite?"


That's when Shawn saw Dale smile. "No, but thank
you."


Charlie went off to where Heather was waving two big leaves
at him. "So you call him Charlie, not Charles?" Shawn said half
jokingly.


"His name is Charlie," Dale said evenly, his smile
gone. "Are you serious about the job as the nanny?"


"I am," Shawn said.


"You have a recommendation from Heather but I'm going
to need more."


Shawn told him what his only childcare experience was.
"I think my cousin and her wife would recommend me," he said with a
smile.


"Let's hope so," Dale said. Shawn got out his
phone and gave him their contact information and his other references and also
sent him his resume.


"If your references check out, I might consider hiring
you on a trial basis," Dale said after looking over the information.


"OK," Shawn said.


"And Heather said you would be fine with a live-in
position."


"Yes, that would be fine," Shawn confirmed. Now
that he met Dale, he wasn't as eager to live in his house. It might be hard
enough just to work for a guy like him. Uptight but so hot. He never thought
that could be such a dangerous combination.


 


By the time they got back to Heather and Charlie, she had
hung his book bag on a high branch like some bully. Now Charlie was jumping to
try and get it. He didn't seem upset though.


"You're such a good role model," Shawn told her.


"I'm a fun aunt," she claimed.


"I'm gonna climb up," Charlie said.


"No. Let's stay on the ground," Dale said.


Shawn would have let him climb, but he took note that Dale
was an overprotective dad. Dale got Charlie's backpack and gave it to him.
"Thanks," Charlie said and gave him a smile.


He seemed shy with Dale, like he didn't know him. The two of
them must not have been close before the grandmother died.


"Let's have a contest. Whoever can find the biggest
leaves wins," Heather said. She then held up her two leaves. "I
win."


"No fair," Charlie said.


"Yeah, Heather," Shawn told her.


"Let's say I win round one. Now you three hunt leaves
and I'll play judge," she said. Dale gave her a look like he didn't intend
to play, but she wasn't having it. "You too, Dale."


Dale leaned down, picked up the nearest leaf and held it up
to Heather. "My entry in the contest."


"That is a terrible leaf," Heather told him and it
was. It was a leaf that had been stepped on a lot, part of it had crumbled off.
"Anyway, that's the leaf you two have to beat."


"We can definitely beat that," Shawn told Charlie
who nodded then gave Dale's leaf a pitying look.


Dale threw it away then sat with Heather on a bench. Charlie
put his book bag next to Dale and told him, "Watch my bag."


"I will," Dale assured him and there was that
smile again. Shawn decided it was his dad smile.


Charlie and Shawn went hunting for leaves and, unlike Dale,
neither one of them slacked off. "This one is so red!" Charlie said
showing the leaf to Shawn.


"We can make a leaf collection," Shawn told him.
"All different kinds. Biggest, smallest, the most red, the most
orange."


"Yeah," Charlie said.


He seemed like a really positive kid, but he never strayed
too far from either Shawn or the bench where Heather was sitting with Dale,
both of them on their phones. Shawn was pretty sure that when he was a kid, he
would have had to be told not to go too far, but not Charlie.


Other than keeping an eye on Charlie, Shawn found himself
glancing at Dale a little too much. He was gorgeous and even more gorgeous when
he smiled, but Shawn had to start thinking of him as his boss.


But when him and Charlie went to have their leaves judged by
Heather, Dale looked up at Shawn and asked, "Are you coming home with
us?"


His deep voice, those beautiful gray eyes, for a minute all
Shawn could do was stare. He blinked and heard Heather pronounce Charlie the
winner of the leaf contest.


"I should come with you," Shawn said. "It can
be like my orientation."


"Your references check out so you can start
today," Dale said, though he was probably going to do a background check
too.


"You're coming with us?" Charlie asked Shawn.


"Looks like it," he said and that made the little
guy smile.


"I'm off," Heather said. "You guys have
fun."


"Thanks," Shawn told her.


She turned around and then told Dale, "Oh, I heard
Shawn can cook. Look into that."


"Can you?" Dale asked.


"Some," Shawn said. He had a feeling a guy like
Dale wouldn't be impressed.


 


They went to Dale's place in his BMW, a car that certainly
impressed Charlie. He whispered to Shawn, "Dale has a cool car." It
was the kind of whispering that could be heard loud and clear, and it made Dale
smile again.


"Yes, he does," Shawn said.


Dale's house was like his car, cool and impressive. It was a
brownstone with a beautiful, modern design. As they went in, Dale looked around
and said, "The cleaning people were here."


"Cleaning? But it was already clean," Charlie
said.


"Now it's even cleaner," Dale told him. He pointed
to one room on the first floor. "This is Charlie's playroom. You get
acquainted, I'll be in my office."


The office was across the way from the playroom, and Dale
went in and got on his laptop then on the phone. Shawn turned to Charlie.
"You want to show me around the playroom?" He actually wanted a tour
of the house, but that seemed like something that would be up to Dale. He had
already seen a living room that was open to a kitchen, but not much more than
that.


"I have to go to the bathroom first," Charlie said
and he ran off. When he came back, he was ready to give Shawn the tour of the
playroom which Shawn's kid self would have envied.


"Look," Charlie said and showed him the gaming
corner with a small TV and some game consoles. "I get to play after I
finish my homework and my reading and my chores."


"That sounds like a good deal," Shawn told him.


Charlie agreed with a nod then showed him his books, his
toys and finally the desk where he did his homework. "So you have
everything here. Are you ready to get started on your homework?"


"Yes. That's the first thing after the bathroom,"
Charlie said and got out both a tablet and some notebooks and books.


"Does Dale help you with your homework?" Shawn
asked.


"I can do it by myself," Shawn said proudly.


"That's good but it's OK to ask for help any time you
need it," Shawn told him.


As Charlie did his homework, Shawn decided he could at least
go check out the kitchen since he might need to do some cooking. He went out
into the hall just as Dale did. "I was just going to have a look at the
kitchen," Shawn said.


"As you see, it's straight this way." Dale led the
way through the living room and into the kitchen. He got himself some water
from the fridge and offered one to Shawn. "Help yourself to whatever you
like. You'll be doing the shopping and I'll text you any additions to the list.
You don't have to cook anything tonight. I'll order something."


Shawn nodded and asked, "OK if I...?" he motioned
toward the black, minimalist cabinets.


"Go ahead. Make yourself at home. I'll give you a tour
of the rest of the house later," Dale said. He was about to leave but then
stopped and turned. "I should probably be able to do this all myself. But
when I'm showing properties... I just think Charlie needs the extra
attention."


"Right," Shawn said but he noticed how Dale was
frowning. Was that because he was worried he wasn't a good dad or was he
worried about Charlie?







Chapter 3


 


Charlie was done with everything and ready to play a game,
until Shawn reminded him about the leaf collection. "Do you want to glue
the leaves to a piece of construction paper. We could make a nice Thanksgiving
decoration."


"Yes! For Thanksgiving!" Charlie said getting all
excited.


"I guess you're looking forward to it," Shawn said
and they got started on their project. "You want to make something for
Dale?"


"What can I make?" Charlie wondered.


"You can draw him a picture in the middle of the
construction paper and then we can glue the leaves around like a frame."
Shawn remembered doing something like that when he was in elementary school
like Charlie.


"A drawing. Yeah," Charlie said. He got busy with
that and Shawn saw he was drawing Dale in that long coat he was wearing in the
park.


When he stopped like he was finished, Shawn asked him,
"You're going to draw yourself too, right?"


"Me too? Me and Dale? OK." He went back to drawing
eagerly and now there was a little guy next to Dale.


"Father and son, nice," Shawn said.


"Father," Charlie whispered like he was trying out
the word.


"Now we bring out the glue," Shawn said.


The leaf project looked nice but then Shawn asked if he
wanted to give it to Dale, and Charlie bit his lip and ducked his head.
"I'll do it later."


"OK. Whenever you want. Is it game time now?"
Shawn asked and Charlie jumped up.


"You want to play with me?"


"I would love that," Shawn said.


They played until Dale announced that dinner had been
delivered. "I wonder what kind it's gonna be?" Charlie said.


"Should we set the table? Put down some plates?"
Shawn asked.


"Dale and me always eat from the containers,"
Charlie said.


Shawn was surprised. Dale seemed like the kind of guy who
would insist on eating from real dishes. He mentioned that to Dale when he saw
him putting the delivery bag on the table off the kitchen.


"It saves on dishes," Dale said but then he
thought about it. "But we should set the table and eat properly. Thank you
for bringing this to my attention."


"Is that what I did?" Shawn said.


Charlie liked helping to set the table. Dale told them to
bring out bowls instead of plates and that was because he had ordered ramen
topped with pork slices.


"It seemed like something a kid would like," Dale
said.


Shawn gave him a questioning look. "Really?"


Charlie did like the ramen, calling it noodle soup but he
also wondered if they put the meat on top by mistake. "Skinny meat is for
sandwiches," he said.


"I'll get you some sliced bread if you want,"
Shawn said.


Charlie looked over at Dale and saw him eating the ramen and
the sliced pork with the chopsticks they came with. "Dale is eating it
with soup. I'm gonna eat it like him," Charlie decided.


"Want to try the chopsticks
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