
Skinny Minnie

SKINNY MINNIE

Every night after she takes Choo Choo for a walk, she strips naked in her bedroom and takes a 

photograph of herself. She has done this each night for the past six weeks. It's the only use she's found 

for her outdated digital camera. She stands in the same spot in her bedroom and looks straight ahead at 

the camera, set up on the dresser so that it photographs from the neck down, so her face is in none of the 

photos. She's learned to download the pictures onto her computer, where she can scroll through them 

like a timeline. She can see the changes. Like a primitive cartoon, her body "ickers down in size–her 

breasts begin to rise, hips begin to take shape, and her legs whittle away. Her !ngers are even smaller, 

elbows no longer rest against rolls of skin on her sides – there's actually a gap, a space between elbows 

and hips. Black triangles like the isoceles of brown hair below her belly. Her belly button is no longer a 

gaping ori!ce – it's almost cute. In a few weeks she will send a photograph to Mickey of her face. After 

she loses ten more pounds.

The guys all know her as Skinny Minnie. They all gush about her beautiful eyes, her baby's 

breath of hair, and of course her fantastic tits. They always ask for more pictures. They want to see her 

mountain highway curves, the smooth, undulating outline of her belly. Men from England say they want 

to visit her. Black men send her winks all the time. A small Japanese man says he will pay to "y her to 

come live with him and his daughter. A Colombian man will make her his princesa.
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The girls at work like to hear about the men. They don't know she's met them all on a website for 

big, beautiful women. BBW is full of raunchy girls with their legs splayed open, or their nipples so close 

to the camera they look like cancerous moles. In her photos, she is simply naked, and headless. She feels 

like a di#erent person posts her pictures. She feels like a di#erent person when she types the email 

responses on the computer. But she is the person who smiles and carries the buoyant feelings around, 

happy that men like her for who she is. The girls call her Penny, and the boys know her as Skinny 

Minnie.

The girls don't like Mickey, Penny's favorite admirer. Despite his good looks, con!rmed by a 

photo brought in by Penny, they think he's just playing, and only wants one thing. They say Penny 

should keep looking. What do they know? They haven't dated in over ten years. All of them are married 

with kids, or wishing for kids. She doesn't even think about it – it's too late for Penny to have any kids 

anyways. 

“Why don't you move on to someone of them who will ask you out? This guy is afraid to 

commit.”

“I'm not attracted to them,” Penelope says. She glows from the attention from both sides: men 

pursuing her over email; women at work demanding details of viewed pro!les. She smiles when she tells 

stories to the girls. They have not seen her smile in years, they say. This is where she begins to have 

friends.

Later, when the ten pounds were gone, she adjusted the camera and took a photo of only her face. She 

tried eight di#erent poses and smiles, and went with number seven. The double chin had slivered away, 

and the apple bottom of her cheeks had disappeared. She sent it o# to Mickey, wrote “now you can 

!nally see the rest of me!” and then she took Choo Choo for a walk. A small, dainty toy poodle, 
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ChooChoo was notorious for chewing his own shit. She had to watch as they walked past their front 

yard to make sure he didn't gobble up any dried pieces she had neglected to pick up.

That night it was warm, the heat from the day still capped in by the overhanging tree branches. 

She found pockets of coolness when she crossed the streets, only to return to the heat once she was 

under the trees again. Walking along the uneven pavement she feared she might trip, as she had often 

done. She blamed this clumsiness on her weight. If she could only lose even more, she would be perfect. 

When she returned home she settled on the couch and clutched a pillow to her stomach to mute 

the sounds of her stomach growling. She drank several glasses of water, mixing in some powder mix that 

was supposed to be a meal replacement. She checked her computer every hour to see if Mickey had 

written back.

“He wrote back to me,” she told the girls at work the next day. “We have a date.”

“Finally!” they said. “Don't let this one slip by.”

Over dinner he mostly talked, and she listened and stared into his dreamy chocolate eyes. She only 

broke her gaze to glance around and see if anyone else was watching them. She hoped they were jealous 

of her, sitting here with this incredibly handsome man. His tight black t-shirt did not hide the shape of 

his sculpted shoulders, or biceps the size of her BBW breasts. Even though he said he was forty-seven, 

he could easily pass for a silver-haired fox her age. She con!rmed his shoe-size (twelve) and his height 

(six-foot two). He mostly talked about his accounting job, but he mentioned things he had talked about 

over email too: his desire to reconnect with his estranged father; his love for working out; plans to go 

rock climbing in a few weeks.

“So, you wanna get out of here?” The question startled her, broke the dream she was "oating in 

that originated in his eyes.
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“Yes, let's,” she said. On the way out, she caught of glimpse of the two of them together in the 

glass door's re"ection, both of them wearing black, looking happy and soon to be in love, and she 

smiled. He was a gentleman and held her doggie bag, the leftovers for Choo Choo. They stopped at her 

car, and she shivered at the prospect of a goodnight kiss.

“Wow, this is nice car,” he said. “You didn't tell me you were rich!” 

“I can't reveal everything at once,” she said. 

“I ought to spank you for that,” he said, grinning.

They dropped his truck o# at his apartment building. She got out of her car and sat in the passenger 

seat. Mickey climbed in, and his eyes brightened. He wanted to try driving her car on the freeway. The 

inside of the car was dark, except for the bluish glow of the speedometer. He took o# fast, and she had to 

grip the door when they turned a corner.

“Not too fast,” she said. He looked over at her and smiled. She smiled too.

“This is nice,” he said. “I haven't been in a sports car in a long time. It feels so natural, you 

know? The ability to go fast.”

She nodded. He got on the freeway, and since it was late, there were hardly any other cars. He 

shifted gears and was in the fast lane within seconds. 

“Oh yeah, this is great,” he said. “Sit tight and enjoy the ride.”

She couldn't let go of the door. Her grip tightened, and she could feel the screw head in the 

pocket on the door that held it in place. She glanced at the speedometer and saw that they were almost at 

ninety miles per hour.

“Be careful,” she said. He laughed, and then he undid his seat belt. The car started beeping, a 

red warning picture of a stick man with a seat belt appeared on the dash. Mickey's right hand rummaged 
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in the darkness of his lap. She heard the unbuckling of his belt, and then a loud zip. He reached over 

and picked up her hand, and placed it in his lap.

“Oh,” she said, and her hand !red back. She had felt something, very hot and sti#. She didn't 

want to look down. She knew what it was, but couldn't call it anything other than “his thing.” Just like 

when she was in high school and her older sister told a story about a boy. “And then he had his thing 

out,” she had said, and Penny latched onto that term, and even used it to describe a problem to the vet 

one time about Choo Choo.

“Come on, baby doll. You know what to do.” He brought her hand over again and helped shape 

her !ngers. He guided her hand down, up, and down again. He sucked in a lot of air and groaned when 

their hands pushed down again. “Just like that, baby doll.” He clutched the steering wheel with both 

hands, and she paused for a second, but when he shot a look at her, she continued with the motion he 

had demonstrated. It was di$cult, his skin dry and tight in her hand. He shifted gears again and they 

were over one hundred miles per hour.

“Slow down,” she said.

“Nah,” he said. “Keep going. This is good. Don't stop, baby doll.”

She  started  pumping  faster  and  the  car  went  faster. She  was fascinated  suddenly, and she 

squeezed harder. He growled, and reached over and started smearing his hand across her breasts. He 

was strong, and with one hand pawed her back against her seat.

Then she felt a stickiness. She held her hand up, and from the speedometer's blue glow she saw 

a gooey web between her !ngers.

“Did you just...?”

“Nah, that's pre-come.” He grinned, then grabbed her hair, and jerked her toward his lap.

“Mickey!” She pushed back, her hair still tight in his hand. Her forehead was taut and her eyes 

wide from his grip. She blurted out: “I've never had a boyfriend before.” 

“So?” he asked. “Does that mean you're a virgin?

The leap in logic shocked her. “I just don't want to go all the way tonight,” she said.
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“We're not. I just want you to suck me o#.”

“I think this is enough for tonight.”

He let go of her head, then used his hand on himself. She looked the other way, at the slower 

cars and careful drivers, while he !dgeted and clucked until he !nally gasped.

“Do you have any tissues?” he asked.

When they returned to his apartment building, he climbed out of the car and waited for her to get out. 

She couldn't move. He opened her door, kissed her goodnight, and headed into the building. The kiss 

was fast and dry, not magical or moist like she had imagined. She took the wad of tissue he had left on 

the car "oor and put it in her purse. She could have felt bad about the whole night, but she decided that 

she felt special, because he had shared an intimate moment with her. That he had jerked himself o# in 

front of her seemed like he trusted her, and she couldn't forget that, despite the discomfort she had felt at 

!rst. Next time she would try to do what he wanted, and he would feel special too because she shared 

something with him.

He didn't call back. She tried leaving just one message, but then she had three waiting on his machine. 

And her emails piled up.  How could someone she had shared so much of herself with ignore her now? 

She waited until night after deciding to drive over. Really, all she wanted to do was see if his truck was 

there. When she saw it, she only wanted to knock on his door. Someone leaving the apartment building 

held the door for her. She found his name listed next to the intercom, and his apartment number. She 

went up the stairs and knocked on his door. First she listened. Then she called on her cell phone. Inside 

there was ringing. She  waited a  minute, and then  knocked. Louder. Hello?  Anyone home? Hello? 

Nothing. She saw a woman running up the stairs. Could it be his girlfriend? A wife? She ran away and 

went back to her car.

Please, just call me back, please. I don't like to be ignored. 
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She couldn't help herself. She waited in her car, fell asleep, woke up, no calls. At home she sent a 

long email that had many nasty things she never thought she would say to someone. 

When he wrote back, he apologized for falling asleep. He had taken a muscle relaxer and slept through 

the phone calls. And that was all. No mention of another date, or any response to her accusations well-

documented in her emails. She sent another message, begging for one more date, or even just to hang 

out.

“When's the next date?” her co-workers asked.

“When he gets back from rock climbing,” Penny said, and the girls gushed with glee.

He called her, and asked her to come over to his place. Could she make it tonight? Of course she said 

yes, she had nothing else to do. She drove over on the same freeway they had been on that one night, 

although she was going in the other direction. At his apartment building she didn't  have to use the 

intercom, someone was walking in before her, so she went right up to his door and knocked real hard, 

three times.

“Come in,” he said. His shirt was o#, and she could see the tattoos that  had been cloudy on his 

pro!le picture were now sharp and severe on his tanned skin. “Do you want a drink?”

“Do you have any Diet Coke?” she asked.

“I'll put some rum in it.”

While he made them drinks, her eyes gobbled up his  apartment. Black leather couch, clear 

acrylic end tables, stacks of porn magazines near the window, and one plant. A !cus tree. The lighting 

was dim, just like in her car. He collapsed on the couch and handed her a glass.

“I spoke with my father today,” he said.

“Oh my goodness. That's wonderful,” she said. He told her about the phone conversation they 

had, and in between sips of his drink, he looked at the ground and grinned.

7



Skinny Minnie

“I'm so happy for you,” she said. “Maybe I should try calling mine. Then we'd both be on good 

terms with our fathers. Next thing you know, we'd have them meeting each other.”

He looked at her and even in the dark she was trans!xed by his black walnut eyes. 

“You have a lot of tattoos,” she said, stealing a glance at his thick pectorals.

“I have more,” he said, and she giggled, and then he laughed. She felt dizzy from the drink, and 

the dimness of the room. He scooted closer to her, took her drink from her hand. She placed her cool 

hand on his tight chest. He closed his eyes and pressed his mouth to her neck. Their arms touched, and 

she felt his hand, the same one he used in the car, scoop her in closer to him.

“Can you do this?” he asked.

“I think so,” she said.

But she couldn't. When they went into the bedroom and he tried to take o# her bra, he pointed 

out that she was shaking. He dipped his hand into her underwear and she felt her stomach tighten and 

then her throat was burning from the drink. Then Penny's face was pressed into his lap, and she kissed 

the crotch of his black jeans, watching his !ngers unbutton them, and in one swoop his jeans and striped 

boxer shorts were down to his knees, and there it was, his thing, wagging at her lips. 

“It's okay, baby doll,” he said, and she closed her eyes and plunged her mouth around him. He 

yowled, said for her to watch the teeth, and she felt herself dribbling drool, her mouth wider than it had 

ever been, and then there was the drink, !zzy from the Coke and burning from the rum, all in the back of 

her throat, and with her mouth full the dam at the back of her throat burst. She turned away just in time 

to splatter vomit on the sheets and not in his lap. Mickey shouted and leaped back, and she stumbled, 

drunk, to !nd the bathroom.

She could hear him shouting, even with her head deep in the toilet bowl. She gagged and the 

rest of her drink, along with the powdered shake from earlier, poured into the bowl. Her eyes burned 

more than her throat. She waited as long as possible before going back out.
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She thought she could still !x things, so that Friday, after she had tried calling and emailing like before, 

and not receiving any response, she went to his apartment building. Her co-workers thought she was 

going on her third date tonight. She waited, trying to !gure out if she would walk up to his door again, 

or calm down and go home. Then it would be all over, and she tell herself to move on. That was when 

the gate opened and his truck pulled out. Where could he be going on a Friday night? Another date? 

They had never discussed having an open relationship.

She followed him in her car, and was stunned to see him pull into the parking lot for the same 

restaurant they had gone too. Another date, yes! He must take all of his dates there. No wonder no one 

stared at her with envy that night—everyone recognized him and only felt sympathy for her.

It  didn't  take much more for  her  to  march into the  restaurant and !nd his  table. His  eyes 

widened and she saw the guilt hiding in his nightingale pupils. 

“Who is she?” Penny asked. “How could you do this to me?”

His eyes narrowed and he barked: “Get out now, before I put a restraining order on you.”

Now others in the restaurant were staring. She couldn't care, only focus on him and forgive him 

if he would give her one more chance. Okay, if he blinked in the next thirty seconds, that meant he 

forgave her.

An old man stopped before the table, looked at Penny, then Mickey.

“This is my dad,” Mickey said. 

She gave the biggest fake smile she had, her lips even wider than the last night in his apartment, 

her best e#ort to say so many things at once with one expression, to hold back tears and snot that build 

up in her throat and nose. “So nice to meet you, sir.”

“Minnie,” Mickey said. “Please go. Now. Or I call the police.”

She nodded, bowed, actually, and walked away, and in the parking lot ran to her car. She was 

crying again, but this time a wail worked its way out of her stomach. She "ung herself into the driver's 

seat and collapsed against the steering wheel. 
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Oh God, was she stupid. She went home and deleted her pro!le from the BBW site, all of his 

emails, and the call history on her cell phone. She held Choo Choo like a teddy bear, carrying him 

around the house, her eyes stinging and her nose red from blowing it so many times. She pulled out her 

address book and found the phone number she needed. She dialed, Choo Choo clawing at her chest. 

He leaped away and ran to the door and started barking.

Hello? she asked when he answered. Daddy, it's Penny. How are you? Oh, I'm okay. I think I'm 

in trouble. Yes, I may need a restraining order against a guy. It's a long story, I just don't feel safe right 

now, but it should be okay. It's a long story. No, I just thought about how you used to sing me songs 

when I was afraid to go to sleep. And I was thinking, maybe I could come visit you. I haven't been up 

there in such a long time. You will be surprised to see me, I look so di#erent. I've lost so weight, and 

made a lot of changes in my life. You might not even recognize me.
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