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THERE CAN BE ONLY ONE QUEEN

 


As soon as the elevator doors closed, Lola
Lagos took her mobile phone out of her purse and began to take
selfies using the reflection of the elevator mirror. She knew the
angle that most favored her, so it took only seven or eight photos
to get a good picture. She cut it out and put the Valencia filter
on it. She examined the photo from a professional point of view and
decided it met her requirements: it was classy but very sexy,
wrapped in a tight but elegant white dress that showed a good
portion of her décolleté. Her shoulders and arms were defined and
her smile was perfect, cheerful and confident. Her black hair fell
into elegant waves. It was, thought Lola, the perfect example of a
fitness queen. She wrote an inspiring message: In the elevator as
in life: always upward!

She published the photo and counted to ten.
Eight, nine and ten. She looked at the photo again: she already had
five thousand likes and two hundred comments flattering her smile,
her cleavage, the color of her eyes, her lips, her arms. She
smiled. Her fans at Instagram loved to show her their adoration.
She was already close to two million followers; she Hollyd to have
them in a couple of weeks and was sure that a picture like the one
she had uploaded, dressed in a business dress, tight and sexy but
elegant, would help her achieve it. She said herself that after the
meeting she would upload another photo to show her full body: her
fans could appreciate how the dress clung to her butt and marked
her legs with the skirt tube. They for sure would notice her
stockings, that fit her wonderful legs, in the high white heels
that she was wearing. The gorgeous Peruvian woman knew that she had
a spectacular body (she worked several hours a day to get it) and
did not hesitate to show it whenever she could: it was part of her
work as a fitness model and also filled her with satisfaction the
way she was admired.

The next thing she did (as always when she
published a pic), was to open Holly Wheel's profile. Anxiously, she
looked at her number of followers: Holly was seven thousand down to
her. She frowned; the day before, her advantage was thirteen
thousand followers. How could she have got so many followers in
just one day? She looked at the photos of the other fitness model
with a critical eye, comparing those photos to her own. Half an
hour ago, the brunette Holly had published a photo of her full
body, before leaving home, in a blue dress that stuck to her like a
second skin. The shoulders in the air, the deep neckline that
showed those huge tits that Holly was so proud of (but which were
not, Lola once again said, bigger or better than hers), the right
leg advanced so that her thigh could be seen through the slit of
the dress. "Arrogant bitch," Lola thought furiously as she noticed
how Holly's calf was marked through the stockings she wore. She
zoomed in and thought she saw that Holly was wearing a garter belt,
as Lola was wearing today; she wasn't sure, she couldn't tell. When
she took the picture after the meeting she would make sure that her
sexy garters were clearly visible. And she would get more likes
than the 9,000 that Holly had obtained already.

That was a sting in Lola's pride. She was fed
up with the parallels that linked her to that fiery brunette. Both
had opened their profiles on Instagram with very little difference
of time, when they had begun their careers. At first, as their
followers grew bigger, they had not been aware of each other. But
when Lola had about 50,000 followers and her fame grew rapidly due
to sexy pics and beauty and power demonstrations with videos, a
follower had left a comment on her profile saying that if she was
not the queen of fitness it was only because the title of queen was
held by another woman, Holly Wheel. The commentator had mentioned
Holly's profile. Lola opened it and felt her blood boil from the
first moment she laid her eyes on Holly's photographed body. Holly
had a body as worked as hers, similar in many ways: a feminine face
(many fitness models were somewhat masculine) with a wide smile and
sensual lips, muscular but not bodybuilder's arms, large breasts
and narrow waist, wide hips that showed round and powerful asses
and vigorous but well-toned legs.

Two goddess bodies that were too similar for
Lola to feel comfortable.

Holly then had about 75,000 followers. Lola
felt a wave of envy inundate her. How could that... bitch have more
followers than her? She noticed that Holly's poses were more brazen
and her clothes more daring: wider necklines, shorter skirts,
always in heels, lots of bikini pics and lots of tops that left her
flat, smooth belly in the air. Bold text messages that piqued
people's imagination, too.

Lola felt an almost immediate repulsion for
that stranger, a displeasure she had never felt for anyone before.
Something inside her told her that that woman was trying to take
away something that belonged to her, something told her that this
woman with big tits and muscular legs, always smiling, was her
fierce rival, even if they didn't know each other: her
enemy. 

And Lola swore that she would emerge
victorious from the comparison; from the battle. 

From that moment on, Lola's poses and
wardrobe became more provocative and risky. She showed more
cleavage, showed more leg, flaunted her navel, photographed herself
practically naked in the bathroom, took every opportunity to go out
in bikinis. And the texts were more and more insinuating,
naughtier, cheekier. 

Lola noticed that the increase of her
followers accelerated and the comments and likes multiplied. She
reached Holly at one hundred and ten thousand followers. She was
very happy when she reached one hundred and fifty thousand
followers and Holly only carried one hundred and thirty
thousand. 

She got used to looking often at Holly's
profile, as if she were stalking her. It was the first thing she
did when she got up and the last thing she did when she went to
bed. It annoyed her quite a bit to realize that she was beginning
to obsess over her beautiful rival; and even worse, it irritated
her that Holly was unaware of her, that Lola meant nothing to her.
That's why she took great joy when, after several weeks of her
followers writing comments on Holly's profile praising Lola, she
realized that Holly had started following her. So Holly was aware
of her presence! So she too saw her as a rival!

From that moment on their competition became
ruthless. The two women battled at a distance for the attention of
the followers and for gaining more and more fame and power within
the industry. Their followers grew rapidly. Holly was the first to
reach five hundred thousand followers. She celebrated it with a
video in which she put on the same poses that Lola had used in her
last photos. The video ended with her pointing to her body wearing
her usual "fitness uniform" (elastic lycra shorts that fit her
powerful thighs and ass and a top that held her big breasts but
left her abdomen uncovered) and lifting her index finger as if to
say: "I am number 1: my body is the best".

Lola was furious at that subtle challenge
that perhaps only she and Holly were aware of. She increased her
workload, her stories were more provocative and frequent, she made
constant promotion of her profile. She changed her style of clothes
to be even sexier and to differentiate herself from her rival,
whose skin remained immaculate, she got several tattoos that gave
her some strong personality: triangles on the right forearm; an
intricate drawing of magnolias on the left arm; verses about what
power means on the back. 

Lola first reached a million followers.
Euphoric, she uploaded a video in which she pretended to box,
throwing blows into the void, her body shining with sweat. In the
end, she raised her arms in triumph and threw an ironic kiss to the
camera. Her message: Always destroying obstacles. Dedicated to all
the people who thought they could beat me.  

Their competition continued less subtly. From
time to time, Holly wrote messages in Lola's profile, apparently
harmless, but loaded with venom: “Girl, they will say of you that
you show too much skin!” “I did the same exercise last week, but
with five kilos more!” “The bad tongues will say you've had
surgery, but I think it's okay to improve your body if you're not
comfortable with it”.

Lola replied with similar messages: “Keep it
up and soon you will lose the weight of more than you have gained.”
“Holly you recover soon from the cold, surely you will soon regain
shape” “Aren't you afraid that if your abs are so marked they will
think you're a man?”

Their rivalry was fiercer and fiercer.
Sometimes Lola thought that everything she did had Holly as its
sole objective; her triumphs were only worth if they served to harm
her rival. Now she was close to two million followers and all she
could think about was the message she was going to poke
Holly. 

She was going to show that she was the true
queen of fitness. And today she had the best chance to prove it.
She was on her way to have a meeting with Mike Vitali, the CEO of
Fitness Conquerors, the world's largest sportswear brand, who was
looking for a new model who starred a global campaign for a new
product. As she walked out of the elevator on her way to the room
where she was to meet Mike Vitali, Lola thought only of the face
Holly would put on when she found out that her rival had gotten the
job that was going to catapult her to the top for good. 

***

Holly tabbed at the table impatiently. It was
an important day for her, perhaps the most important day of her
career. Everything she had worked for and fought for was about to
be fulfilled. 

"When are we going to start?" she asked her
boyfriend and agent, John, for the umpteenth time. 

"Right away, darling. Don't worry," he
replied with a smile. 

But Holly didn't calm down. The meeting she
was going to have in a few minutes with the CEO of Fitness
Conquerors was fundamental for her. John had told her that they
were looking for a new model for their global campaign. It was the
definitive springboard to fame, to be considered the queen of
fitness. Let's see who gets two million followers first, Lola. To
five million, she mused with resentment. 

Holly's career had been meteoric. From
nothing to the top in just a few months of effort. Her photos on
Instagram were a complete success and the only thing that clouded
her triumph was that that big-breasted brunette, Lola, was just as
successful as her, equally stunning. Holly didn't even know why
they had noticed each other. There were hundreds of fitness models
in Instagram competing for the public's attention. But Lola and she
seemed to have magnets that lead them to clash. Holly celebrated
her successes if at the same time they meant a defeat for Lola. She
hated her smile, her big tits, her flat belly, her strong, toned
thighs, her mind-blowing ass, that arrogant look, her whorish
tattoos. 

She was sure that Lola hated her
too. 

Well, today was the end of her rivalry. Today
she would deliver the final blow to that bitch who haunted her.
This day would end up looking at her profile every few hours to see
if her rival had uploaded a new photo, or if she had left her a
message, or if she had more followers than her. That would stop
making sense. Being the image of Fitness Conquerors, Holly would be
present in every gym, in airports, magazines, billboards,
televisions... She would be omnipresent. And unreachable for Lola
Lagos. 

She decided to open Instagram one last time
before her meeting. She looked for Lola's profile and saw her in
all her splendor, with that wide smile (her teeth were so perfect
that they looked like false teeth) and a generous neckline in which
her nipples almost appeared. She wore a tight-fitting dress instead
of her usual shorts, tracksuits and tops. What a coincidence, Holly
thought. Suddenly she thought she recognized the elevator in which
the photo had been taken and her gesture became tense. 

John squeezed her hand to reassure her. At
that moment the door opened and the CEO of the company let a woman
into the room: Lola Lagos. 

John got up like a spring. Holly also stood
up and the two beautiful women stared at each other in
surprise. 

It was the first time they had met in flesh
and blood. Although each knew the body of the other in its smallest
detail after studying the hundreds of photos they uploaded, the two
women examined each other with critical eyes, as if they were
measuring themselves from head to toe. Their famous smiles had
disappeared and the two women gazed at each other with sensuous
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