* Johnny Testosterone and the Temple Virgin*

* * % %

There was this guy called Johnny Testosterone who wiped out awhole army of adiens (said Baker). For
hisreward, hewas given the Temple Virgin.

Theend.

* * % %

"Losesalittle something in theretelling, don't it?" said Max dryly.
"Wel, it an't much of agtory," responded Baker sullenly. "I'm hardly init at al.”
"Still, it was a better story than _that_," said Smith.

"How would you know?" Baker shot back. "I was emptying the wine cdllar and you were off with a
God-knows-what doing God-knows-what-else.”

Langtry Lily reached out to hold Hurricane Smith's hand. Suddenly her own hand became amandible,
and shedug it into hisflesh.

"He's exaggerating, my dear!" said Smith, painfully pulling his hand away and wiping the blood from it as
her mandible became afeminine human hand again. "Besides, it was along time ago!"

Sheleaned over and whispered something in hisear.

"All right, dl right, if youins<t," he said, and then turned to the rest of us. "I've been requested to tell the
true gtory."

"Thewholething?' asked Max. "I get the feding Catastrophe |eft out a couple of details here and there.™

"Thewhole gory," promised Hurricane Smith.

* * % %

Johnny Testosterone and the Temple Virgin

* * % %

Firg of dl (began Smith), his name wasn't redlly Johnny Testosterone. That was just the name he took
when he hit the Frontier, probably in the hope of impressing the ladies, as| never noticed him to behave
any differently or score any more often than the rest of us.

Hisred name was Johnny Potts. It didn't make the kind of lasting impression on people that Catastrophe
Baker or Gravedigger Gaines did, so he dumped it as soon as he could. Then he began dressing to match
his new name. Wore his shirts unbuttoned down to the nave, tied asilk scarf around his neck, and his
trousers were so tight you're sSwear he was auditioning for abalet. Even tinted his skin tan. Women loved
it; men thought he looked kind of gilly.

Still, once push came to shove, he could handle hisfists and his weapons with the best of them, and he
wasn't scared of anything except maybe Catastrophe Baker when he was drunk, which isamighty
reasonable attitude to have, so welet him travel out to the Albion Cluster with us.



Theresalot more to the hero business than meetsthe eye. One of the biggest problemsisthat actions
which seem properly heroic to us get our holographs on wanted posters and attract alot of men like the
Gravedigger here, despite the fact that we never did him any harm.

Anyway, the three of us -- Catastrophe, Johnny and me -- got word that there was areligious colony on
LeviticusV that needed heroes more than most. Seemsthat some aiens had landed and set up shop
there, and it was againgt the colonists religion to raise ahand in anger, even to defend themselves.

It was avery dadtic religion, though, sinceit didn't seem to have anything against _other_peopleraisng
handsin anger on their behalf. Beforelong we heard that there was a substantia reward for anyone who
freed them from the yoke of dien tyranny, and while none of us had any serious philosophic objectionsto
aliensor tyranny, we had al kinds of objectionsto not collecting substantial rewards. So we passed the
word that we were heading to Leviticus 1V and weren't in the mood for any competition, and once
people heard that Catastrophe Baker and Hurricane Smith didn't want any company, they suddenly
remembered that they had urgent business e sawhere.

Welanded next to atemple that could have passed for asmall city. It had arches and turrets and spires,
and | waswilling to bet that it possessed itsfair share of secret passageways and hidden chambers.

* k % %

"Thediensjust _let youland?' asked Max dubioudy.

"Therewas ahuge wall around the temple, like awaled city, and we landed insde the wall," answered
Hurricane Smith.

"How come the diens hadn't overrun the temple aready?' demanded Max.

"I'm coming to that."

* k % %

It turns out that whoever built the temple had actudly built it as a defensible fortress (continued Smith).
Not that the current inhabitants had any notion of defending it themsalves ... but the wallswere lined with
webs of energy that tended to roast the enemy, and evidently it wasn't against their religion to keep them
turned on.

"So why didn't the diensland insdethe wdlslike you did?' persisted Max.
"Who'stelling this story, you or me?' demanded Smith irritably.

Max looked like he was going to argue the point, but just then Langtry Lily started hissing a him, and he
decided that silence was the better part of vaor.

* * % %

The smpletruth of the matter (said Smith) isthat thealiensdidn't _know_ that the colonists wouldn't put
up afight. A bunch of them had been burned to acrisp trying to climb the walls or break them down, and
they knew the city had impregnable defenses, so it never occurred to them that they could land insde the
walls and captureit. Instead, they surrounded the place and laid Segetoit.

Anyway, afew minutes after we landed we were in ahuge room that had dl the trappings of acozy little



chapel writ large. There were maybe three dozen men and women waiting for us. Their leader wasthe
High Priest, an old guy by the name of Sandazar, who wore aflowing robe of spun gold.

"I thank the Great Gaactic Spirit for answering our supplications and sending us three bonafide heroesin
thisour hour of need,” he said.

"Let'sdiminate the middle man,” said Catastrophe. " Just thank us and let's get on with the negotiations.”
"Negotiations?" asked Sandazar, looking kind of puzzled.

"Even heroes got to eat,” said Catastrophe.

"But of course!" exclaimed Sandazar. He clapped his hands above his head. "Bring food for our saviord"

"I don't think you follow me," said Catastrophe. "We don't work for free. There was mention made of a
reward."”

"Certainly!" said Sandazar. "Drive the diens away and you may have anything we possess.”
"I'll take that robe of yours," said Catastrophe.
"Condder it done" said Sandazar. " Always assuming you survive."

Just then agorgeous girl, no more than 16 years old, and dressed in agauzy blue gown you could just
about see through, approached us, carrying atray laden down with food.

"Takeit away!" said Sandazar. "'| misunderstood our guests. They are not hungry after al.”

"Y ou know," said Johnny Testosterone, watching intently asthe girl walked away, "not al of usingst on
being paid in coin of the reelm.”

"That was never our intention," said Sandazar. "'In fact, the most heroic member of your team may clam
the Temple Virgin for hisown."

"Now you're talking my language!" said Johnny, never taking his eyesfrom the girl as she undul ated
avay.

| decided that we could worry about the rewards later, but that first we ought to know alittle something
about the enemy, so | stepped forward and introduced myself.

"Ah, Hurricane Smith!" said Sandazar. "Y our reputation precedes you."

"I'm not so much concerned with what proceeds me as with what might be sneaking up behind me,"” |
replied. "Suppose you tdl uswhat these diensarelike.”

"They're huge amoebas," answered Sandazar. "Their bodies have dmost no structurd integrity; they grow
and contract with every breath and step they take."

"Have you any ideawhat they want?"

"They want to rule the planet and make ustheir daves, of course,” said Sandazar, asif explaining the
obviousto asmal child.

"They usudly do," agreed Catastrophe in bored tones.

"How did they communicate that particular desireto you?' | asked.



"Verbdly, of course”

"Y ou'reteling me that these amoebas can speak?”

"Absolutely,” said Sandazar. "Their diction is superior to Catastrophe Baker's."
"Havethey said why they chose LeviticusIV?"

"Wadl, actudly, they thought thiswas Wyandotte |1, but they decided that aslong asthey were here they
might aswell take over the planet and turn usall into daves.”

"What kind of weagpons do they have?' | asked.

"I don't know. They stay on one side of thewall and we stay on the other.” He paused for amoment. "Is
there anything € se you need to know?"

"Probably," | said, "but | can't figure out what it is."
"You're quite sure?'
"QlJite."

"Then | think well |eave the carnage and bloodletting to you, and go hidein our secret subterranean
chambers. Give aholler when you've daughtered the last of them.”

"No problem," Johnny assured him. "Just remind everyone that the Temple Virgin isreserved for me."

"I will certainly do that," answered Sandazar. Then he turned and | eft the room, followed by dl the lesser
priests and priestesses, and we three heroes were |eft alone.

"Wdll, how do you want to handle this?" asked Catastrophe.
"Itsuptoyou,” | said.

Hefrowned. "Well, it poses a serious problem. If there were two of us, I'd just tell you to take al the
dienson theright and I'd take dl the ones on the left. And if there were four of us, we could each take dll
thediensfacing aparticular wal." He sighed. "But | don't know how to divide an dien army by three."

"Howzabout you two divide 'em in haf, and I'll kill any that get by you?" suggested Johnny.
"I don't plan to let none get by me," said Catastrophe.

"You know," | said, "maybe we ought to talk to them first. Once they know who they're up againg, they
might think twice about awar of conquest here and go back to hunting for Wyandottell."

"Especidly if we givethem amap,” agreed Johnny.
"It'sworth atry," said Catastrophe. "Hurricane, you go out and talk to them.”
"Y ou're not coming with me?" | asked.

"Let's bereasonable," said Catastrophe. "If it works, you won't need us -- but if it turns out to be as
dumb anideaas| think it is, therell still be two of usleft to destroy their army.”

Wel, | really couldn't argue with thelogic of that, so | walked outside, found the power source for the
wall, deactivated it, opened the door, and walked out into the fields beyond the temple. Catastrophe and



Johnny shut the door so fast they almost took off my hedl.

| found mysdlf surrounded by afew hundred amoebas, so | raised my arm in the universal Sgn of peace.
"What are you pointing at, human?' demanded the closest amoeba.

"Nothing,” | said."I'm being friendly."

"So whenever you want to make friends, you point to the sky?"

"Wadll, yes, | guess| do," | admitted.

"Y ou're not impressing uswith your intellect,” said the amoeba.

"Where did you guys learn to spesk Terran?' | asked.

"We monitor your commercia holo transmissons,” said the amoeba. "We especidly like the ones
involving Pirate Queens.”

"Most peopledo.”

"Okay, so much for smdl tak," said the amoeba. "Now it'stimeto kill you. Do you prefer strangulation,
crucifixion, boilingin ail, or smply being torn asunder?'

"What if | were to show you how to get to Wyandotte 117" | said.

"I'd call that damned sporting of you," said the amoeba. "First well conquer Leviticus1V, kill al the
humans, and raise the temple to the ground, and then welll wage war against Wyandotte."

"You don't understand,” | said. "I'm offering to _trade . Y ou leave usaone, and I'll supply you with the
gar charts you need.”

"Y eah, that sounds good,” said another amoeba.
"No," said athird. "Let'skill the humansfirst and then see if we can find Wyandotte on our own."
Pretty soon al the nearby amoebas were arguing, and the one I'd been speaking to sidied up to me.

"We're going to haveto take avote," it said. "This could take al day. Come with me; I've got abox lunch
hidden away."

| followed it to a nearby forest. None of the other amoebas took any notice of us; they were too caught
up in trying to decide whether to accept my proposal or not.

"By theway, have you got aname?' | asked when wefinally sat down, protected by apair of giant trees.
"Winorig," said the amoeba.

"That's avery feminine name for an amoeba that doesn't possessagender,” | said.

"I most certainly do,” said Winoria "'l anafemde.”

"How can | tell the difference?’

"Thereareways," said Winoria, dithering closer to me. "For example..."



It sure as shooting was some example. And just about the time I'd adjusted to that one, she showed me
another. (Don't get upset, Langtry; thiswaslong before | met you.)

Widl, we spent anidyllic hour in the forest, indulging in our naturd scientific curiogty. Then | heard the
hum of aburner and the buzz of ascreecher, and | could hear Johnny Testosterone's voice screaming
thingslike "Eat hellfire, you dien scum!™_and _"Kissyour ass good-bye, you godless hegthen!™

| jumped to my feet and started running back to the temple. The gate was open, and Johnny was standing
just infront of it, weapons smoking.

"Wheat the hdl'sgoing on?' | demanded.

"| got tired of waiting,” hesaid, "so| killed 'em dl. By God, that felt even better than ahot shower ona
cold morning!™

"But they were conddering going away without trying to conquer the planet after al.”

"| figured that when | heard them all arguing,” replied Johnny. "That'swhy | decided to start shooting. The
old priest wasn't going to give usthe Temple Virgin if the enemy declared peace on us."

| looked around. "What happened to them?”

"They mdted. Disntegrated. Vanished." He suddenly saw Winoriacoming up behind me. "Except for this
one"

Heamed hisburner at her, and | dapped it out of his hand before he could squeeze the trigger.
"Why the hdll did you do that?* demanded Johnny.

"Leaveher done" | said.

" Her? " he repeated. "How do you know?"

| felt my faceturn abright red.

"None of your business" | said.

Helooked from Winoriato me and back to Winoria. "That's perverted!" he snapped, picking up his
pistol and tucking it away in his holster. Then: "Was she any good?"

"Where's Catastrophe?’ | asked, ignoring his question.
"Hefound their wine cdlar,” answered Johnny. "I imagine you'l haveto ped him off thefloor by now."

Wéll, he obvioudy didn't know Catastrophe Baker. | figure he couldn't have downed more than 8 or 10
bottles by now, and that meant he'd wouldn't be even halfway to tipsy.

"Son of abitch!" yeled Johnny suddenly. "Baker spent the last hour drinking, and you spent it committing
snsthey ain't even got namesfor yet, so that means | wiped the aliensout adl by mysdlf -- so | got first
cdamonthe TempleVirgin!"

Which didn't bother me at dl. The girl in the gauzy dress suddenly seemed so _ordinary _, with nothing
gpecid or exoatic to offer aman of the galaxy.

What _did_bother me was that Johnny Testosterone had wiped out al of Winorias people, and ashe



went back into the temple | turned to her and expressed my regrets.
"No harm done," shesaid. "If you'll give me the star charts, I'll be on my way to Wyandotte I1."

| handed them over. "Herethey are" | replied. "But | can't help noting that you don't seem terribly
distressed over the daughter of your companions.”

"Why should | be?" shereplied, and suddenly she split into about haf amillion tiny pieces, which ingtantly
began growing. "To the ship, my children!" she ordered them. Asthey rushed to obey her, sheturned to
me. "It was amemorable and stimulating interlude, Hurricane Smith," she said, "but | must say | find your
method of procrestion incredibly inefficient, no maiter how much funitis”

Then shewas gone, and | turned back to the temple. Catastrophe met me as | approached the chamber
where wed met the High Priest.

"Johnny tells me you've been enjoying yoursdf,” | said.
"He tells me the same thing about you," answered Catastrophe with aknowing grin.
"Some heroesweare," | said. "It looks like Johnny won thewar al by himsdf."

"Not much of awar fromwhat | could tell. Once | looked over the top of thewall and saw that an
amoeba can't wear awegpon, | figured you could take care of yoursalf." He paused. "I never figured
Johnny would fight 'em dl himsdlf."

"He wanted the reward worse than we did."
"Hell, I've dready put in for my reward. | want the gold robe."
"l suppose, to be honest, I've dready had my reward,” | admitted, thinking wistfully of Winoria

Suddenly we heard a shriek of abject horror, and amoment later Johnny Testosterone came racing out
of thetemple, high-tailing it for the mountain range that was about 200 miles past the forest, and looking
neither right nor left.

"I wonder what the hell _that_ was all about?' asked Catastrophe.

A couple of minutes later askinny young man with a neatly-trimmed beard and a couple of flowers stuck
in hishair wandered ouit.

"Have either of you seen Johnny Testosterone?' he asked.

"Yeah," said Catastrophe. "He was headed due west like a bat out of hell."
"Damn!" said the young man, scuffing thetile with his sandaled foot.

"And who might you be?" | asked him.

"Me?' hereplied. "I'm the Temple Virgin."

We never saw Johnny again.

* k% k% %

"l think | liked Baker's verson better," said Three-Gun Max.



"Wasn't much of an adventure,” replied Baker. "Didn't have much of an aftermath, either. When we got
back to acivilized world and | tried to sdll the robe, | found out that it was made of spun pyrite."

"Could have been worse," suggested Max. "Y ou could have wound up with the Temple Virgin."

"Well, it just goesto show that you can't trust priests,” said Nicodemus Mayflower. "1 figure that it's best
not to believe anyone below theleve of king, or maybe emperor.”

"Y ou ever met an emperor?’ asked Max.

"Not yet,” answered Mayflower. "But I've got my wholelife ahead of me."
"Except for the part you've aready wasted,” observed Baker wryly.

"That goeswithout saying,” replied Mayflower with dignity.

_"DAMN IT!"_ roared Hurricane Smith, and suddenly we dl turned to look at him. Hewas holding a
scarf next to his cheek, and blood was seeping throughiit.

"| told you it happened before | met you!" he sngpped at Langtry Lily.

She hissed and spit a him. He ducked, and it hit the back of his chair and started dissolving it. A second
later he had his burner about an inch from her nose.

"Y ou try that again and thisl| be the shortest goddamned honeymoon on record!”
"Your first spat?' asked Little Mike Picasso curioudy.

"More like our two hundredth,” answered Smith. ™Y ou'd think arace that produces eggs like theré's no
tomorrow wouldn't be so fucking jedloud!”

He kept his gun trained on her for another few seconds, then twirled it around hisfinger and put it back in
itsholgter, dl in onefluid motion.

Langtry Lily leaned over and whispered to him again.

"Forget it!" he sngpped. "What good does it do to gpologize when | know you'll be dashing me or
Spitting a me again in afew minutes? Weve got to lay down some ground rules here or €l'se go our

separate ways."

Suddenly Langtry Lily'swhole demeanor changed. She began crying -- huge, gut-wrenching sobs, and
sheburied her facein her hands.

"Now seewhat you've done," said Little Mike. "Y ou've gone and broken her poor little insectoid heart.”
He paused, then added: " Always assuming she comes equipped with one, that is."

"Uh ... | don't want to seem unduly insengitive,” | interjected, "but can her tears do any harm to the
table?'

Smith just glared at me without answering, and amoment later he put his hands on her shouldersto
comfort her, but she kept on weeping and wailing to beat the band, and finaly he walked to the bar and
cdled Reggie over to him.

"Y ou got any honey?" he asked.



Reggie quickly gave him abottle of it. Smith walked back to histable, opened it, and spilled alittle on
Langtry Lily'sforearm. Shelifted her head to see what was happening, fluttered her nogtrils afew times,
stopped crying as quick as she'd begun, and then started sucking up the honey with that straw-like thing
that shot out of the corner of her mouth.

"Ancther crigsaverted,” said Smith with agrimace.

"You could avert alot of 'emif you'd just give up thistaste you've acquired for alien females and go back
to human women,” said Baker.

"l likewhat | like," said Smith, jutting out hisjaw.

"Okay, it'syour life," said Baker with ashrug, "and | ain't the one to say that your tastes are perverted --
but they sure could be amite more practical.”

"L et's change the subject before she starts paying atention,” said Smith, watching as Langtry Lily finished
cleaning the honey off her arm and inserted the Straw into the bottle. "What have you been doing with
yoursdf sncethelast timel saw you?'

"Oh, thisand that, here and there," answered Baker. "Even madeit al theway to Sol's system.” He
paused. "Never quite got to Earth, though.”

"Why not?'

Baker opened afresh bottle of 130-proof Belarban whiskey. "I got Sdetracked in the Hall of the
Neptunian Kings," he said, taking ahuge swallow. "This story won't be over as quick asmy last, since
I'm the star of it -- and | wouldn't want to go dry in the middle of it."



