Here's an excerpt from The Sex Gates.

After the Sex Gates appear on Earth, some people believe they are the work of aliens, but others believe they are from God. A new religion called the Church of the Gates springs up under the leadership of a beautiful and charismatic evangelist called Messilinda.
The pictures of Messilinda on the web programs didn't do her justice. She was far more beautiful than any of her photographs. She rose from a workstation where she had been manipulating pictures of a worshipful crowd surrounding a gate and held out her hand in greeting. 

I ignored it, not because I wanted to be rude, but because my attention was riveted to her body. She was dressed in a filmy white shift, translucent on top, fading to opaqueness around her hips, then flaring gracefully translucent again from her thighs. Her hair was a glorious flame and her full lips were painted a pouty red.

"Mr. Stuart. How good to see you. Our church is blessed with your presence." Her startlingly green eyes looked deep into my own.

Huh? I didn't see how I blessed it, not when the thoughts running through my mind would have earned an X rating on any children's program in the world. "Uh, thank you," I managed. She was still holding out her hand. I took it with an embarrassed smile. 

She squeezed my hand, and intertwined her fingers with mine as she led me through a door behind the workstation and into a smaller room.

"Please sit down." She indicated a spot on a long couch, fronted by a coffee table. There was a caddy at one end of the couch. Those three items were all the furniture the room contained, other than an oversized screen on one wall. "I like my guests to be comfortable. Would you like a drink?" She sat down at the end of the couch where the caddy was located.

"Whatever you're drinking." 

She dispensed a pink concoction from the caddy, then leaned back and crossed long, slender legs. She faced me with perfect confidence, not in the least intimidated by the coming interview. I wondered how a woman so young had gained such experience in handling reporters.

She licked her lips and aimed a warm smile at me. "What would you like to talk about?" Not about what I was thinking, that's for sure. I sipped at the pink fluid in my glass. It tasted sweet, but it had a kick. I took a bigger swallow.

"Why don't we start with an overview of your revelation."

"Certainly." She folded her hands in her lap and beamed at me, her face full of divine peace. "I believe that the gates are a direct manifestation of God in all his wonderful mercy. Only his love for humanity could possibly be responsible for the blessing of renewed life and vigor. He saw how divided and fractious we were, how males were too aggressive, females too submissive. The gates represent his desire to allow us to perceive ourselves from the viewpoint of the opposite sex so that we may finally understand ourselves and at last bring peace to the tortured earth." 

As she spoke, she leaned toward me, her face earnest. It looked as if she really believed in what she was saying.

It still sounded like a sermon to me. "What about those people who enter the gates and don't return? What happens to their chance to look at things differently?"

"They are the doubly blessed. Those who don't return are united with God immediately."

"The criminals, too? From what I understand, a high percentage of those who don't make it through are criminals."

"That's what's so wonderful. God has forgiven them their sins, as he will all of us eventually."

"And how long will that take?" I couldn't keep a hint of skepticism out of my voice. Like most religious people, she had a quick explanation for everything, if you were willing to twist reality.

"Why, no longer than the timespan until you enter the heavenly gates for the second time. All who believe will be forgiven and taken to heaven."

Now I thought I had her. "Then why not go through once, turn right around and go through the second time? Why wait?" 

"Isn't it obvious? When God's gates miraculously change our gender, he is instructing us to live out another life on earth before entering heaven. He wants us to lead others to the light. Just as Jesus' disciples stayed behind after his ascension to spread the gospel, so must we." A sweet smile touched those full lips.

I shook my head. I couldn't help feeling she was enjoying our debate. There was a quick mind behind that sexy exterior. "For the sake of argument, suppose an alien race with advanced technology is responsible for the gates rather than God. Doesn't that make as much sense?"

"If you believe that, you must not have done your homework. Don't you know researchers are saying the gates are immaterial? No physics ever imagined can explain them."

That was a good point. But I had an answer. I quoted from an old adage first formalized by a science fiction writer of the last century. "Any sufficiently advanced technology is indistinguishable from magic."

"Arthur C. Clarke." She laughed at my surprise. I hadn't expected someone so young to know Clarke. But now that I thought about it, how old was she, really? On the webs she had appeared to be somewhere in her twenties. Close up, she didn't look a day over eighteen. A chill ran up my spine as I guessed the truth. She must have made a passage through a gate, turning from male to female. She must have been a damned handsome guy, because she'd turned into one gorgeous female.

"You've been through a gate." I stated it as a fact.

Her eyes flickered with alarm before her usual calm expression returned. "Can I persuade you not to publicize that conjecture?"

"Why do you want to keep it a secret?" I leaned forward, feeling a rush of excitement. Until that moment, the interview was going nowhere. I could have stayed home and watched her preach on the web for all the fresh material I was getting. She'd merely been sprouting her usual sermon. 

"I don't really, but I must in order to bring more souls to the light. Many people resent those of us who have been changed. How did you know?"

My experience with Donna had helped. As beautiful and feminine as Messilinda was, I had caught nuances of her former male persona in her speech and mannerisms. 

"It doesn't matter. You are in the public eye now. You won't be able to keep this secret for long. If I don't break the news, someone else will find out very soon, perhaps someone not as sympathetic as I am."

