
Tommy Bailey 

 

Tommy Bailey’s blond hair sticks out at angles from under a knit cap, and he’s 
wearing his favorite football t-shirt—the one with the sleeves cut out. He 
hurries into the pub and slides into the booth across from me. He’s almost 
nineteen, strong, self-confident, and completely at ease, but with an alertness 
about him that makes you feel like he’d protect you if anything bad were to 
happen. So very different from the guy he once was… 

He takes a sip from 
the water glass in 
front of him. “So 
where should we 
start?” 

I smile at the young 
man across from 
me. He might as well 
be my son. “How 
about we start with 
what’s going on at 
the beginning of 
Counteract?” 

“Yeah, I guess, but 
that’s still hard for 
me to talk about. 
The accident, I 
mean. Especially 
with all the stuff 
that’s happened 
since. 

“I’d barely begun to 
recover from the 

accident—inside and out, and you know better than anyone what I mean. I was 
still on crutches, wondering if it was even worth trying to get back to what I 
was before—then the OCSD* announced there was gonna be a terrorist attack—
soon—so everyone should report to the nearest Distribution Center to get their 
bottle of the antidote that would protect them against the poison in the air.” 

*EDITOR’S NOTE: OCSD is the acronym for the Office of Civilian Safety and 
Defense, created in 2019 to oversee all aspects of domestic security in the 
United States. The OCSD is a regulatory agency and also a security agency—
basically they make their own rules—and they answer to no one. 



We both glance up at the ceiling. That voice from above sounds suspiciously like 
the voice on the loudspeaker that reminds everyone to take the daily dose of 
the antidote… 

“Go on, Tommy.” 

“I had to think twice about whether it was worth it to fight for my life again.” 

“Yeah. I remember. You’d hit a serious low point.” 

“Hell, I’d just turned eighteen. I should’ve wanted to be first in line for the 
antidote, but I felt so alone. Seems crazy now, but at the time…” 

“Turns out, you might have been better off without it.” 

“Not necessarily.” He lifts an eyebrow and smiles. “There was a certain 
someone who got tangled up in my crutches while she was trying hold the door 
open for me at the university’s Distribution Center.” 

“Not so alone anymore, are you?” 

He laughs. “It wasn’t all that easy getting to know Careen—and things are still 
complicated. If we’d fallen in insta-love, it would’ve made that part of the 
story unrealistic—and if she were less of a challenge, I probably wouldn’t be 
spending my time talking to you right now!” 

“True. Remember that blog post I wrote entitled Time For a Quickie?” 

“Yeah. That was kind of embarrassing, actually. And it’s weird talking about my 
personal life with you, Tracy.” 

“All right.” I guess I can let him cling to the illusion of some privacy. “Let’s carry 
on, then.” 

“Well, I was following the OCSD’s orders, taking the antidote every day, but it 
gave me these…I guess they were hallucinations. I saw things that were crazy 
and impossible, but I didn’t care. Nothing mattered. I stopped working on my 
physical therapy. But at night, my dreams were still mine.” 

“And did that make you feel like something was amiss?” 

“It was bugging me, in the back of my mind. That’s why I started working out in 
the morning, before the siren blew signaling that it was time to take the 
antidote. I wasn’t ready to question the OCSD’s authority or motives. Not at 
that point. Not until after Careen showed up at my front door.” 

“The same girl who’d gotten tangled up in your crutches?” 



“Yeah. Even though I was only with her for a minute that day at the Distribution 
Center, she stayed in my head, and in my dreams. She told me she came to find 
me because I’d been in her dreams, too. She stayed for breakfast, and before 
long, the siren blew. Except it wasn’t a drill. It was the real thing. And she was 
out of antidote, so I shared my last dose with her.” 

“Okay—we’re getting dangerously close to spoilers, here. Maybe we should 
wrap it up.” 

“Typical grownup—ruining the fun. That’s the part of the story I like to talk 
about! What happened that day was the real beginning of my life—when I 
started questioning everything I’d thought was true.” 

  



Wes Carraway 

Wes Carraway is a twenty-one year-old member of the Quadrant Marshals, the 
quasi-military police force that keeps the population safe from terrorist 
infiltration. Wes is tall, dark, and intimidating. He’s been trained to use his 
physical prowess. He’s no stranger to guns and cars, thanks to his off-the-grid 
upbringing, and he’s used to more freedom than either Tommy or Careen. He’s 
prone to take risks, be impetuous. He’s not someone you’d want to cross. Or so 
it seems. 

Is Wes okay with being Counteract’s bad boy? I found him in the barn on his 
family’s property down in the rural Quadrant BG-098, tinkering with the engine 
of his ancient, black 
pickup truck. I 
asked if we could 
talk for a few 
minutes, and, after 
wiping the grease 
off his hands with 
an old rag, he grabs 
a couple cans of Diet 
Coke and leads me 
outside, where we 
can sit in the 
autumn sunshine. 

“It was Mitch’s idea 
for me to join the 
QM.” 

“Do you always do 
what your brother 
says?” 

“Well, yeah. I 
wasn’t all that 
excited about 
becoming a Quadrant Marshal, but Mitch insisted. He also insisted I keep the 
fact that we’re related a secret. Said it would lower the chances of me being 
linked to Resistance activity. I never talked about my family to anyone at cadet 
school, or at work. 

“Mitch wanted me positioned where I’d have access to the records kept by the 
QM. Like when he wanted me to find out what really happened to Tom Bailey.” 

“So he wanted you to work as a double agent? That put you in a lot of danger.” 

He takes a swig from the can. “I know, but I didn’t mind that too much. It was 
kind of fun, seeing how much I could get away with. When I was at QM cadet 



school, it was the first time in my life that I’d been out from under Mitch’s 
thumb, and I liked it. I want to be a leader, instead of following him my whole 
life. The QM was a decent place to learn, even if they do take their orders from 
the OCSD.” 

“It’s hard to believe working as a quadrant marshal would be better for you 
than being with your family.” 

“I was always Resistance, in my heart. Mitch sets his expectations pretty high–
sometimes, too high to live up to. If you don’t believe me, ask Jaycee. Although 
she’s a girl, so he’s not as hard on her. He treats me more like a son than a 
brother, which is okay I guess, since he raised me. I thought he’d always be in 
charge of my life.” 

“And what do you see for your future?” 

“I think I belong away from home, away from Mitch. I want to work with the 
Resistance, but I want to make more choices for myself.” 

“So at the beginning of Counteract, what’s happening to you?” 

“Mitch’s obsession with learning the truth about what happened to Tom Bailey 
was getting on my nerves. When the OCSD announced the news about the 
terrorist attack, I took a dose of CSD along with everyone else in my squad. I 
didn’t notice any side effects, so I didn’t give it a second thought until Mitch 
said he wasn’t going to take the antidote. Apparently Tom Bailey had told him 
not to.” 

“What did you believe?” 

He chuckles, shaking his head. “I’m pretty jaded—I was raised by Mitch, 
remember? But I wasn’t dumb enough to refuse the antidote in front of my 
commanding officer. When Mitch said he wasn’t going to take his, I thought 
maybe, for once, I could teach him a thing or two, so I slipped a dose into his 
coffee. And man—that opened my eyes to what Mitch had been saying: the OCSD 
really was out to control us all.” 

“We’re treading pretty close to spoilers, so I’ve got to change the subject. 
Anyone special you’d like to talk about?” 

“Like who?” 

“Readers have been asking about you. One wanted to know if you were, how did 
they put it—‘devastatingly handsome?’” 

He keeps his dark, wiry hair cut short enough to satisfy Quadrant Marshal 
requirements, but it’s still prone to look messy and out of control. His heavy 
brow and dark eyes can be intimidating, if he’s staring you down, or sultry, if 
you’re into the brooding type. 



Wes smiles, aware that I’m formulating my description of him. But there’s 
doubt in his eyes. He shakes his head. 

“Truth is, I haven’t known too many girls—even as friends. I don’t have anyone 
special in my life. Not yet.” 

“But you have someone in mind. It’s Careen, right?” 

“I saw her on a surveillance video on my first day at the post in OP-439. She 
was under review for having contact with a suspected terrorist. But she didn’t 
seem like a terrorist, so I decided to investigate for myself. 

“Things got complicated fast. What’s more important? Careen? Or working for 
the Resistance? Why can’t I have both?” 

He crushes his empty can in his fist. “I really messed up. I didn’t mean to, but I 
pushed her toward Tommy Bailey, and, well…now I think I might’ve lost my 
chance with her.” 

Might the next character interview feature the young lady who’s the object of 
both Wes’ and Tommy’s attention? Stay tuned… 

 

 

 

 

  



Careen Catecher 

 

When I was writing Counteract, my protagonist Careen Catecher wasn’t shy 
about speaking up and sharing her opinions about the narrative. In fact, she 
was adamant that I deviate from my carefully planned outline and re-write a 
scene the way she thought it should go. 

Bossy? Maybe. But it turned out she was right. 

Careen was already waiting at the coffee shop where we’d agreed to meet 
when I arrived. 
She’s a slender 18 
year-old whose 
dark hair is cut in 
layers, with long 
bangs that frame 
her face. She’s 
dressed in a no-
fuss sweater and 
jeans, and hugs 
her coffee mug 
with both hands. 

“Well, Careen—
I’ve checked in 
with Tommy and 
Wes. Now it’s 
your turn.” 

She smiles. 
“Tommy’s been 
texting me a lot 
since he found his 
phone. But I 
haven’t seen him, 
or even heard 

from Wes, since we’ve been on hiatus between books.” 

“Does that bother you?” 

“Not really. I’m enjoying the downtime. I don’t have time to deal with the guys 
right now. I think you and I need to talk about what’s going on with my 
storyline in the third book. Don’t you have a deadline?” 

“We can talk about what’s going on in Ignite later, but we can’t have any 
spoilers in this interview. Remember, a lot of the readers don’t know what 
happens in Resist yet!” 



“Yeah, all right! I guess I’m kind of a control freak. You said you’d tell me how 
the third book ends.” 

“I know, sweetie.” I think she gets the control freak thing from me. 

She shrugs. “People I counted on have let me down, and it’s hard for me to give 
up control. That’s one reason taking CSD was such a bizarre experience for me. 
It was my first semester at college. I was finally free—I had my scholarship and 
I wasn’t depending on my mom—not that I ever could, but you know what 
mean.  

“So there I was, thinking I was in control of my life, of my situation, even if the 
world around me was kind of chaotic. I figured I could still study hard, 
graduate, and make a life for myself somehow. But then the OCSD announced 
the new chemical weapons threat, and I had to take the antidote. I was afraid 
to ignore the danger. 

“At the beginning of Counteract, Tommy had a hard time dealing with his 
parents’ deaths, and wasn’t very good at being alone with himself. That 
neediness scared me because I didn’t want anyone to need me. And then 
there’s Wes. He’s not very subtle, is he?” 

We both have to smile at the thought. “No, subtle isn’t in Wes’ vocabulary.” 

“Anyway, the heart of my story isn’t who I choose to love. It’s that I do choose 
to love, in spite of everything that’s going on in the world around me.” 

“So you do choose to love. Sorry, but our readers want to know. I’m sure Tommy 
wants to know, too. Otherwise he wouldn’t be texting you all the time. He 
wouldn’t tell me much about what’s going on with you two—just that things are 
complicated.” 

“I didn’t want to get close to Tommy, or anyone for that matter, because I 
thought I’d get hurt. But that changed after I got to know him.” 

“So you do see a future with Tommy?” 

“My future’s pretty uncertain, given my current status as a wanted fugitive. I 
wasn’t looking for a relationship, but Tommy’s hard to resist, you know? He’s 
cute and funny, and really charming when he wants to be. It was starting to 
become clear that we had feelings for each other, but I figured we’d take 
things slowly. Until the day it seemed we were going to either end up in jail or 
forced into the civilian army.”  

She smiles. “To be honest, he didn’t seem to mind when I made the first move, 
and I don’t regret letting him know how I feel. But that doesn’t mean I’m clingy 
or dependent. I can think for myself—and Tommy and I don’t agree on a lot of 
things. But I’m glad I’m not alone anymore. I have something I’ve never had—a 
community of people who are all committed to the same cause.” 



 

Helping Tommy [spoiler—redacted] was more important than hiding myself 
away. We weren’t the only ones affected by what was going on, but I was 
afraid we were the only ones who’d guessed the secret. Otherwise why didn’t 
someone else speak up?” 

“You can’t always wait for someone else—especially when you sense a threat 
to the way you’d like to live your life.” 

Careen nods. “When the time came, and it was up to me, it was too late to back 
out or get cold feet. I had to be strong.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 


