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Dedication 

 

To readers of the Disaster Crimes series, 

who’ve always wondered… 

what happened to Donovan 

before he crashed into the tree 

in front of Beth’s house? 

This short prequel answers that question.  

Enjoy! 

  



 
 

 

Dear Reader, 

 

After Hurricane Crimes was published, readers 

expressed wanting to be able to read Donovan’s side of 

what happened before he crashed into the tree in front 

of Beth’s house. In Seismic Crimes, I had originally 

written flashback scenes in Donovan’s POV to show 

what led up to Hurricane Crimes. However, I couldn’t 

keep them. When I had to take out those flashback 

scenes, I was sad. I really wanted readers to get 

Donovan’s story in his voice and to meet Ryan, 

however briefly. So, I kept those scenes in a document 

and thought I’d share them one day. 

 

That day has come! 

 

Content Warning: police brutality, animal death 

 

Thank you for being a newsletter subscriber and for 

downloading your exclusive gift. 

 

 

Happy Reading! 

 

Chrys Fey 

 

P.S. Since this story won’t be listed on Goodreads, you 

can post a thank-you note or your thoughts here. 

  

https://chrysfey.com/the-crime-before-the-storm/


 
 

 

 





 
 

1 

The Crime Before the Storm 
 

Donovan walked into his Orlando apartment late 

one night after performing in a monster truck show 

downtown. He could still hear the rowdy crowd in his 

ringing eardrums. Whenever a truck crushed a car or 

launched into the air, their screams magnified. Donovan 

performed a new trick he had been testing out in private 

and was satisfied with the outcome when the roar of the 

crowd reached him over the growl of Venom’s engine. 

To finish his performance, he completed a series of 

wheelies right in front of the stands, splattering the 

onlookers with mud. When he stopped his truck in the 

middle of the field and looked out at the stands, he saw 

people holding up their drinks and fists, with blotches of 

mud on their beaming faces. 

That was what he loved to do more than anything, 

what he believed he was alive to do—to race and perform 

and bring monster truck fans everywhere excitement. He 

lived for the adrenaline rush and cheers, but now all he 

wanted was to drink a cold beer, take a hot shower, and 

crash for the night. 

He dragged his feet into the kitchen, tugged open the 

refrigerator door, and selected a brown bottle from the 

middle shelf. After using his shirt to twist off the cap, he 

took a deep pull. The flavor of the hops and the chilled 

fizz instantly relaxed him. Man, a cold beer after an 

exhilarating show is the way to live. 

In the living room, he was picking up the remote to 

turn on the TV when his cell phone rang. With a groan, 

he tossed the remote onto the couch cushion beside him 

and dug his phone from the back pocket of his jeans. The 
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home screen displayed his brother’s name.  

“Hey, Ryan, what’s up?” he answered. 

“Meet me outside.”   

Donovan frowned. “You’re outside? Why don’t you 

come up?” 

“No questions over the phone,” Ryan snapped. 

“Meet me outside. Now.” 

The line went dead. 

Donovan stared at his phone. It wasn’t like Ryan to 

snap or to act so strange. Ever since Donovan was a boy, 

Ryan had been the only dependable male-figure he could 

look up to and fashion himself after. Although, 

admittedly, Donovan hadn’t done a very good job of it. 

Years ago, when he’d lost his way, Donovan moved 

to Florida to be closer to Ryan. Days after his move, 

Ryan took him to a monster truck show to bond. Monster 

truck shows had been their favorite pastime. Being in the 

stands, watching those massive trucks and the drivers 

doing what they loved, had invigorated Donovan. 

Following the show, Ryan talked to Donovan man-to-

man. The words Ryan told him then still replayed in his 

head from time to time. Pretty much it went like this, “I 

love you, Don, but you gotta get your shit together.” 

From that moment on, Donovan’s life changed. He 

straightened up and became a world-renowned monster 

truck driver, and he owed it all to Ryan. 

Donovan took another swallow of beer before 

leaving his apartment. In the parking lot, he paused as he 

tried to locate Ryan. Flashing headlights caught his 

attention. His brother’s unmarked police car sat several 

paces away, with the lights off. 

“Talk about overkill,” Donovan muttered as he went 

to it. He opened the passenger door, slid in, and looked 
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at Ryan. Stubble covered his brother’s neck and face, and 

his hair was about an inch too long. Donovan’s bad 

feeling multiplied. Ryan wouldn’t show up late at night, 

sounding anxious and looking as though he hadn’t slept 

or bathed in days for no reason. 

“What’s going on?”  

“Buckle up and don’t say a word,” Ryan said and 

backed the car out of the parking space. 

Donovan watched Ryan from the corner of his eye. 

Ryan’s hands were tight on the steering wheel. He 

flinched whenever a car came up behind them, and he 

kept inspecting the rearview mirror as if he expected 

someone to appear in the backseat. Donovan didn’t ask 

any questions. He stayed silent while Ryan drove to the 

Atlantic Ocean. He turned, heading toward Cocoa 

Beach, but instead of going to the pier, he slipped down 

a side road with beach access. He parked the car, cut the 

engine, and got out, without so much as a word. 

Donovan followed him across the sand to the 

crashing waves. His thoughts pinged back and forth in 

his head. I haven’t seen or talked to Ryan in weeks. He 

was normal then. What’s happened since? Did he shoot 

someone while on duty? I haven’t heard anything on the 

news. Is he in trouble? Donovan’s heart thundered in his 

ears, and his palms were damp with nerves. He hated the 

anticipation.  

Ryan stopped a foot from the shore and faced 

Donovan. “I don’t think we were followed, but we can’t 

stay long.” 

Donovan couldn’t hold back anymore. “What the 

hell is going on?” 

Ryan stared at him. “My house, your apartment, and 

my car aren’t safe,” he whispered. “I had to bring you 
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out here. Somewhere I could tell you everything.”  

Donovan remained silent, waiting to find out what 

“everything” entailed. 

“Several months ago, I was given a case that 

involved missing drugs from a few departments 

throughout Orange County. I’ve been looking into many 

officers, especially two in my department. Viktor 

Chuman and David Buckland. Whenever they’re 

involved in drug busts, the drugs, or most of them, go 

missing. They also spend a lot of time in the evidence 

locker where we lock up the narcotics used in sting 

operations. I’ve questioned them and tailed them. Their 

movements and their contacts are suspicious. I’ve seen 

Buck with a few big-time drug dealers, but I could never 

catch him exchanging money with them. After months 

of investigation, I wasn’t able to uncover any evidence 

to prove they were doing anything illegal, so the chief 

told me to drop the case.” 

“Let me guess…” Donovan said, “you didn’t.” 

“I couldn’t,” Ryan corrected. He peered over his 

shoulder and scanned the dunes and the docks, as if 

searching for anyone who may be hiding, spying.  

“I recently questioned one of the men in charge of 

evidence,” he whispered even lower, forcing Donovan to 

strain his ears as the waves crashed beside them. “He 

works the night shift. Something in his mannerisms told 

me he knew more than he was letting on. I applied 

pressure until he finally spilled. He said Chewy and Buck 

paid him off to keep his mouth shut about their dealings. 

He said they’ve been pilfering drugs for a year and 

selling it to drug dealers. I got him to sign a statement, 

which I promised I wouldn’t use until he was safe and I 

had more evidence. Last week, he turned up dead.” 
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Donovan’s eyes widened. “They killed him?” 

Ryan nodded. “I don’t have evidence, but it’s 

obvious they found out he talked to me.” He met 

Donovan’s stare. “I’ve been receiving death threats ever 

since.” 

Donovan’s jaw tightened. “What are we going to 

do?” 

Ryan reached behind his back. He lifted his jacket 

and pulled out a book. “I need you to take this.” 

“What is it?” Donovan took it. The covers were 

worn black leather. 

“It’s my journal where I write everything I’ve ever 

heard or seen while on the job. Many detectives do it in 

case they end up needing the information again. 

Everything I found out about Chewy and Buck and what 

they’re doing is in there, including the signed statement, 

a log of all the threats I’ve received, and a list of other 

suspicious officers who I believe are working with 

them.” 

Donovan gripped the journal, sensing the weight of 

the valuable information it contained. What Ryan had 

written on the pages, and what Ryan harbored in his own 

brain, the officers wanted to destroy. They were already 

threatening Ryan’s life. Would they make good on those 

threats? The thought terrified Donovan. 

“What do you want me to do with it?” 

“I need you to hold onto it for me. If you have it, 

they won’t be able to find it and destroy it. As long as 

it’s okay, I can bust them with it later.” 

If they suspected Ryan gave evidence to someone 

else for safe keeping, Donovan would be the first 

obvious choice. Actually, the only obvious choice. Their 

mom and grandma lived in Michigan, and neither of 
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them were the crime-fighting type. They didn’t have a 

father, good riddance, or an uncle or even a grandfather 

anymore. They only had each other. 

“Do they know about me?” he asked. 

Ryan shrugged. “Honestly, I have no clue. They 

could easily get that information if they wanted it.” 

Donovan swallowed. “Can’t you give it to your 

supervisor?” He wasn’t in law enforcement in any way 

shape or form. Giving the journal to an attorney would 

make more sense than giving it to him. 

Ryan shook his head once. “I don’t know who I can 

trust. I don’t know who has their backs. Their tentacles 

could reach far.” 

“The police chief?” 

“It’s possible. I uncovered several officers in my 

department and in others who could be in on their 

operation.” 

Hearing that sent fear rippling down Donovan’s 

spine. “What about a safe deposit box?” 

“They could gain access to it.” 

“They could gain access to my apartment if they 

suspect I’m helping you.” 

Ryan sighed. “Then don’t hide it in your apartment.” 

Donovan stared at the journal while trying to digest 

everything Ryan had told him. He looked back up to see 

Ryan tense.  

“Ssh.” 

A few seconds later, a man jogged past. 

Donovan kept a close eye on him until the darkness 

swallowed him. “He’s gone,” he whispered. “He didn’t 

look back or slow down.” 

Ryan ran his hands over his face. “I know this is 

sudden, but I need your help. The fact is, I’m in danger. 
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I won’t ever spill what I know, no matter what they do to 

me, but if they ransack my desk or house looking for 

whatever evidence I have against them…” He shook his 

head. “I can’t have that in my possession.” He put his 

hand on Donovan’s shoulder. “I trust you with my life, 

Don, so you’re the only one I trust with that. Promise me 

you’ll hide it until I ask for it again.” 

Donovan nodded. He would do anything for his 

brother, who had done so much for him. Now, it was his 

turn to do something in return. “I’ll take care of it.” 

“Thank you.” Ryan wrapped his arms around 

Donovan and clapped him on the back. “I knew I could 

trust you.” 

“Of course. I’ve got your back.” 

“And I’ll always have yours.” Ryan dug out his cell 

phone from his pocket. “One more thing. You need to 

know what they look like.” 

Donovan shifted closer to see the screen. 

“These are from their law enforcement badges. This 

is Chewy.” 

The image showed a man with a crewcut. His stare 

was hard. He didn’t appear to be a man who took shit 

from anyone. 

Ryan swiped his finger over the screen. “And this is 

Buck.” 

The second photo was of a man with dark brown 

hair and a trimmed beard. He was grinning at the camera. 

That grin had Donovan’s jaw clenching. 

“Keep an eye out for them,” Ryan said. 

Donovan nodded. “I will. I promise.” 

Before they moved away from the shore, Donovan 

lifted the back of his shirt and slipped the journal beneath 

his waist band. It was tight and uncomfortable, but he 
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couldn’t just walk back to the car with a coveted piece of 

evidence that could derail an entire police department in 

his hands. He may not be a cop or detective, but enough 

of his brother’s job had rubbed off on him.  

They stayed quiet during their walk back to the car. 

A million questions ran through Donovan’s mind. What 

sort of death threats is Ryan receiving? What are they 

saying they’ll do to him? One after another, new 

questions popped up. How did Chewy and Buck cover up 

the fact that they had murdered the officer in charge of 

evidence? And…most of all… Will Chewy and Buck 

really go after Ryan? 

He opened his mouth to speak, but closed it again. 

They weren’t by the shore anymore.  

And even if they were, they wouldn’t be able to stay 

there long enough for Ryan to answer every one of his 

questions. If someone lurked nearby, watching them, the 

two of them standing at the shore, talking for a long time, 

would tip the spy off that something was up. So, 

Donovan had to swallow down his questions. Asking 

them over the phone or texting them was out of the 

question, too. Phones were the easiest devices to retrieve 

data from, and two police officers could do that with the 

snap of a finger. 

Ryan drove silently and pulled up to Donovan’s 

apartment. 

Donovan turned in his seat. “Tell me immediately if 

something happens.” 

“I will.” 

“Be careful.” 

Ryan met his eye. “You, too.” 

Donovan went back to his apartment, locked the 

door, slipped the chain into place, and set the journal on 
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the counter where he downed the rest of his warm beer. 

He dropped the bottle into a recycling bin, picked up the 

journal again, and carried it into the living room. 

Although part of him was curious about the details in the 

journal, he trusted his brother. And his brother trusted 

him. He didn’t feel the urge to read it. Ryan told him 

what he needed to know. Now he had to do what Ryan 

needed him to do.  

While tapping the journal against his palm, he 

examined the room. Everyone looked behind pictures, 

under beds, and inside toilet tanks. Where would they not 

think of looking? 

He couldn’t bury it. Even inside a container or bag, 

the journal could get damaged. That was the last thing 

they needed to happen. As Ryan had said, a safe deposit 

box wasn’t totally safe from these corrupt cops. It stood 

to reason that if Ryan was worried they’d ransack his 

house, they could do the same to Donovan’s apartment.  

So, where the hell can I hide it? 

He turned to the kitchen with an idea. A moment 

later, he popped the plastic grill off the bottom of the 

refrigerator. After slipping the journal into a plastic bag, 

he tucked it beneath the fridge and snapped the plastic 

back into place. He looked at it a moment, satisfied. 

Figuring he deserved a second beer, he popped off 

the cap and drank it while listening to the results of that 

evening’s sports games. Then, after a quick shower, he 

dropped into bed. 

**** 

Every day following their talk on the beach, 

Donovan called and texted Ryan to check in. He did this 

in the morning and in the evening. Each time, Ryan gave 

short responses, but at least he was okay. That’s all that 
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mattered to Donovan. 

Two weeks later, Donovan woke early, not wanting 

to miss a minute of Hurricane Sabrina’s show. He wasn’t 

planning on evacuating like so many others. His 

apartment complex was up to code. He had plenty of 

water and food to last him two weeks in case the power 

went out, and a ton of batteries. A true adrenaline junkie, 

he wouldn’t miss this category 5 super storm for 

anything. 

His phone went off around ten o’clock with a text 

from Ryan. 

They’re following me. Stay sharp. 

Donovan sent off a reply. Do you need me? 

A response didn’t come. The three dots to indicate 

Ryan was tapping out a response didn’t even appear. 

Ryan? 

Fear ricocheted inside Donovan like a rogue bullet. 

Mouth dry, he grabbed his keys. At the door, he stopped 

and glanced toward the kitchen. His gaze pinned the 

refrigerator’s grill. The journal could help Ryan back up 

his claims that Chewy and Buck were after him.  

Should I bring it?  

His hand vised around the doorknob.  

Yes. Ryan’s life could depend on it. He reached the 

fridge in two strides, yanked off the plastic grill, and dug 

out the journal. Not even bothering to replace the grill, 

he launched outside and ran down the stairs. The wind 

was picking up speed when he hopped into his car. He 

locked the journal in the glove compartment; if he 

encountered Chewy and Buck, he hoped the journal 

would be safe there.  

He tried to call Ryan, but his call went straight to 

voicemail. Heart racing, he broke a few speed limits and 
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arrived at Ryan’s house in record time. He pulled the 

spare key from the duct tape fastened underneath the 

mailbox. It was there he spotted the police car parked at 

the opposite end of the street. Scared for his brother, he 

rushed up the driveway to the front door. The wind 

shoved against his back, as if Hurricane Sabrina was 

urging him to go faster, to come to his brother’s rescue. 

Right now. His hand shook when he inserted the key into 

the doorknob.  

The lock clicked. 

He pushed open the door and froze.  

Two men were beating Ryan with batons. 

Ryan lay on his stomach in the middle of the floor 

with his arms raised to shield his face, but he wasn’t 

moving. Blood streamed from his nose and mouth, and 

it looked as though the batons had smashed every inch of 

his skull. Long, red marks bloomed along his face, neck, 

and forearms. Blood spread across the hardwood floor 

beneath his head.  

Shock paralyzed Donovan as the men clobbered 

Ryan’s back. The hollow thumping sound of the batons 

hitting his body was even louder than the wind.  

After the final blow, they straightened. 

The taller of the two turned toward the doorway. 

Beneath loose strands of dark hair, his blood-thirsty gaze 

latched onto Donovan. 

“Son-of-a-bitch.” 

Donovan spun around and was already running 

when he heard, “Kill him!” 

If he stopped, they’d beat him to death with the 

batons dripping with his brother’s blood, so, he threw 

himself into his car and peeled out of the driveway so 

fast the tires squealed. He left the neighborhood and 



Chrys Fey 
 

12 

floored it down the main road. Every few seconds, he 

searched the rearview mirror for them. The cop car 

swerved onto the road and gave chase with lights 

flashing and siren blaring.  

Donovan forced his car to go faster. He passed a 

vehicle or two—other crazy bastards who were out 

during a hurricane—but the streets were relatively clear. 

He ignored a red light when he saw there was no traffic 

and turned the wheel sharply to get onto the highway, 

back toward Orlando. On the highway, he hoped he’d be 

able to drive fast enough to leave the cop car in the dust. 

Then he’d be able to slip off and hide somewhere. 

Anywhere. His foot flattened the gas pedal to the floor, 

and the car picked up even more speed. Despite pushing 

the speedometer, the cop car closed in. He passed one 

exit after another with the cops on his ass.  

The faster he went, the more he could feel the 

hurricane-force winds. Driving this fast, with gales 

crashing into his car, wasn’t a very good idea. Luckily, 

other drivers weren’t as dumb as him, and he was able to 

drive over the white lines. Still, he had to keep the car 

from swerving and wiping out when more blasts of wind 

caused the car to sway. An accident now would land him 

in the hospital or behind bars, probably as his brother’s 

murderer. That thought fueled his flight mode.  

But the highway wasn’t working to his advantage as 

he had thought. The cops were right behind him. For his 

life, he needed to lose them. 

He swerved onto an off-ramp and into a small town. 

Pine trees lined the roads. He was driving past a church 

when a power line leaned over. At first, he didn’t realize 

it was falling until it was nearly on top of him. He pushed 

harder on the gas pedal and tightened his hands around 
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the steering wheel. The car slipped beneath the thick pole 

with seconds to spare. Through the rearview mirror, he 

watched the cop car brake to prevent collision. Not fast 

enough, though. One of the front tires leapt over the pole, 

and the entire car rocked violently. The transformers 

spewed sparks into the air. The car’s doors opened, and 

the men leapt out. Chewy swung a bloody baton in the 

air, and Buck flicked him the bird. 

Donovan ground his teeth and kept the gas pedal 

flat. Slowing down was out of the question. He had to 

make sure they wouldn’t be able to track him. Returning 

home wasn’t an option, either. But where the hell can I 

go during a hurricane? Where is safe? He couldn’t hide 

out in his car. If he did, he’d likely die from the severe 

weather.  

Wind rammed his car, shoving it so roughly that 

Donovan had to wrestle with the steering wheel to keep 

the car on the road. His muscles strained, and he seethed 

with assertion. He may be a monster truck driver, but 

driving during gale-force winds was another thing 

entirely. In Venom, he could control ten thousand 

pounds of metal, perform death-defying tricks, and go as 

fast as he wanted. Inside a small car, with winds growing 

toward 156 mph and greater, he had no say over what 

happened. All he could do was fight with all his might to 

keep the car steady. 

Something flashed in his peripheral vision, and a 

thud rocked the front of his car. He punched the brake. 

What the hell was that? It could’ve been a tree branch, a 

trash can, anything. Risking the wind and getting caught 

by the corrupt cops, Donovan shoved open the car door. 

Gusts battered him, knocking him into the side of the car 

as he made his way to the bumper. On the road, near the 



Chrys Fey 
 

14 

front driver’s side tire, lay a Golden Retriever.  

“Damn it.” Donovan hit the hood of his car and 

dropped to his knees. He checked the dog, but the poor 

thing was no longer alive. Another curse flew from his 

lips.  

The dog didn’t have on a collar; every year he heard 

stories about pets getting left behind by evacuating 

families. He suspected this dog had been left chained on 

a porch or inside a house and had broken free out of fear. 

Donovan couldn’t just leave the creature there for 

Hurricane Sabrina to do what she wanted to it. More, he 

wouldn’t be able to live with himself if he did. He peered 

around for something, anything to wrap the dog’s body 

in. He spotted a blue tarp flapping wildly from a tree 

branch a couple of houses away. Fighting against the 

blasts of wind, he rushed to it and tugged it loose. While 

wrapping the dog in the thick plastic, he vowed to bury 

it as soon as he found shelter, before the storm could get 

any worse. It was the least he could do. 

With the dog safe in the trunk, he jumped behind the 

steering wheel again. A rainband moved in then, 

dropping a downpour atop his car. The windshield 

wipers worked furiously.  

He had to find somewhere to hunker down and fast. 

The storm was growing in intensity. It wouldn’t be safe 

in his car much longer. And he feared Chewy and Buck 

were still looking for him, on his tail, closing in. He 

swerved around corners and snaked from street to street 

in an effort to get lost.  

Nothing looked familiar. He’d never been to this 

town before. Every house he passed was boarded up and 

still. House after house, he saw no sign of people, no 

vehicles. It seemed that no one remained in the 
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neighborhoods he cut through. 

He could break into one of the houses through a 

window, look for a shovel to lay the dog to rest, and then 

patch up the window from the inside and hunker down 

until the storm blew through. Because he was a decent 

man, he’d leave the owner a note, explaining the broken 

window and his presence in their house. He’d even leave 

money, as soon as he could get it, to pay for the window 

repairs. 

His gut twisted, though. He didn’t want to burden a 

family who escaped from the hurricane. What would 

they think upon arriving home and realizing a stranger 

had been inside their house for days?  

I have no choice. 

It was either break into a house for cover or lose his 

life to Hurricane Sabrina. For his brother’s sake, he 

couldn’t die. He had to bring justice upon his brother’s 

murderers and honor his memory.  

Coming to terms with this, he planned to drive 

another block and pick the first house he came upon, but 

Chewy and Buck knew his car now. They could’ve put 

out an APB on him and his vehicle. He’d have to find a 

house with a garage to fit his car. 

He was feeling good about that plan when wind 

rammed the side of his car, shoving it hard. In his grip, 

the steering wheel jerked. He tried to keep the car from 

careening off the road. His attempt had him over-

correcting, yanking the wheel too sharply to the right. 

Just like that, the car sped toward a tree.  

“Shit!” 

He stomped on the brake, but with the car’s speed 

and the extra push from Hurricane Sabrina, he couldn’t 

stop it in time. The car slammed into the tree. 
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The airbag didn’t deploy, and his brow bashed into 

the steering wheel with such force he thought his skull 

had cracked open. Bright sparks exploded over his vision 

as pain zig-zagged from his forehead to his temples, 

down his neck, and along his shoulders. Darkness stole 

his vision. He attempted to stay awake. If he let the 

darkness win, he was as good as surrendering his life, but 

with his forehead to the steering wheel, he didn’t have 

the strength to overpower it. Not even the howling wind 

and the rocking motion of the car could keep his eyes 

open. 

His eyelids drifted shut. 

He inhaled a shuddering breath before falling 

unconscious. 

 

 

The story continues… 

 

*Read Beth’s story and the aftermath of Donovan’s 

prequel in Hurricane Crimes (Disaster Crimes 1). 

https://www.amazon.com/Hurricane-Crimes-Disaster-Book-ebook/dp/B00GVK921G


 
 

 

A word about the author… 

 

Chrys Fey is the award-winning author of Hurricane 

Crimes, Book One of the Disaster Crimes series, a 

unique concept blending romance, crimes, and disasters. 

She's partnered with the Insecure Writer's Support 

Group, running their Goodreads book club. She's also an 

editor for Dancing Lemur Press. Fey lives in Florida and 

is always on the lookout for hurricanes. 

 

Get your free copy of LIGHTNING CRIMES on 

Amazon! 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B01N1S0DA7


 
 

 

Also from the Disaster Crimes series: 

 

Hurricane Crimes 

by Chrys Fey 

 

After her car breaks down, Beth Kennedy is forced 

to stay in Florida, the target of Hurricane Sabrina. She 

stocks up supplies, boards up windows, and hunkers 

down to wait out the storm, but her plan unravels when 

she witnesses a car accident. Risking her life, she braves 

the winds to save the driver. Just when she believes they 

are safe, she finds out the man she saved could possibly 

be more dangerous than the severe weather. 

 

Donovan Goldwyn only wanted to hide from the 

police, but the hurricane shoved his car into a tree. Now 

he's trapped with a beautiful woman while the evidence 

that can prove his innocence to a brutal crime is out there 

for anyone to find. 

 

As Hurricane Sabrina wreaks havoc, Beth has no 

other choice but to trust Donovan to stay alive. But will 

she survive, or will she become another hurricane crime? 

  

https://www.amazon.com/Hurricane-Crimes-Disaster-Book-ebook/dp/B00GVK921G


 
 

 

 


