
Bones Beneath the Tide

A Salt in the Soil Thriller Book2

-
Dalene DK

Copyright Page

Bones Beneath the Tide
Copyright © 2026 by Dalene DK
All rights reserved.

No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, scanning, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews or scholarly works.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, organizations, businesses, events, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Content Warning

This novel contains scenes of violence, gunfire, organized crime, corruption, and references to attempted murder. It also includes themes involving grief, trauma, betrayal, and morally complex choices.

Some scenes may be intense or distressing for sensitive readers.

Reader discretion is advised.

Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 19

Epilogue

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1

[image: ]


The Net

The sea was quiet that morning.

Not calm. The ocean was never truly calm along this stretch of coast. But the water moved with the slow, heavy rhythm of something that had already decided how the day would end.

Johan Prinsloo hauled the trawler net hand over hand, muttering to himself about broken engines and thin catches.

“Come on,” he grumbled. “Don’t make me waste diesel for nothing.”

The net dragged heavier than usual.

Too heavy.

He frowned and braced his boot against the metal rail. The rope cut into his palm as he pulled.

“Either I’ve got the biggest fish of the year,” he said aloud to the empty deck, “or the sea’s throwing garbage at me again.”

The surface broke.

Water streamed from the net as it rose.

No silver flash of fish.

No tangled kelp.

Just something dark and angular caught deep in the mesh.

Johan leaned over the side.

“What the—”

It was a box.

Rust-stained steel. About the size of a briefcase. Corners battered as if it had slammed against rocks for years.

The net creaked as he dragged it onto the deck.

The metal case hit the planks with a hollow clang.

Johan stared at it.

There was a heavy latch across the front. Corroded but intact.

And stamped into the metal in faded letters:

COASTAL DEVELOPMENT AUTHORITY

He whistled softly.

“Well now,” he said.

That name had been all over the news last year.

Corruption trials. Land scandals. Politicians in handcuffs.

He crouched and tapped the lid.

Solid.

Heavy.

Locked.

For a moment he considered tossing it back into the sea.

Whatever secrets the ocean swallowed usually deserved to stay there.

But curiosity was a stubborn thing.

Johan grabbed a rusted pry bar from the tool locker.

The latch resisted at first.

Then gave with a shriek of metal.

The lid popped open.

Inside were documents.

Stacks of them.

Old paper sealed in plastic sleeves.

Ledger books filled with tight columns of numbers.

Shipping coordinates.

Dates.

Names.

Lots of names.

Johan frowned.

“Smuggling?” he murmured.

He flipped another page.

More lists.

Payments.

Transfers.

Then something slid free from the folder.

A photograph.

He picked it up.

Rain streaked across the image.

A cliff.

A man hanging over the edge.

Another man above him.

And farther back, barely visible through the storm—

A woman watching.

Johan’s stomach twisted.

He recognized the cliff immediately.

Everyone along the coast did.

That was where the murder had happened.

The one that broke the town open.

He turned the photograph over.

A date was written in black ink.

21 July

Twenty years ago.

Johan looked back at the sea.

The water rolled quietly against the hull.

Unbothered.

As if it had simply grown tired of keeping secrets.

He grabbed his phone.

There was only one person he could call.



Miles away, Mara Visser stood in the lower field of the farm, watching new seedlings push through the soil.

The land was healing.

Slowly.

Painfully.

But healing.

Danie walked toward her from the house, coffee mug in hand.

“You’re going to stare those plants into growing faster,” he said.

“They’re stubborn,” she replied.

“So are you.”

She smiled faintly.

Peace had begun to feel possible here again.

Until Danie’s phone rang.

He glanced at the screen.

Unknown number.

He answered.

“Detective Botha.”

A fisherman’s voice crackled through the line.

“I think I just pulled up something from the sea you’re going to want to see.”

Danie frowned.

“What kind of something?”

A pause.

Then the man said quietly:

“The kind that proves your case wasn’t finished.”

Danie looked up at the cliffs in the distance.

The same cliffs that had nearly killed them both.

“What did you find?” he asked.

The fisherman hesitated.

“Evidence,” he said.

Another pause.

“From the night Pieter Louw died.”

The wind moved through the fields.

Mara watched Danie’s face change.

“What is it?” she asked.

He lowered the phone slowly.

“The sea,” he said, “just gave something else back.”
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The Case

The harbour smelled of diesel, salt, and old rope.

Danie arrived just after sunrise.

Fishing boats rocked gently in their slips, hulls knocking against weathered wooden docks. A few gulls circled overhead, screaming like they knew something the humans didn’t.

Mara stepped out of the bakkie beside him.

“You didn’t have to bring me,” she said.

He locked the vehicle. “You were coming whether I said yes or not.”

“That’s true.”

They walked down the pier together.

Johan Prinsloo stood beside his trawler, arms crossed, cap pulled low against the wind. The metal case sat on the deck between two coils of rope.

Even from a distance, it looked wrong.

Too deliberate.

Too heavy with history.

“That’s it,” Johan said as they approached.

Danie climbed aboard first.

“You opened it?”

“Couldn’t help myself.”

“Anyone else seen it?”

“Just you two.”

Danie crouched beside the case.

Rust had eaten away parts of the lid, but the stamped letters were still visible.

COASTAL DEVELOPMENT AUTHORITY

Mara exhaled slowly.

“That department was dissolved after the corruption trials.”

“Exactly,” Johan said.

Danie lifted the lid.

Inside, the documents were neatly sealed in plastic sleeves.

Ledger books.

Payment records.

Shipping coordinates.

He flipped through one of the pages.

The numbers were too large for simple zoning corruption.

This was shipping money.

Large shipping money.

Mara leaned closer.

“These are offshore transfers.”

“You recognize the accounts?” Danie asked.

She nodded slowly.

“Some of them.”

His eyes lifted.

“That’s not good.”

“No,” she said quietly. “It isn’t.”

He reached for the photograph Johan had mentioned.

Rain streaked across the image.

The cliff.

Pieter Louw slipping over the edge.

Johann Botha reaching forward.

And in the background—

A woman.

Half hidden by the storm.

Watching.

Mara’s breath caught.

“That’s not possible.”

“What?” Danie asked.

She tapped the photograph.

“That woman.”

“You recognize her?”

Mara stared at the face blurred by rain and distance.

Her pulse quickened.

“I think I do.”

Before she could finish—

An engine roared.

Too fast.

Too close.

A black pickup truck tore down the harbour road.

Danie looked up instantly.

“Down!” he shouted.

The truck skidded sideways beside the dock.

Two men jumped out.

Masks.

Crowbars.

One of them pointed straight at the boat.

“Take the case!”

Johan swore loudly.

“Hell no.”

The men sprinted down the pier.

Danie moved before they reached the ramp.

He slammed the lid shut and grabbed the case.

“Mara, behind me.”

One of the masked men lunged onto the boat.

Crowbar swinging.

Danie ducked the first strike.

Metal smashed against the railing.

The second man shoved Johan aside and reached for the case.

Mara grabbed a rope hook from the deck.

“Wrong boat,” she snapped.

She swung.

The hook slammed into the man’s shoulder.

He howled.

Danie drove his elbow into the first attacker’s ribs and shoved him backward off balance.

The man crashed against the dock railing.

Sirens wailed in the distance.

Someone had already called it in.

The attackers exchanged a quick look.

“Move!” one of them shouted.

They bolted back toward the truck.

Seconds later, the vehicle screamed away down the harbour road.

Gone.

The dock fell silent again.

Johan wiped blood from his lip.

“Well,” he muttered, “that answers one question.”

Danie picked up the case.

“What question?”

“Whether someone else wants what I pulled out of the sea.”

Mara was still staring at the photograph.

Her voice was barely above a whisper.

“I know who that woman is.”

Danie turned to her.

“Who?”

She looked up slowly.

The wind lifted her hair across her face.

“My mother.”

The words hung in the air like a crack of thunder.

Because Elmarie Visser had died two years before Pieter Louw fell off that cliff.

At least—

That was the story everyone believed.
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The Woman in the Rain

The photograph lay between them on the kitchen table.

Morning light spilled through the farmhouse window, but the room still felt dark.

Mara hadn’t slept.

She had stared at that picture for hours.

Danie stood across from her, arms folded, watching her study the blurred face again and again.

“You’re sure?” he asked quietly.

She nodded slowly.

“Yes.”

“That’s your mother.”

Mara traced the edge of the photograph with her finger.

“I know the coat.”

Danie frowned.

“The coat?”

“She wore it everywhere. Dark blue wool with the silver buttons. She refused to throw it away even when the sleeves frayed.”

Her voice tightened.

“She’s wearing it in the photo.”

Danie looked again.

The figure in the background was partially turned away, but the coat was visible.

Buttons catching the lightning.

His pulse slowed.

“Mara... your mother died two years before Pieter fell.”

“That’s what we were told.”

Silence stretched between them.

Outside, the wind rolled across the fields.

The farm was waking.

But something here felt very wrong.

Danie tapped the photograph.

“Let’s assume for a moment this really is your mother.”

Mara looked up.

“What does that mean?”

“It means either the photograph is fake...”

He paused.

“Or someone lied about when she died.”

The words landed like a stone dropped into deep water.

Mara pushed back from the table.

“No.”

“Mara—”

“My mother’s car went off the mountain road. The police found the wreck.”

“Yes.”
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