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      4-Book Bundle: Submission, Authority, Command & Surrender.

      For tales of power, devotion, and raw desire.

      Book 1: Secure Submission

      Investigator Matt Hale has built his life on structure, discipline, and emotional restraint. On the surface, he understands power better than anyone. But when a luxury “leadership retreat” on the Hawaiian coast starts leaving young men changed—or missing—Matt is forced to confront a darker truth: not all submission is freely given.

      To expose the truth, Mateo volunteers to go inside.

      

      Book 2: Earned Authority

      Control can be taught.

      Authority must be earned.

      When private investigator Matt Hale is hired to examine a luxury Hawaiian leadership retreat, the complaints are difficult to prove but impossible to ignore. Young men return from the exclusive Kāne Foundation changed—withdrawn, compliant, quietly fractured. Others don’t return at all.

      To uncover the truth, Mateo volunteers to go undercover.

      

      Book 3: Command Reckoning

      Power. Control. Exposure.

      A private detective and his partner navigate a BDSM investigation where the real danger isn’t the secrets—their weaponisation. When the line between dominance and vulnerability is drawn in public, every choice becomes a test: of trust, of reputation, of what survives the light.

      Because the hardest submission isn’t in the dark.

      It’s standing unbroken when the world is watching.

      Command Reckoning—where power isn’t just claimed. It’s earned.

      

      Book 4: Structured Surrender

      He investigates men who hide behind respectability.

      He submits to the one man who sees him clearly.

      Matt rebuilt his life on structure⁠—

      cold cases, clean files, quiet protection for boys who once had no one.

      He does not cross lines.

      He does not exploit vulnerability.

      He does not mistake desire for consent.

      Control is everything.

      Until it starts to crack.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: Secure Submission]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Secure Submission

      Salt & Submission: An MM BDSM Series

      By Regina Upfield

      Control is easy.

      Trust is earned.

      Investigator Matt Hale has built his life on structure, discipline, and emotional restraint. On the surface, he understands power better than anyone. But when a luxury “leadership retreat” on the Hawaiian coast starts leaving young men changed—or missing—Matt is forced to confront a darker truth: not all submission is freely given.

      To expose the truth, Mateo volunteers to go inside.

      Their relationship has always been built on consent, boundaries, and trust. What waits behind the retreat’s polished facade is something else entirely—psychological manipulation disguised as mentorship, dominance without accountability, control without care.

      As the investigation deepens, the line between professional risk and personal vulnerability begins to blur. Matt must decide whether protecting Mateo means pulling him out—or trusting the strength of the dynamic they’ve built together.

      Because real dominance isn’t about ownership.

      It’s about security.

      And sometimes the strongest act of control…

      is choosing to stay.
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      Control is easiest when it’s visible.

      The cold bite of metal against skin. The weight of a contract in your hands, ink still damp with commitment. A safeword spoken into the charged silence of a room, the sound of it hanging there like a promise—or a threat. You can see it coming. You can brace for it. You can even want it, if you’re built that way.

      But the invisible kind? The kind that slips into your bloodstream like a slow-acting poison, that rewires your instincts before you realise you’ve been drinking it in for months? That’s the kind that rots things from the inside. That’s the kind that leaves you standing in the ruins of your own mind, wondering when the hell the walls started crumbling.

      I didn’t know that yet—not fully—when the invitation crossed my desk.

      It arrived digitally, of course. Nothing so vulgar as paper. Just a notification ping from Keoni, our nonprofit oversight contact, flagged in the system with a little red exclamation mark that might as well have been a flare gun. "Leadership development immersion retreat." The words were slick, corporate, the kind of language that made my molars ache. Operated off the windward coast of Oʻahu, tucked into one of those private coves where the waves hit the cliffs like they’re trying to warn you off. Funded by something called the Kāne Foundation—a shell entity with trustees that rotated faster than a revolving door at a five-star hotel. And the confidentiality agreements? Ironclad. The kind that made lawyers hard just reading them.

      Confidentiality wasn’t suspicious on its own. Not in this world. Men with money liked their privacy, their discretion, their secrets. But sealed civil complaints? Three of them. Eighteen months. All withdrawn before they could see the inside of a courtroom. And each one of those complainants? Suddenly, miraculously, debt-free. Like someone had waved a magic wand—or a chequebook—over their lives and whispered, "Forget you ever spoke up."

      Then there were the gaps.

      Three names. Three men who had attended the retreat and then—poof—vanished from every searchable corner of the digital world for nearly six months. No social media. No credit card pings. No noise. You don’t erase that much static without two things: money, and something worth hiding.

      Or leverage.

      I leaned back in my chair, the leather creaking under my weight like a sigh. The late afternoon light slanted across the office floor, golden and deceptive, turning the dust motes into something almost beautiful. Beyond the glass, the Pacific glimmered, a vast, indifferent blue, the surface so calm you could almost forget what lay beneath. Honolulu always looked peaceful from a distance. Up close, though? Up close, it was all layers—tourist smiles over generational grudges, aloha spirit tangled up in colonial ghosts, and beneath it all, the slow, steady pulse of men who knew how to bury things where no one would think to dig.

      My fingers twitched toward the mouse, but I didn’t click. Didn’t need to. The details were already burned into my retinas.

      Mateo was at the long table by the window, his laptop open, the glow of the screen casting sharp shadows across his forearms. He’d rolled his sleeves halfway up—absentminded habit when he was concentrating, like he needed the air on his skin to keep his thoughts from overheating. The late sun caught the dark ink of his tattoos, the ones that snaked up from his wrists like secrets he’d let slip out when he wasn’t paying attention. I watched the way his fingers moved over the keyboard, precise and deliberate, the tendons shifting beneath his skin. Watched the way his throat worked when he swallowed. Watched the pulse at the base of his neck, steady as a metronome.

      I watched him for longer than I intended.

      He felt my stare before he looked up. Of course he did. Mateo had a sixth sense for the weight of my attention, like his body was tuned to the frequency of my silence. His fingers stilled over the keys. A beat. Two. Then he exhaled through his nose, slow and controlled, the way he did when he was deciding whether to call me on my shit or let it slide.

      “You’re grinding your teeth again,” he said, not looking at me.

      “I’m not.”

      “You are.”

      The words were flat, but there was something beneath them—amusement, maybe, or the ghost of a challenge. I could practically taste it, sharp and metallic, like the aftertaste of a lie.

      I closed the file on my screen with a click that felt too loud in the quiet of the office. The sudden absence of light made the shadows between us deepen, like the room itself was holding its breath. When I turned toward him, the chair groaned again, a sound that was almost obscene in its intimacy.

      “The Kāne Foundation,” I said. My voice came out rougher than I intended, like I’d been chewing on gravel. “Ever heard of it?”

      Mateo finally lifted his head. His dark eyes met mine, unblinking. Assessing. “Should I have?”

      “Depends.”

      “On?”

      “Whether you’re in the market for leadership cultivation.”

      A beat. Then a soft, derisive snort, the kind that made his nostrils flare just slightly. “That sounds expensive.”

      “It is.”

      “And cult-adjacent.”

      “It’s both.”

      He pushed away from the table with a scrape of wood against wood, the sound grating against my nerves like fingernails on a chalkboard. The chair legs screeched in protest as he stood, and for a second, I wanted to wince. Instead, I tracked the way he moved—fluid, controlled, the kind of grace that came from years of knowing exactly how his body worked, how to make it obey. He came to stand opposite my desk, close enough that I could see the faint stubble darkening his jaw, the way his lower lip was just a little fuller than the upper. Close enough that if I reached out, I could brush my knuckles against his wrist and feel the heat of him.

      Close enough to be dangerous.

      “You’re thinking infiltration,” he said. Not a question. A statement. His voice was low, even, but there was a tension beneath it, like a wire pulled taut.

      “I’m thinking access.”

      “And you’re thinking I’m better at it.”

      I didn’t answer. Didn’t have to. The silence between us was thick enough to choke on, heavy with all the things we didn’t say out loud.

      He studied me for a long moment, his gaze flickering over my face like he was reading a map—my clenched jaw, the way my fingers were digging into the armrests of my chair, the pulse in my temple that I knew was visible. He didn’t need words to understand. He never did. That was the thing about Mateo; he spoke fluent subtext.

      “Three disappearances,” he said quietly. The words dropped into the space between us like stones into a well.

      “Temporary.”

      “Six months is a long time to be temporary.”

      I nodded once, sharp. The truth sat between us, unspoken but fully formed, a third presence in the room. Mateo could pass for exactly what they’d want—disciplined, intelligent, physically controlled but emotionally guarded in that way that made certain kinds of men salivate. The kind of man who could be convinced he needed refinement. The kind of man who could be shaped.

      I hated that I was right.

      I hated that I could already see him in that space, moving through their carefully constructed world like a ghost, his sharp edges sanded down just enough to make him palatable. I hated that I knew he’d be good at it. Too good.

      “I don’t like it,” I said finally. The words tasted like ash.

      Mateo’s lips quirked, just slightly. “You don’t have to like it.”

      “I have to live with it.”

      “And I have to choose it.”

      The air in the room shifted, thickened, like the pressure before a storm. This—this—was the real negotiation. Not dominance. Not kink. Not the carefully calibrated push and pull of a scene, where the rules were written in advance and the safewords were sacred.

      Autonomy.

      The one thing I could never give him, because it was never mine to give.

      He leaned forward, bracing his palms on the edge of my desk. The wood groaned under the pressure, a sound that vibrated up my arms. His fingers were long, calloused in places from years of gripping, of holding, of controlling. I knew the texture of those callouses. Knew the way they’d feel dragging down my spine if I let him touch me like that again.

      “You trained me,” he said, his voice dropping to that register that made my skin prickle. The one that slid under my ribs and wrapped around my bones. “You drilled contingency into me until I could recite it in my sleep.”

      My throat went dry. “This isn’t a scene.”

      “No,” he agreed, his gaze never wavering. “It’s worse.”

      Silence stretched between us, taut and humming. Outside, the wind picked up, rattling the windows in their frames. The scent of salt and plumeria drifted in from the open balcony, sweet and briny, the perfume of a place that knew how to hide its rot beneath something beautiful.

      The foundation’s retreat ran ten days. No outside contact. Devices surrendered at the gate. Participants housed in private villas along a secured cliffside compound, the kind of place where the ocean views were breathtaking and the locks were on the outside of the doors.

      Isolation.

      Structure.

      Hierarchy.

      I could already see the architecture of it, the way it would be designed to unravel a man piece by piece. The way they’d use silence and routine and the slow drip of psychological pressure to make him pliant. The way they’d offer him just enough rope to hang himself with, all while calling it growth.

      My stomach twisted.

      “You don’t surrender anything you don’t explicitly choose,” I said, the words coming out like a growl.

      His eyes darkened. “Never.”

      “You use the protocol channel at the first sign of psychological coercion.”

      “I will.”
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      “And if they attempt to isolate you beyond the agreed structure?”

      His jaw tightened, just for a second. Then: “I trigger extraction.”

      I stood slowly, the movement deliberate, controlled. The chair rolled back with a whisper of wheels on wood. Mateo didn’t step away. Didn’t flinch. Just watched me rise, his gaze tracking up my body like a physical touch.

      “We’re not playing their game,” I said, my voice low, rough. “We’re not giving them anything.”

      His lips parted. For a second, I thought he might argue. Might remind me that this was his choice, his body, his risk. But then he exhaled, sharp and controlled, and nodded once.

      “Understood.”

      I wanted to reach for him. Wanted to drag him close enough to feel the heat of his breath against my mouth, to taste the salt on his skin, to remind him—remind myself—that this wasn’t just another case. That he wasn’t just another asset.

      But I didn’t.

      Because that wasn’t the game we played.

      And because, deep down, I knew the truth: the second I let myself cross that line, I’d be just as complicit in this as they were.

      So I stepped back instead. The space between us stretched, thick with everything unspoken—with the weight of what we both knew was coming. My fingers twitched at my sides, betraying the effort it took not to close that gap, not to pull him against me and feel the way his pulse would jump under my grip. But I didn’t. I let the desk yawn wide between us, a chasm of professionalism, of rules we’d both agreed to. The distance settled like a verdict, final and unyielding.

      “You don’t endure for evidence,” I said, the words scraping up my throat like shattered glass. It wasn’t just a reminder—it was a confession. Because if I let myself forget that, even for a second, I’d be no better than the monsters we were hunting.

      Mateo’s eyes burned into mine, dark and unflinching. There was no hesitation in his voice when he answered, just the low, steady certainty of a man who knew exactly what he was walking into. “I don’t.”

      I exhaled through my nose, sharp and controlled, because if I didn’t, I’d do something reckless. Like tell him to run. Like beg him to let me find another way. But we both knew there wasn’t one. Not this time.

      The silence between us hummed, charged with something far more dangerous than fear. It was the kind of quiet that came before a storm, before the first crack of lightning split the sky. I broke it first, because if I didn’t, I’d lose my nerve.

      “For me.”

      His jaw softened just slightly, the barest flicker of vulnerability before he locked it down again. But I saw it. I felt it, like a current running between us, pulling taut. He didn’t look away. Didn’t pretend he didn’t understand what I was really saying.

      “I know.”

      I walked around the desk, slow and deliberate, each step measured. The air between us thickened with every inch I closed, until I stood directly in front of him. Close enough to see the way his chest rose and fell, just a little faster now. Close enough to catch the faintest trace of his cologne—something dark and spiced, like cloves and burnt sugar. It made my mouth water.

      “You are not leverage,” I said, my voice low, rough with something I refused to name. Not here. Not now.

      His lips parted, just barely, as if he were about to argue. But then his gaze darkened, and the words that came out were edged with something sharper than defiance. “Then don’t use me like it.”

      That landed harder than it should have.

      Because part of me already had.
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      The air between us had thickened long before the laptop was even opened, the weight of what we were about to formalise pressing down like the humid Hawaiian night outside. We didn’t touch—not a brush of fingers, not a lingering glance—until every word was committed to the document, every boundary defined, every exit strategy mapped out in cold, precise language.

      Consent, for us, had never been simple. It was a living thing, shifting between what was spoken, what was felt, what was understood. But tonight, it needed to be immutable. Unassailable. Something that could stand up in a courtroom if it had to. Something that could survive the kind of scrutiny neither of us wanted to imagine.

      I drafted the contingencies first—pages of them. Scenarios where lines blurred, where power might tip too far, where the carefully constructed dynamic between us could fracture under pressure. Mateo read each one, his dark eyes scanning the screen with a focus that bordered on reverence. He didn’t just agree; he engaged. He questioned the wording of a clause about aftercare, insisted on adding a stipulation about third-party witnesses if either of us ever felt the balance was off. His fingers hovered over the keyboard before typing, deliberate, like he was carving the words into stone rather than tapping them into a document.

      It felt clinical.

      It was clinical.

      And it was necessary.

      By the time the laptop clicked shut, the room had darkened around us, the ocean beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows shifting from a fading blue to an inky, restless black. The trade winds had picked up, rattling the palm fronds against the glass, the sound like fingers dragging down a spine. I exhaled, the tension in my shoulders easing just slightly.

      “Bedroom,” I said, my voice low, rough with the kind of anticipation that wasn’t just about desire but about responsibility.

      Mateo stood without a word and moved toward the hallway.

      That was his choice.

      The bedroom was deliberately sparse—no velvet drapes, no wrought-iron cages, no aesthetic performance of dominance and submission. Just a platform bed with a dark wood frame, hardwood floors that gleamed under the dim light of a single lamp, and the faint scent of sandalwood lingering from the last time we’d been in here. Structure, for us, had never lived in the trappings. It lived in the behaviour. In the unspoken agreement that every action, every reaction, was a negotiation.

      Mateo stopped at the foot of the bed and turned to face me, his hands loose at his sides, his posture open but not submissive. Not yet. The lamp cast shadows under his cheekbones, sharpening the angles of his face, the set of his jaw. He was waiting. Not for permission. For direction.

      I crossed to the dresser and pulled open the top drawer. The cuffs were there, nestled beside a few other carefully selected tools—none of them extreme, none of them for show. Just leather, worn soft at the edges from use, the buckles polished smooth. I ran my thumb along the inside of one, feeling the give of the material, the way it had moulded itself to the shape of his wrists over time.

      “State your autonomy,” I said, turning back to him.

      His gaze locked onto mine, dark and unflinching. There was no hesitation in his voice when he spoke, no trace of the man who had once flinched at his own shadow.

      “I retain full agency,” he said, each word deliberate, weighted. “I choose to kneel. I choose to comply. I choose to stop.”

      I nodded. “Outside this room?”

      “Everything is revoked.”

      “Safe words.”

      “Yellow to pause.” A breath. “Red to end.”

      His voice was steady, but I heard the underlying current beneath it—the pulse of something raw, something real. Not fear. Not uncertainty. Just the quiet thrum of a man standing on the edge of his own surrender, fully aware of what it meant.

      I stepped behind him, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off his skin, the faintest tremor in his breath. The cuffs were warm in my hands as I fastened them around his wrists—not binding them yet, just fitting them, adjusting the buckles so they sat snug but not restrictive. His forearms flexed slightly, testing the weight, the give.

      “You do not endure pain for validation,” I said, my mouth close to his ear.

      “I don’t.”

      “You do not confuse intensity with affection.”

      His throat
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