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      Thank you so much for reading Syllabus of Sin.

      This book is spice heavy. There is a lot of it.
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      It’s a professor and student with BDSM and Dominant/Submissive elements.
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        For everyone who has ever been told their desires were wrong, their love was inappropriate, or their choices were misguided.

        Your story matters.

        Your truth is valid.

        Your love is worthy.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

          ADRIAN

        

      

    

    
      The autumn afternoon light filters through the tall windows of Lecture Hall B, casting long shadows across the worn wooden floors. I stand at the podium, my hands positioned precisely on either side of my notes, watching as students filter in for another Tuesday session of Advanced English Literature. The same faces, the same bored expressions, the same predictable responses to questions about nineteenth-century romanticism.

      And then she walks in.

      Layla Adams enters the hall like she owns it, shoulders back, chin raised just enough to suggest defiance without crossing into outright insubordination. Her dark hair catches the light as she makes her way to her usual seat, third row from the front, two seats from the aisle.

      Always the same spot.

      I’ve been watching her claim that territory for fourteen weeks now, and the routine never fails to send a spike of anticipation through my carefully controlled exterior.

      She wears the blue jumper today. The one that makes her eyes look like storm clouds, dark and tempestuous. I noted that particular observation in my journal last week, along with forty-six other detailed entries about Miss Adams. Her habits, her expressions, the way she bites her lower lip when she’s thinking. The way she challenges me.

      Christ, the way she challenges me.

      I clear my throat and begin. “Today we’re examining the concept of the Byronic hero in Emily Brontë’s Wuthering Heights. Specifically, Heathcliff’s relationship with Catherine and the romanticisation of passionate, destructive love in Victorian literature.”

      A few students rustle their papers. Someone’s pen clicks repeatedly, Davies, probably. The boy has nervous energy that manifests in irritating habits. But my attention is focused entirely on Layla, who has straightened in her seat, her expression already shifting into what I’ve come to recognise as her argumentative mode.

      “The traditional reading,” I continue, my voice carrying easily through the hall, “positions Heathcliff as the quintessential romantic hero—passionate, brooding, consumed by love so intense it transcends death itself. His devotion to Catherine is portrayed as the ultimate romantic ideal, a love so pure it cannot be corrupted by social conventions or even mortality.”

      I pause, letting the silence stretch just long enough to build tension. “Miss Adams, you look like you have thoughts on this interpretation.”

      Her head snaps up, and those storm-cloud eyes meet mine directly. No deference, no hesitation. Just pure, unadulterated challenge.

      “With respect, Professor Wolfe,” she says, her voice clear and steady, “calling Heathcliff romantic is like calling a bushfire cosy. He’s textbook abusive, isolating, manipulative, and violent. The fact that he’s passionate doesn’t make him romantic. It makes him dangerous.”

      A few students shift uncomfortably in their seats. Jenkins actually looks around nervously, as if expecting lightning to strike. They aren’t used to anyone challenging me so directly. Most of them sit through my lectures with the glazed expressions of sheep, content to regurgitate whatever interpretation I feed them.

      Not Layla.

      Never Layla.

      “An interesting perspective,” I say, moving slowly around the podium. I can feel the energy in the room shift, the way it always does when she and I begin one of our intellectual sparring matches. “But perhaps you’re projecting modern sensibilities onto a complex dynamic of power and passion. Brontë was writing about love that transcends social boundaries, about⁠—”

      “About a man who hangs a dog, systematically destroys everyone around him, and psychologically tortures the woman he claims to love?” Layla interrupts, leaning forward in her seat. The movement causes her jumper to pull slightly across her chest, and I force myself to keep my gaze on her face. “That’s not love, Professor. That’s possession. And romanticising it is exactly why so many people mistake toxic behaviour for grand passion.”

      The familiar flush starts in her cheeks, the way it always does when she’s fired up about something. It makes her skin glow, makes me want to trace the colour with my fingers, to see how far down it spreads. I wonder if she flushes like that when she’s aroused, if passion would paint her skin the same beautiful shade of⁠—

      Focus, Adrian.

      “Miss Adams,” I say, my voice cooler now, more controlled. “You’re certainly entitled to your interpretation, but I think you’re missing the nuance of Brontë’s work. The relationship between Heathcliff and Catherine isn’t meant to be read as a template for healthy romance. It’s a study in the destructive power of ungoverned passion.”

      “Exactly!” She’s fully animated now, her eyes bright with the thrill of argument. “So why do we keep teaching it as if it’s romantic? Why do we perpetuate the myth that love should be painful, that jealousy and control are signs of deep feeling?”

      I move closer to her row, ostensibly to engage with the rest of the class, but really because I want to see her reaction up close. She doesn’t back down, doesn’t lower her gaze. If anything, she straightens further, meeting my approach with her own brand of quiet defiance.

      “Because,” I say, stopping just close enough that she has to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact, “great literature isn’t about providing moral instruction. It’s about exploring the full spectrum of human experience, including the darker impulses we’d rather pretend don’t exist.”

      “Or,” she counters, her voice dropping slightly but losing none of its conviction, “maybe you’re romanticising toxic behaviour because it’s wrapped in pretty prose, and you’re too invested in the traditional reading to see it clearly.”

      The silence that follows is electric. I can hear the scratch of pens across paper, the soft rustle of clothing, the muffled sounds of campus life beyond the windows. But all of that fades into background noise compared to the sound of Layla’s breathing, slightly quickened from our debate.

      She’s magnificent when she’s angry.

      Absolutely magnificent.

      “An interesting theory,” I say finally, forcing my voice to remain level. “Perhaps you’d like to explore it further in your final paper. I’d be... curious to read your thoughts on the matter.”

      Something flickers in her eyes, surprise, maybe. Or recognition of the challenge I’ve just issued. Her tongue darts out to wet her lower lip, and I feel my control slip just a fraction.

      “I’d be happy to,” she says, her voice carrying a note of something that might be invitation.

      I turn away before I can do something monumentally stupid, like reach out and touch her face, or ask her to stay after class so I can explore exactly how far that flush extends.

      Instead, I walk back to the podium and continue with the lecture.

      But I’m acutely aware of Layla for the remaining forty minutes. The way she takes notes, her handwriting quick and decisive. The way she tucks a strand of hair behind her ear when she’s concentrating. The way she glances up at me periodically, as if checking whether I’m still watching her.

      I am.

      I’m always watching her.

      When the lecture ends, students begin filing out with their usual mixture of relief and confusion. Some look like they’ve witnessed a car accident, fascinated and vaguely disturbed by the intensity of our exchange. Others seem oblivious, already thinking about their next class or their evening plans.

      Layla packs her things slowly, deliberately. She’s always one of the last to leave, and I’ve begun to suspect it isn’t entirely coincidental. Today, she makes even more of a production of it, sliding her notebook into her bag with unnecessary care, checking her phone, adjusting her jumper in a way that pulls the fabric tight across her breasts. I can see the outline of her bra through the thin material, and my mouth goes dry imagining what colour it might be. Black lace, perhaps. Or something virginal white that I could slowly peel away from her skin.

      She bends to retrieve her pen from the floor, and the movement gives me a perfect view down her shirt. The swell of her cleavage, the shadow between her breasts—Christ, I want to bury my face there, to mark that pale skin with my teeth until everyone knows she belongs to someone. The thought of sliding my hands beneath that jumper, of feeling her nipples harden under my touch, sends blood rushing south, until I have to shift behind the podium to hide my arousal.

      When she straightens, there’s the faintest flush across her cheeks, as if she knows exactly what she’s doing to me. As if she’s deliberately tormenting me with these glimpses of what I can’t have. Yet.

      Finally, she makes her way towards the exit. But just before she reaches the door, she stops and turns back to look at me. Our eyes meet across the empty lecture hall, and for a moment, neither of us moves.

      She’s even more beautiful in this moment—flushed from our argument, her hair slightly mussed, her eyes bright with intelligence and something else I can’t quite name. Want, maybe. Or curiosity. The same dangerous combination that’s been driving me to distraction for weeks.

      “Professor Wolfe,” she says, her voice carrying easily in the empty space.

      “Miss Adams.”

      “That paper you mentioned. What’s the word limit?”

      I smile, a real smile this time, not the careful professional expression I wear like armour. “As long as it needs to be. I’m more interested in the depth of your analysis than arbitrary constraints.”

      She nods, and for a moment, I think she might say something else. Something that would give me an excuse to close the distance between us, to find out if her skin is as soft as it looks, if she tastes as sweet as I imagine.

      Instead, she simply says, “Good to know,” and walks out of the hall.

      I stand there for a long moment after she leaves, my hands gripping the edge of the podium. The room feels different without her in it, smaller, somehow, and infinitely less interesting. I gather my notes and head back to my office, but my mind is already elsewhere.

      In my desk drawer, hidden beneath exam papers and departmental memos, is a leather-bound journal. I’ve been keeping it for over three months now, ever since Layla Adams first walked into my lecture hall and turned my carefully ordered world upside down.

      Tonight, I will add another entry. Another detailed observation about the way she challenges me, the way she makes me feel things I have no business feeling about a student. The way she makes me want to abandon every principle I’ve built my career on.

      But not yet. Not while I’m still Professor Wolfe and she’s still Miss Adams.

      Soon, though. The semester is almost over, and my patience is wearing thin. I’ve been watching her for weeks, learning her patterns, her habits, her tells. I know where she lives, where she works, and what time she leaves the library each night.

      I know far more about Layla Adams than any professor should know about their student.

      And I’m done pretending that’s going to be enough.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

          LAYLA

        

      

    

    
      I march out of Lecture Hall B with my chin up and my shoulders back, but inside I’m a mess. My heart is still racing from the argument with Professor Wolfe, and I can feel the flush burning in my cheeks. I hate that he gets to me like this. I hate that I can’t seem to keep my mouth shut around him.

      But Christ, the way he looks at me when we’re arguing. Like I’m the only person in the room. Like every word I say matters.

      I push through the heavy doors of the Arts building and into the autumn air of New Hope, trying to shake off the lingering effects of our confrontation. The campus is busy with students heading to their next classes, and I let myself get caught up in the flow of bodies, hoping it will help clear my head.

      It doesn’t work. I can still feel his eyes on me, still hear the way his voice dropped when he said he’d be curious to read my thoughts. There was something in his tone that made my stomach flip, something that felt less like academic interest and more like... well, something else entirely.

      “Get a grip, Layla,” I mutter to myself, earning a strange look from a passing student.

      I head to the library, my usual refuge when I need to think. The concrete building is ugly from the outside, but inside it’s all warm wood and soft lighting. I find my favourite spot on the third floor, tucked away in a corner with a view of the old oak trees that line the quad.

      Pulling out my laptop, I try to focus on the essay I’m supposed to be writing for my Victorian Literature class. But every time I try to concentrate on Dickens, my mind wanders back to Professor Wolfe.

      The way he moved around the podium like a predator stalking prey.

      The way his dark eyes seemed to see right through me.

      The way I wanted him to keep looking.

      I slam my laptop shut harder than necessary. A couple of students at nearby tables glance over, and I flash them an apologetic smile.

      This is ridiculous.

      I’m letting some uptight professor get under my skin, and for what? Because he’s attractive? Because he challenges me intellectually?

      Because when he looks at me, I feel like I’m the most interesting person in the world.

      I try to refocus on my work, but it’s hopeless. My mind keeps replaying our argument, analysing every word, every pause, every look. The way he said my name—Miss Adams—like he was tasting it. The way he stepped closer during our debate, close enough that I could smell his cologne. Something expensive and subtle, with notes of cedar and something darker.

      I’d wanted to lean into that scent, to close the distance between us until⁠—

      “Bloody hell,” I whisper, earning another look from the studious types around me.

      After an hour of getting nowhere with my essay, I give up and pack my things. The afternoon is still young, but I need to get out of here, away from the academic atmosphere that keeps reminding me of him.

      I head home to the small unit I share with Ivy. It’s nothing fancy, just a converted weatherboard house divided into two units, with thin walls and a temperamental hot water system. But it’s ours, and after years of foster care, having a place that feels like home is more important than marble benchtops or walk-in wardrobes.

      When I walk in, Ivy is in the kitchen, still in her scrubs from her morning shift at the hospital. She’s got her blonde hair pulled back in a messy bun, and she’s stirring something that smells like heaven on the stove. She looks up when I walk in, and I can see the exact moment she notices my mood.

      “Rough day?” she asks, but there’s a knowing look in her eyes that makes me suspicious.

      “Just the usual,” I say, dropping my bag on the counter and stealing a taste of whatever she’s making. Pasta sauce, rich and garlicky. “What’s this for?”

      “Early dinner. I’ve got to be back at the hospital by six.” She turns to face me fully, wooden spoon in hand. “And don’t change the subject. You’ve got that look again.”

      “What look?”

      “The same look you get every Tuesday and Thursday after Advanced Lit.” She grins, and I know I’m in trouble. “The ‘Professor Tall, Dark, and Brooding has me all worked up’ look.”

      I feel my cheeks heat up. My body betraying me. “I do not have a look.”

      “Right. And I suppose you didn’t change your outfit multiple times this morning before his lecture.”

      I did change my outfit three times. I’d told myself it was because I couldn’t decide what to wear, but the truth is I’d been thinking about which jumper brought out my eyes and showed off my boobs, which jeans made my arse look best. Not that I was dressing for him, obviously. I just wanted to look... put-together.

      “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” I say, but my voice lacks conviction.

      Ivy laughs, the sound bright and warm. “Layla, love, you’ve got it so bad for him it’s not even funny.”

      “I do not!” The protest comes out louder than I intended. “He’s arrogant and condescending, and he thinks he knows everything about literature just because he’s got a PhD and some fancy office.”

      “Mm-hmm. And?”

      “And he’s probably older than my father would be if I knew who my father was.” I grab a beer from the fridge, needing something to do with my hands. “He’s also my professor, which makes the whole thing inappropriate and impossible.”

      “But?” Ivy prompts, because she knows me too well.

      I take a long sip of my beer, trying to find the words. “But when we argue, it’s like... like he actually sees me. Not just another student, not just some girl from the foster system trying to prove she belongs at university. He sees me, and he challenges me, and I feel more alive in his classroom than I do anywhere else.”

      Ivy’s expression softens. “That’s not nothing, Layla.”

      “It’s not anything, either.” I lean against the counter, suddenly exhausted. “He’s Professor Wolfe. I’m just another student who’ll graduate and disappear from his life.”

      “Are you, though?” Ivy asks quietly. “Because from where I’m standing, it looks like you’ve got him as worked up as he’s got you.”

      I think about the way he looked at me during our argument, the intensity in his dark eyes. The way he seemed to forget there were other students in the room. The way he moved closer, close enough that I could see the flecks of gold in his irises.

      “You’re imagining things,” I say, but even as I say it, I’m not sure I believe it.

      “Am I? Because Sophie Jenkins was in that lecture today, and she texted me about twenty minutes ago to say the sexual tension between you two was so thick she could cut it with a knife.”

      My stomach drops. “Sophie said that?”

      “Her exact words. Along with a very detailed description of how Professor Wolfe couldn’t seem to take his eyes off you during your little debate. Apparently, this isn’t the first time she’s noticed either.” Ivy turns back to the stove, but I can see her smirk in the reflection of the window. “Just saying.”

      I drain my beer and stare out the window at the overgrown garden. The landlord doesn’t maintain it, so it’s mostly weeds and a few stubborn roses that bloom despite the neglect. A bit like me, I suppose.

      “It doesn’t matter,” I say finally. “Even if you’re right, which you’re not, nothing can happen. He’s my professor.”

      “For how much longer?”

      I do the maths in my head. “Three weeks. Four if you count exam period.”

      “And then?”

      “And then nothing. I graduate, he stays at the university, and we both move on with our lives.”

      Ivy dishes up two plates of pasta and slides one across the counter to me. “Or,” she says, sitting down beside me, “you could stop overthinking everything and see what happens.”

      I twirl pasta around my fork, considering her words. The truth is, I have been overthinking everything. It’s what I do—analyse every situation until I’ve found all the ways it could go wrong. It’s a survival mechanism I learned early, a way to protect myself from disappointment.

      But maybe, just maybe, I’m protecting myself from more than disappointment.

      “I don’t know how to do that,” I admit.

      “Do what?”

      “Stop overthinking. Stop protecting myself. I’ve been doing it so long, I’m not sure I know how to just... let things happen.”

      Ivy reaches over and squeezes my hand. “That’s the beauty of it, babe. You don’t have to know how. You just have to be brave enough to try.”

      We eat in comfortable silence for a while, and I let myself think about what she’s said, specifically about being brave and seeing what happens.

      About the way Professor Wolfe looks at me like I’m something precious and intriguing all at once.

      “What if I’m reading this all wrong?” I ask eventually. “What if it’s just wishful thinking?”

      “Then you’ll know,” Ivy says simply. “And you can move on without wondering ‘what if’ for the rest of your life.”

      She’s right, of course. She usually is. The not knowing is what’s killing me, the constant questioning of every look, every comment, every moment of tension between us.

      “I hate that you make sense,” I mutter, earning a laugh from her.

      “It’s a gift,” she says, then checks her watch. “Shit, I need to get ready for work. But Layla?”

      “Yeah?”

      “Whatever happens, whatever you decide to do about Professor Tall, Dark, and Brooding—just remember that you deserve to be seen. You deserve to be wanted. And if he’s too stupid to recognise that, then he doesn’t deserve you.”

      She disappears into her room to change, leaving me alone with my thoughts and a plate of pasta that suddenly tastes like cardboard.

      I think about Professor Wolfe’s eyes during our argument today. The way they seemed to burn right through me. How he stepped closer, like he was drawn to me despite himself.

      I think about the challenge in his voice when he suggested I explore my theories in my final paper. The way he said he’d be curious to read my thoughts, like my opinions matter to him in a way that goes beyond academic.

      And I think about what Ivy said. About being brave. About seeing what happens.

      Maybe it’s time to stop protecting myself from disappointment. Maybe it’s time to find out if this thing between Professor Wolfe and me is real, or if it’s just my imagination running wild.

      The semester is almost over. In three weeks, I’ll be graduating and moving on with my life. If I’m going to be brave, if I’m going to take a chance, it has to be soon.

      The question is: am I brave enough to find out what happens when an unstoppable force meets an immovable object?

      I finish my pasta and head to my room, already planning what I’ll wear to Thursday’s lecture. Not because I’m dressing for him, obviously.

      But because when I walk into that lecture hall, I want to feel like the woman I see reflected in Professor Wolfe’s eyes.

      And maybe, just maybe, I want to see if I can make him lose that careful control he always exudes.

      After all, what’s the worst that could happen?
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