

    
        
          The Lydia Position Book1

        

        
        
          The Lydia Position, Volume 1

        

        
        
          J. Sparks

        

        
          Published by J. Sparks, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE LYDIA POSITION BOOK1

    

    
      First edition. June 14, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 J. Sparks.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8235130968

    

    
    
      Written by J. Sparks.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

1. Lydia Vance, Financial Analyst

2. From the Beginning

Sign up for J. Sparks's Mailing List

Also By J. Sparks

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1. Lydia Vance, Financial Analyst 
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Lydia awoke to the bright morning light spilling through the bedroom window. She remained perfectly still in the disheveled sheets that carried the scent of sweat and intimacy. The man beside her, whose name she’d already forgotten, was softly snoring into his pillow.

She quietly slipped out of bed without waking him, her bare feet silent on the carpet. The smell of sex and expensive bourbon filled the room. Lydia smiled to herself as she grabbed her discarded blouse from the floor and draped it over her shoulder: another Thursday, another stranger. Jason, Jordan, or something like that, was still lightly snoring. She grabbed her phone to check where she was—The Chase Hotel. Good, only a fifteen-minute Uber ride to her apartment. It was then that she remembered meeting Jack at the hotel’s cocktail lounge.

After her marriage ended unsuccessfully, Lydia, a twenty-five-year-old at the time, reveled in the freedom of being unattached. That was ten years ago. Over the past twenty years, she had been intimate with hundreds of men. Once a week, if she didn’t have a prearranged hookup, she would select an outfit that was provocative yet sophisticated—tight, revealing dresses, high-heeled shoes, and full makeup—and then head to upscale hotel bars on Wednesday or Thursday nights alone. She enjoyed the attention she received from business travelers, often men in suits, who sat drinking alone at the bar and noticed her arrival.

Typically, within 15 minutes of that, a man would buy her a drink. About three-quarters of these men were over 40, and at least half of them wore wedding rings on their fingers. Sometimes they would chat, share some pleasant conversation, and part ways. However, on many occasions, her flirtations grew more intense, leading her to their hotel rooms.

Last night, her companion was Jack. She thought he was handsome, though in a forgettable way—broad-shouldered, with a chiseled jawline that looked better in dim lighting. She decided to let him take the lead, adopting a passive stance as if he had purchased her for the night, surrendering herself to the moment. 

Her phone buzzed in her hand, a message from her assistant: “Meeting moved to 10:00. The board wants the quarterly reports early.” Lydia quickly typed back a “Got it,” then scrolled past the other notifications—two from men she had slept with last week, a message from her dry cleaner, and a reminder for her sister’s birthday dinner. She deleted all of them except the last.

Jack sat up in bed, rubbing the sleep out of his eyes as Lydia stepped out of the bathroom, fully dressed. "Morning," he said, his voice still rough. She offered a practiced smile, one that didn’t quite reach her eyes.

“Good morning,” she replied.

Leaning forward, he asked, "You leaving already?" Lydia could see the flicker of realization in his eyes—that he understood she was slipping away for good. The slight tensing of his mouth betrayed his disappointment.

She could feel his gaze lingering on her— that familiar, hungry look men get when they realize they’re losing her.

"Early investor call," she said smoothly, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. "You know how it is,” she added with a shrug.

He didn’t, of course. Jack wouldn’t have known. He was just some mid-level marketing director who liked to brag about his golf handicap over shots of whiskey. Lydia had nodded along, her fingers absentmindedly tracing circles on his thigh under the bar until he followed her to the elevator like a puppy. Now he sat there, looking as if he wanted to say something profound. She decided to spare him the embarrassment.

"Sorry, I have to run. An Uber's on the way. I barely have enough time to get home and change before my appointment."
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THE UBER WAS WAITING outside when she stepped out, the morning air crisp against her bare legs. Lydia slid into the backseat, exhaling as the car pulled away from the curb. Her phone buzzed—a new text from her assistant, this time with a forwarded email from the board. She skimmed it, her pulse steady despite the all-caps message: "Lydia, we need the revised projections by noon, or we’re screwed." 

She smirked. They were always fucked. She’d have the numbers done by 10:30.

While the Uber waited, she showered and dressed with military precision: a tailored blazer, a pencil skirt, stockings, and high heels.

The car neatly veered onto Fifth Avenue, sunlight shimmering as it reflected off the towering glass-and-steel skyscrapers lining the street. Lydia tapped her manicured nails rhythmically against the smooth leather seat, mentally organizing her demanding day: finalizing recent reports, a crucial lunch meeting with the Singaporean investors to discuss expansion plans, and then—her stomach fluttered with anticipation—the gallery opening tonight. That was where the real excitement awaited. Artists were always irresistibly eager to impress, their passions evident in more than their brush strokes and often daring escapades.

Lydia’s fingers hovered over her phone screen as the Uber idled at a red light. A new notification appeared—an Instagram DM from a sculptor she’d met at last month’s MoMA fundraiser. His message was just a single emoji: a peach. She rolled her eyes but saved the contact under Clay—arms like steel, talks too much about his “process.” When the light turned green, she tucked her phone away, watching the city blur past the window.

The office lobby exuded cold marble and hushed whispers, with the receptionist offering a tight-lipped smile as Lydia strode confidently past. Her heels echoed sharply on the floor, each step causing junior analysts to flinch. The elevator doors opened just as her phone buzzed again—this time, a calendar alert: “Lunch with Singapore—11:30.

Her assistant, Mia, appeared at her office door carrying a stack of files and a venti cold brew. “Board’s already called twice,” Mia said, sliding the coffee across the desk. “They’re panicking over the Tokyo numbers.”

Lydia took a deliberate sip, letting the caffeine surge through her veins like a shot of adrenaline. “Tell them I’m reviewing the data,” she said, already flipping open the top file.

Mia hesitated. “They said—”

“I know what they said.” Lydia kept her eyes on the papers. “And I don’t care.”

The numbers aligned perfectly—columns matching, projections tightening into razor-sharp precision. Lydia’s fingers darted across the keyboard, her mind already three steps ahead of the spreadsheet. By 10:15, she was attaching the file to an email with a subject line just passive-aggressive enough to make the board squirm: “Revised projections—per your urgent request.” She hit send and leaned back in her chair, the leather creaking under her weight. Outside her floor-to-ceiling windows, the city pulsed like a living organism.

Mia reappeared with a fresh coffee and a subtle cough. “The Singapore team arrived early. They’re waiting in Conference Room B.”

Lydia checked her reflection in the dark screen of her monitor—lipstick still perfect, hair perched in its sleek chignon. “Tell them I’ll be there in five.” She stood, smoothing her skirt, and grabbed the portfolio off her desk. The numbers were flawless. The men never were.

Conference Room B smelled like overpriced cologne and stale ambition. The Singaporean investors—three men in nearly identical navy suits—stood as she entered. Their handshakes were firm, their smiles a fraction too wide—the tallest one, a guy with a Rolex that cost more than her first car.

She allowed them to speak first, nodding at all the appropriate pauses while silently calculating the time needed to steer the conversation toward her desired terms. The shortest investor, a man with a habit of drumming his fingers against his thigh in a rhythmic pattern, leaned forward slightly. “Your projections are... aggressive,” he said, eyebrows raised. 

Lydia took a slow, deliberate sip of water, letting the silence stretch just a little longer to coax him into shifting in his seat. “Aggressive,” she echoed softly, tilting her head to one side. “Or accurate?” 

The meeting concluded 20 minutes ahead of schedule, with signatures neatly on the dotted line, leaving the investors’ egos barely untarnished—just. Mia appeared suddenly in the hallway, pressing a folded note into Lydia’s palm with a quick, practiced movement. 

Lydia unfolded the note beneath the stark glare of the elevator’s fluorescent light: “Guy named Jack has been calling all morning.” She crumpled the paper instantly without reading further, recalling she must have mentioned her employer—an error. Her office was quiet and dim when she returned, the late afternoon sunlight casting elongated shadows across her polished oak desk. She slipped off her heels, then pulled up the security feed from her apartment on her laptop, secretly concerned she might have inadvertently revealed where she lived. A quick scan of the front door activity revealed only a package delivery—nothing unusual. 
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THE GALLERY OPENING was already in full swing when Lydia arrived, the air thick with the effervescent aroma of champagne bubbles and the subdued hum of conversations tinged with pretension. She slipped through the crowd like a sleek predator navigating a school of minnows—men’s heads turning in her direction, women narrowing their eyes in envy—her backless emerald dress revealing just enough skin to pique curiosity and prolong their stares. The artist, a tousled sandy redhead with paint smudged under his nails and a reputation for not only passionate art but also scandalous affairs with his patrons, spotted her immediately. His gaze lingered on the gentle curve of her hip before he excused himself from a sycophantic curatorial assistant and sauntered over with a confident stride.

“Lydia,” he murmured, his voice gravelly and infused with the smoky undertones of a freshly lit cigarette. He handed her a champagne flute without a word, his fingers brushing hers just a second too long in a deliberate gesture. “I was starting to think you’d stand me up.” 

She took a slow, deliberate sip from her crystal glass, her gaze never leaving his as a faint smirk played on her lips. “You know I never miss an opening,” she said, her smile sharp enough to draw blood, revealing a hint of her pointed teeth. His lips twitched into a smirk—an unspoken challenge accepted.

Across the room, a familiar face caught her attention: Clay, the sculptor she followed on Instagram. He leaned casually against a polished marble plinth, a tumbler of
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