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  Introduction


The Victoria St. James Mysteries 
Where soap opera drama meets real-world crime
Meet Victoria St. James, soap opera diva extraordinaire turned amateur sleuth. After twenty-five years of playing Katherine Blackwood on "Passion's Lasting Embrace," Victoria knows every trick in the TV murder playbook. Now she's using that expertise to solve real crimes in glamorous locations around the world, alongside a maddeningly handsome CIA agent.
Each 45-minute mystery follows Victoria as she brings theatrical flair to international intrigue. From the glittering International Soap Opera Awards in Geneva to the famous film festival in Cannes, murder has never been more stylish. Good thing Victoria insists on perfect lighting for every scene—including crime scenes!
Perfect for fans of Scarecrow and Mrs. King and Murder, She Wrote who enjoy their cozy mysteries with a dash of espionage and showbiz glamour.
Series Features:
	Complete mysteries in 45 minutes

	International locations

	Show business backdrop

	Light romantic subplot

	Weekly new releases

	Available in single episodes and convenient 5-story collections



Treat yourself to a lunch break escape with Victoria St. James, where the drama is real and death doesn't take a commercial break!






  
  Characters


VICTORIA ST. JAMES: Former soap opera star (25 years as Katherine Blackwood) turned CIA consultant. Early 40s, sophisticated and glamorous. Known for solving cases using her TV industry knowledge. 
ALEXANDER MORGAN: Senior Supervisory Agent and Team Lead of the CIA's Entertainment Industry Task Force (EITF). Early 40s, professional and capable. Gradually learning to appreciate Victoria's theatrical methods.
MARLENE CAHILL: Head writer of Tides of Tomorrow, Victoria's old friend
DARRYL ANDERSON: Rejected writer whose scripts were deemed too dark
ELIZABETH MCKENZIE: Network's head of development
DANIEL COOPER: Script assistant
EITF TEAM: CIA agents working under Alexander Morgan's command.






  
  Prologue


Victoria St. James assessed the Australian soap opera studio with a director's eye and found it lacking. 
The new LED lighting system cast an unflattering glow across the set of Tides of Tomorrow, creating shadows that would never have passed muster during her twenty-five years playing Katherine Blackwood. Through the floor-to-ceiling windows behind the sound stage, the iconic shells of the Sydney Opera House gleamed in the morning sun, their pristine white contrasting sharply with the artificial daylight inside.
"Tell me again why the network chose this lighting package?" she asked, touching up her lipstick while discreetly checking the CIA-issued detector embedded in its silver case. "The color temperature is all wrong for dramatic tension. You need warmer tones to sell a deathbed confession properly."
"Some of us are more concerned with security than dramatic lighting," Marlene Cahill replied, but Victoria caught the strain beneath her old friend's attempt at humor. The head writer's shoulders bore the same tension Victoria remembered from countless season finales—when the pressure of deadlines and network expectations weighed heaviest.
"The LED system has better surveillance coverage," Alexander Morgan explained, materializing beside them with the practiced ease of a senior CIA agent. His cover as her security consultant was impeccable on paper, though Victoria noted his slightly too-precise movements. "There are fewer blind spots than traditional stage lighting."
He was right, of course. The Entertainment Industry Task Force wouldn't have sent their team lead if the death threats against Marlene weren't credible. However, Victoria suspected the local police's dismissal of the case had more to do with their inability to recognize the soap opera elements woven through the threats.
"Your microphone pack needs adjusting," Alexander said, gesturing with the device. Professional as always, though Victoria noticed his eyes lingered a moment longer than strictly necessary. Their kiss in Tokyo still hung between them, unacknowledged but far from forgotten.
"Of course." Victoria turned, lifting her hair. The touch of his fingers against her neck sent a familiar warmth through her, reminiscent of that moment beneath the game show lights. They hadn't discussed the kiss—broadcast live to fourteen countries, no less—but she noted how his hands had been finding excuses to brush against her ever since. The kind of subtle character development that soap opera audiences lived for.
"The new scripts just came in," Marlene said, passing Victoria a thick bundle with an elegant black binding. "Everything's set for tomorrow's episode."
Victoria flipped through the pages with practiced ease, twenty-five years of reading daily revisions having trained her eye to spot irregularities instantly. Something about the formatting caught her attention. A subtle pattern in the scene transitions triggered the same instinct that had helped her identify body doubles and imposters countless times on set.
She glanced at Marlene, who was already turning away to address a production assistant. The head writer's tension suddenly made more sense.
After five months of working with the CIA's Entertainment Industry Task Force, Victoria had learned that in both television and espionage, the most dangerous threats always followed a familiar script.






  
  Chapter 1


Victoria's instincts warned her something was wrong before she reached the writer's room. Her years on set had taught her how silence could carry the weight of tragedy. The usual morning buzz of script revisions and creative arguments had been replaced by a stillness that felt staged—too perfect, too composed. 
She quickened her pace down the corridor, her heels clicking against the floor in an urgent rhythm. The writer's room door stood open, with several unfamiliar figures moving purposefully inside. For a moment, she froze in the doorway, her poise faltering as the scene before her registered. All those years of friendship with Marlene—from late-night script revisions to champagne celebrations over ratings victories—crystallized into this single, horrible moment.
Victoria took a sharp breath, forcing herself to focus beyond her personal loss. There would be time for grief later. Right now, Marlene needed her professional skills, not her tears.
Alexander and his EITF team were already securing the scene. Marlene lay sprawled across her desk, scattered script pages forming a paper halo around her head. Two agents photographed evidence while another checked the room's access points. Alexander stood near the desk, coordinating the investigation with the quiet efficiency that had made him one of the CIA's top field leaders.
"Don't touch anything," he said, but Victoria was already retrieving specially designed gloves from the hidden compartment of her Hermès handbag.
"The scene's been arranged," she said, studying the deliberate spread of papers. Her CIA-issued script binder began to pulse with a soft red glow as she moved it carefully over the desk. "Toxins in the paper. Just like in the threats. Though this staging is far more theatrical."
Alexander gestured for one of his agents to begin collecting samples. "Walk me through what you see."
"The papers are positioned too perfectly. Like a promotional still from sweeps week." Victoria indicated the pattern without touching anything. "And look at how the script pages are arranged. It mirrors the death scene described in the third threat note almost exactly."
Movement in the doorway caught her attention.
Elizabeth McKenzie, the network's head of development, stood frozen at the threshold. Victoria watched the woman's gaze sweep over the scattered scripts with barely concealed panic before focusing on the body. It was not the normal reaction of someone simply discovering a tragedy—more like someone searching for specific evidence.
Behind Elizabeth, script assistant Daniel Cooper seemed to be having trouble catching his breath. His nervous fidgeting mirrored the tempo of a guilty suspect's monologue. Victoria had performed enough of those to recognize the rhythm.
"Those are the rewrites for next month's storylines," Daniel blurted, staring at the scattered pages. "Marlene was supposed to approve them this morning."
Victoria noticed Elizabeth's slight flinch at his words. Interesting. In her experience, the most revealing performances often occurred just outside the main scene.
"Agent Morgan." One of the EITF team members approached with an evidence bag containing several pages. "We found these in the printer tray."
Victoria caught Alexander's subtle nod and moved closer to examine the papers through the plastic. As she read the first paragraph, something about the writing style tugged at her memory. The phrasing, the dramatic beats, the specific way certain words were emphasized—she recognized this voice.
"Victoria?" Alexander's tone carried a hint of recognition. He had learned to trust her soap opera instincts during their previous cases.
"This wasn't written by Marlene." Victoria's hand tightened on her script binding. "It matches the style of Rachel Sullivan's most famous storylines." She met Alexander's gaze. "The only problem is, Rachel Sullivan died three years ago."
Someone in Sydney was killing writers using a dead woman’s words.






  
  Chapter 2


Elizabeth McKenzie's office had the carefully curated appearance of a network executive trying to appear creative while remaining firmly corporate. 
A wall of industry awards competed for space with framed headlines celebrating the show's ratings victories. Elizabeth had climbed from script coordinator to head of development in record time, her ambition as polished as her designer shoes.
Victoria recognized the hunger in her eyes. She'd seen it in every actor who'd tried to steal Katherine Blackwood's spotlight over the years. She observed from her position near the window as Alexander conducted the interview, noting how Elizabeth's hands kept straying to her tablet, as if checking for messages that might provide a better excuse.
"Tell me about the international syndication deals," Alexander said, his tone perfectly blending authority and casual interest, which made him an effective agent.
"They were completely above board." Elizabeth's Australian accent grew more pronounced with each denial. "Marlene was expanding our reach into new markets. Asian territories, Eastern Europe—"
"The ones that weren't in her official calendar," Alexander clarified, and Victoria noticed the slight tightening around Elizabeth's eyes.
"If I may," Victoria interjected. "These wouldn't happen to be the same territories where Tides of Tomorrow recently lost its distribution rights?"
Elizabeth's perfectly shaped eyebrows lifted. "How did you—"
"The industry newsletters have been quite detailed about the show's international troubles." Victoria kept her tone conversational while catching Alexander's eye. "Though they failed to mention the writer who was helping Marlene navigate the negotiations."
Elizabeth shifted in her chair, and Alexander smoothly wrapped up the interview. Once they were in the corridor, Victoria pulled out her phone. "Give me five minutes with my network contacts. Someone will know about these unofficial negotiations."
Alexander nodded. "I'll check in with the forensics team. Meet me in the writer's room."
A quick call to her former network confirmed Victoria's suspicions. "Darryl Anderson," she reported to Alexander as they walked back to the writer's room. "Brilliant but unstable, according to my contacts. Marlene rejected his last three script submissions. Apparently, his plots were too dark for daytime television."
"Too dark how?"
"Murder plots that were too detailed. Character deaths that were too... specific." Victoria pushed aside a wave of grief as they entered the room where Marlene had died. Focus on the case, not the loss.
"He didn't take the rejections well."
Alexander's EITF team had transformed the writer's room into a makeshift command center. Evidence bags lined one table while agents analyzed the printer that had produced the suspicious pages. Victoria spread out copies of the recovered scripts, careful to use her gloves on anything that might be contaminated.
"Look at these scene transitions," she said, indicating a pattern in the structure. "They're technically perfect but emotionally hollow. It's like someone trying to recreate Marlene's style without understanding the character motivations."
"We found something," one of the EITF agents called out. "The printer's been modified. There's a secondary paper feed that bypasses the main tray."
Alexander moved to examine the evidence while Victoria studied another page of dialogue. Something about the writing nagged at her—a shadow of familiarity just beyond recognition.
"According to the maintenance logs," Alexander reported, "no one has serviced this printer in months. But these modifications are professional grade."
Victoria gathered another stack of papers, piecing together the story's structure. "The killer understands television production. See how they're using standard script formatting to mask the timing of—" She stopped, a sudden wave of dizziness washing over her.
The pages in her hands began to blur. Victoria looked down at her gloves, noticing with detached interest that the fingertips had developed an odd discoloration where they had touched the paper. Her CIA binding glowed an urgent red, but the warning came a moment too late.
"Alexander?" Her voice sounded distant even to her own ears. She tried to remember if this was how she'd felt during Katherine Blackwood's poisoning scene in episode 847. "I believe these pages may have been more thoroughly prepared than we realized."
The last thing she saw was Alexander lunging to catch her as the scripts scattered across the floor, each page a perfectly positioned prop in someone else's deadly storyline.






  
  Chapter 3


Victoria's head still felt foggy from toxin exposure as she dabbed her face with what she assumed was a fresh makeup wipe. The studio's on-set medics had cleared her to return to work, but Alexander insisted on stationing two agents outside her dressing room as a precaution. Her CIA-issued compact vibrated suddenly, the warning arriving just as the wipe began to burn her skin. 
"Not again," she muttered, quickly dropping the contaminated cloth into an evidence bag. She reached for her phone, but a knock at the door interrupted her. One of the posted agents opened it to reveal Alexander, who must have been conducting his own security sweep of the corridor.
"Another attempt," she said, gesturing to the bag while quickly wiping the affected skin with a clean towel. The burning sensation was already beginning to fade, thanks to her quick reaction. "Though I must say, targeting a soap opera star's makeup supplies is rather obvious. Katherine Blackwood's rivals were far more creative."
Alexander was already coordinating with his team through his earpiece. Two agents whisked away the evidence while others began to search the dressing room. Victoria watched his efficient command of the situation, appreciating how he maintained their cover as a security consultant while deploying EITF resources.
"I want security footage from every camera covering this area," Alexander instructed quietly into his earpiece. "Find out who’s been in and out of this room today." He turned to Victoria. "When did you last use these wipes?"
"Just before the morning rehearsal," she replied. "They were fine then."
"So they were tampered with sometime in the last three hours." He made a note on his phone. "We'll need to check access logs and talk to security—"
"Not necessarily." Victoria retrieved her latest script analysis from her bag. "Look at this pattern I found in the threatening notes. Each attack corresponds to a specific type of scene from Tides of Tomorrow — but not just any scenes. They're all from episodes where characters gained access to secured locations."
Alexander studied the pages she'd marked. "You think they're following episode blueprints?"
He considered this for a moment. "Let's take this to the team. They've set up in the conference room."
The studio's largest conference room had been transformed into a makeshift EITF command center. Elizabeth McKenzie's international deals were displayed across multiple screens, while Victoria observed the investigation, carefully avoiding any contact with paper products.
Victoria surveyed the room with a critical eye. "The fluorescent lighting in here is atrocious," she commented. "How anyone is supposed to spot suspicious behavior under these shadows is beyond me."
One of the newer EITF agents actually reached for the light switch before catching Alexander's subtle head shake. Victoria hid a smile. They were learning.
"The screenplay negotiations all lead back to one company," an agent reported. "But the ownership is concealed behind shell corporations."
"Check episode 847," Victoria suggested. "Katherine Blackwood exposed a similar corporate structure when she uncovered her fifth husband's secret syndicate."
Alexander raised an eyebrow but relayed the instruction. Victoria had learned that sometimes the best real-world solutions came from seemingly ridiculous soap opera plots.
“Sir,” one of the agents approached with a tablet. “We found something in Daniel Cooper's submission history to the Sydney Writers' Workshop—several scripts that match our timeline.”
Alexander studied the information before turning to Victoria. “Care to consult on another interview?”
Minutes later, Victoria perched on the edge of a desk in the cramped production office, keeping a clear view of Daniel Cooper's increasingly nervous fidgeting. The script assistant’s eyes darted between Alexander, who sat with casual authority behind the desk, and the door, as if calculating his chances of escape.
“Tell me about the scripts you submitted to the Sydney Writers' Workshop,” Alexander said, his tone conversational.
Daniel's fingers twisted in his lap. “I don’t—I mean, those were all original—”
“Were they?” Alexander placed a folder on the desk. “Because our analysis shows remarkable similarities to episodes of Tides of Tomorrow from two years ago.”
A bead of sweat trickled down Daniel's temple. Victoria recognized the telltale signs of a confession scene building; she had performed enough of them to know the rhythm.
“I copied some of Marlene’s old scripts,” Daniel confessed, his nervous energy finally finding an outlet. “Changed the character names and submitted them as my own work. But I never thought—I mean, when I saw those threat notes using the same scenes—”
“Which scenes?” Alexander's tone sharpened.
Victoria pulled up the script comparison on her tablet. “The plagiarized scripts match the episodes our killer is following.” She paused as Alexander's phone buzzed.
His expression shifted as he read the message. “Another threat was just found outside your dressing room.” He turned to Victoria. “It looks like a script page.”
Her fingers flew across her tablet, pulling up the archived episode scripts. “Tell me how it starts.”
As Alexander read the first lines, Victoria felt a chill run through her. “That's from the episode where Katherine Blackwood realized her stalker had been hiding in plain sight all along.”
The implication was clear. Whoever had killed Marlene was no longer content with following old scripts.
They were now writing Victoria into their own deadly revision.






  
  Chapter 4


"Our killer is following established plot structures," Victoria explained to the assembled EITF team in the conference room. "In soap operas, we use something called story tentpoles—key dramatic moments that the entire episode builds toward. If we map out these threat patterns against classic episode structures..."
She gestured to her tablet, which displayed a timeline of events projected onto the wall screen. Alexander stood nearby, studying the pattern she had identified.
"You think you can predict their next move?" he asked.
"Better." Victoria highlighted specific points on the timeline. "I think we can stage our own episode and set a trap using the dramatic beats they’ve been following."
Alexander considered this, his expression thoughtful. "Walk me through it."
"The threatening notes follow the exact structure of a sweeps-week storyline. Each move is calculated for maximum dramatic impact." She pulled up another document. "But soap opera plots have very specific rhythms. If we can anticipate their next story beat—"
"We can be waiting when they make their move," Alexander finished. He turned to his team. "What do we need to make this work?"
The next hour was spent adapting Victoria's television knowledge into actionable intelligence. Alexander modified her suggestions with tactical considerations, transforming soap opera staging into a coordinated security operation.
"The forensics team found something," an agent reported, bringing over a tablet displaying printer analysis results. "The modified components have a unique signature. They’re custom-made, typically used in—"
"Prop departments," Victoria interjected. "For creating fake documents that
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