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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.
THOMAS BENNETT: Legendary television producer receiving a Lifetime Achievement Award
MARCUS STERLING: Network executive
PIERRE LAMBERT: Waiter
CELESTE DeVERE: Television star in her fifties
EITF TEAM: CIA agents working under Alexander Morgan's command.






  
  Prologue


Victoria St. James studied her reflection in the mirror. Her tall, elegant frame was perfectly highlighted by the emerald silk gown that matched her dark green eyes. Running one manicured hand through her signature auburn waves—kept precisely shoulder-length for optimal camera angles—she adjusted her emerald earrings, tilting her head to catch the unflattering fluorescent lighting that plagued the backstage corridor of Geneva's Palais des Festivals. 
After twenty-five years of playing Katherine Blackwood on Passion's Lasting Embrace, she had developed an instinctive eye for bad lighting design. This particular setup would add at least five years to anyone unfortunate enough to be caught in its glare.
"Honestly, these Europeans have no idea how to properly light a corridor," she murmured, reaching into her carefully curated emergency makeup kit. Not that she needed much touching up. A lifetime in front of cameras had taught her the art of television-perfect makeup that could survive anything short of a full-blown tsunami. Though there had been that one storyline where Katherine Blackwood had indeed survived a tsunami, only to discover her presumed-dead husband's evil twin had been manipulating the weather patterns all along.
A stagehand scurried past, headset askew, clutching a stack of running orders for the first night of the International Soap Opera Awards. Victoria's ears caught the familiar chaos of an entertainment event in progress: sharp commands through crackling radios, the distant warm-up of the orchestra, and the distinctive sound of divas simultaneously demanding better lighting in their dressing rooms.
It felt like home.
She smoothed an invisible wrinkle from her emerald silk gown—selected to match both her jewelry and the exact shade of the award statuette she would be receiving tomorrow night for Outstanding Achievement in Daytime Drama. The International Soap Opera Awards were the pinnacle of the industry, bringing together celebrated names in daytime television from both sides of the Atlantic. She caught the flash of movement: a man in a tuxedo trying hard not to look like he was surveying the area.
Victoria's lips curved into a knowing smile. The tall, dark-haired man's tuxedo adhered to all the technical specifications—designer cut, proper studs, acceptable fabric—yet somehow looked more like a costume than evening wear. Despite his handsome features and athletic build, he appeared to be in his early forties and carried himself with the unmistakable bearing of law enforcement. Not unusual for these international events; there was always some agency or another keeping watch. His posture screamed CIA, right down to how he maintained his sightlines while pretending to check his phone. At least they had sent one who photographed well, she mused, appreciating how his strong jawline would frame nicely in standard coverage shots.
"Darling," she sighed to his reflection, though he was too far away to hear, "if you're going to infiltrate an entertainment event, at least learn to wear your costume like you own it. Even Katherine Blackwood's fourth husband's secret FBI agent brother managed that much, and he was only in three episodes."
Victoria gave her reflection one final assessment, deemed it camera-ready, and stepped away from the mirror with the precise timing of someone who had never missed her mark in twenty-five years of television.
Time to make her entrance at the welcome reception.
After all, these international events were just like filming a sweeps week episode—about perfect timing, flawless delivery, and making sure you hit your mark in precisely the right light.






  
  Chapter 1


The Grand Ballroom of Geneva's Palais des Festivals glittered under dozens of crystal chandeliers as Victoria applauded from her front-row seat. Thomas Bennett—silver-haired, distinguished, and arguably the most influential producer in daytime television—had just accepted his Lifetime Achievement Award and was making his way down from the stage to join the post-ceremony champagne reception nearby. 
As the audience began to move toward the reception, Victoria's attention shifted to one of the waiters near the ornate double doors. Something about his movements seemed off—like an understudy who hadn't quite mastered the choreography of a well-rehearsed scene.
The spotlights caught the crystal glasses as Pierre Lambert, as noted on his name tag, approached the path where Thomas would pass. Victoria's trained eye detected a subtle difference in the liquid's refraction—barely perceptible, but after filming Katherine Blackwood's infamous poisoned-champagne scene in Season 15, she knew exactly how wrong champagne could look under theatrical lighting.
"Thomas, darling," she called out, stepping forward, but it was too late. Pierre stumbled, his eyes rolling back dramatically—a bit over the top for Victoria's taste—and collapsed directly into the chocolate fountain. The cascade of dark chocolate couldn't quite mask the unnatural blue tinge of his lips.
The ensuing chaos was precisely what Victoria expected from a poorly directed crowd scene: screams peaking too early, background extras breaking character to point and stare, and at least three people delivering variations of "Oh my God, someone help him!" with questionable sincerity.
"Ladies and gentlemen, please remain calm." The man in the ill-fitting tuxedo from earlier appeared beside her, close enough that she caught a hint of expensive cologne beneath the chocolate-scented air, finally dropping his attempt to blend in. "I'm Agent Alexander Morgan, CIA. I need everyone to stay in their current positions."
Victoria noted with professional interest how several guests suddenly shifted and moved with purpose. Clearly, more agents were arriving, though with slightly better costume sense than Morgan. He gave them subtle hand signals that would fit right into one of Katherine Blackwood's terrorist-infiltration-hospital episodes, dispatching them to secure exits and guard Thomas.
Victoria turned to face him, instinctively positioning herself in the better lighting near the stage. "Agent Morgan, if you're planning to preserve the crime scene, you might want to start with the champagne service cart that just disappeared behind the ice sculpture."
He turned sharply. "What service cart?"
The one our friend Pierre was using—complete with unopened bottles from the same batch he served Thomas—was noteworthy. However, I must say his timing was a bit amateurish. In Episode 189, when Katherine Blackwood's third husband was poisoned during his acceptance speech, we at least waited for him to finish his emotional climax.
Morgan's expression shifted to a mix of exasperation and curiosity, the kind she often inspired. "Ms. St. James, this isn't a television show."
"Clearly not—our lighting designer would never have approved these harsh shadows. But I spent twenty-five years filming death scenes, and that shade of blue around his lips? I've only seen it once before, during a storyline involving a rare South American toxin and a jealous countess."
She observed Morgan processing this, noting how his initial skepticism gave way to reluctant interest. Not bad camera presence, she decided, even if his stance needed work.
"I can’t let you get involved in this investigation," he said, though his tone lacked conviction.
Victoria glanced at Thomas Bennett, who was now being escorted to a secure area, his silver hair catching the spotlight one last time before he disappeared behind the curtain. "That man gave me my first speaking role when everyone else said I was too young to play Katherine Blackwood. He's shaped daytime television for four decades, and I'm not about to let someone murder him during his lifetime achievement celebration. Besides," she added, reaching into her clutch for her signature coral lipstick, "you'll need someone who knows the difference between actual death throes and overacting. Though I do have notes on Pierre's performance."






  
  Chapter 2


Victoria settled into her self-appointed surveillance position at the bar of the Hotel Beau-Rivage, where festival attendees had gathered after the abrupt end of the awards ceremony. The ornate mirror behind the bar provided the perfect angle to observe Celeste DeVere—still television-perfect at fifty, with her signature platinum hair and crimson lips—holding court in the lobby. The lighting from the crystal chandelier created an ideal key light, complemented by natural fill from the afternoon sun streaming through the windows. It offered better production value than half the sets she had worked on. 
"Your martini, madame," the bartender announced, perfectly on cue. The subtle murmur of multiple languages around them reminded Victoria that this wasn't just any hotel bar. This was where the industry elite traditionally gathered between festival events, though today's migration had been hastened by murder rather than scheduled festivities.
"Darling, you're a treasure," she replied, angling her phone just so. To anyone watching, she appeared to be another celebrity documenting her glamorous life for social media. In reality, her camera focused on the reflection of Celeste's increasingly animated conversation with Marcus Sterling, the network executive whose cologne announced his presence before he’d even rounded the corner.
"Anything interesting in your Instagram feed?" Morgan's voice came from beside her as he claimed the adjacent barstool, his timing impeccable.
"Oh, absolutely fascinating," Victoria murmured, zooming in as Sterling passed something to Celeste. "For instance, did you know that Marcus Sterling still buttons his jacket wrong when he's nervous? Twenty years in television, and he still hasn't learned proper costume maintenance. It's almost as amateurish as using blue-tinted poison at a well-lit event. Shouldn't you be back at the Palais with your forensics team?" Victoria asked without taking her eyes off her phone's screen.
"The Geneva police can handle the crime scene. Right now, I'm more interested in who might have wanted Thomas Bennett dead." His tone was professional, but Victoria caught the slight edge in his voice. A murder at an international event under CIA protection wouldn’t look good on anyone's record.
"About that poison—"
"Darling, please. On Passion's Lasting Embrace, we’d never use such an obvious color. When Katherine Blackwood poisoned her sister's evil twin's fiancé, we used a completely clear compound. Much more elegant." She shifted her phone slightly. "Though I must say, Celeste's body language is delivering a rather compelling performance right now."
Morgan leaned closer, ostensibly to look at her phone screen. His shoulder brushed against hers, and Victoria noted with professional interest the slight catch in her breath. Unexpected but not unwelcome—like a surprise plot twist that actually worked.
"She's certainly agitated about something," he agreed, his voice low.
"More than agitated. That's her just discovered her husband's supposedly dead first wife is actually alive level of distress. I should know—I directed that episode."
Victoria shifted her phone slightly for a better angle, her hand accidentally brushing against Morgan's as he reached for his drink. She experienced what, in screenplay terms, would be called a meaningful pause. She filed that moment away for future reference.
"Ms. St. James—" Morgan started.
"Victoria, please. We've shared a surveillance position now."
"Victoria," he amended, the corner of his mouth twitching. "You do realize this is a real investigation, not a television show?"
"Of course, darling. If this were television, the lighting would be far superior." She slipped her phone into her clutch as Celeste and Sterling parted ways. "Though I must say, the timing of their little tête-à-tête is rather suspicious, given what Thomas just told me about his memoir."
Morgan's expression sharpened. "What memoir?"
"The one he's been writing about his fifty years in television. We had quite the chat while you were interrogating the chocolate fountain staff." Victoria stood, smoothing her dress. "He's been receiving threats about revealing certain industry secrets. Rather cliché, honestly—we did that storyline in Season 10, though with better dialogue."
"And you didn't think to mention this earlier?"
"Darling, I was building narrative tension." She gestured toward the elevator where Thomas Bennett had just emerged. "Besides, sometimes you need to let the scene play out naturally. Speaking of which..."
She touched Morgan's arm lightly—another moment for future reference—and nodded toward where Sterling was making a suspiciously casual return to the lobby. "I believe we're about to witness what, in the industry, we call Act Two complications. Shall we?"
Morgan sighed, but she noticed he was already adjusting his position to
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