
  
    [image: Book cover: An Angel’s Treasure, The Cupid Dating Agency Series, by Celia Breslin]
  


  
    
      AN ANGEL’S TREASURE

    

    
      
        CELIA BRESLIN

      

    

  


  
    
      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living or dead, is completely coincidental.

      An Angel’s Treasure

      Copyright 2026 Celia Breslin

      Written by Celia Breslin

      Cover design by Danielle Fine

      Editing by Virginia Nelson

      All rights reserved.

      The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of a copyrighted work is illegal. Except for use of brief quotations in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work, in whole or in part, in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means now known or hereafter invented—including use in the training of artificial intelligence systems—is forbidden without the express written permission of the author. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

      By human hands only.

      NO AI was used to develop, write, or edit this story.

      NO AI was used to design and create this cover.

      Published by Celia Breslin, celiabreslin.com

    

  


  
    
      To my family (kitties included).

      To my editor Virg and designer Danielle.

      To my readers for diving into this series.

      You all are the best! Xo

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Author’s Note

      

      
        About the Book

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Thanks for Reading!

      

      
        Preview: Heartland Fae Series

      

      
        Also by Celia Breslin

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      Hello, Friends!

      

      If you’re here for the first time: Welcome to the world of the Cupid Dating Agency!

      

      If you’ve read one or all of my other books in the series: Welcome back!

      

      This is a multi-author, shared world of cupids, demons, angels, humans, and more. Each story is a stand-alone read as unique as the author who wrote it. In our world, humans coexist with preternatural beings, and cupids play matchmaker, connecting individuals, who share a cosmic “hum”, for business or personal partnerships.

      

      AN ANGEL’S TREASURE is my fourth and final story in the connected-standalone set I wrote for the series. Feel free to read it first, but if you’d like to get to know the rest of the cast beforehand, check out the reading list below.

      

      Now, get ready to party in the Sonoma wine country and the Underworld where one seriously hawt celestial warrior and a smart and snarky pastry chef have to deal with the cupids pulling at their heartstrings. Will these friends become lovers? Let’s find out…

      Xo,

      Celia

      

      
        
        Recommended reading order:

      

      

      
        
        A Warrior’s Kiss (Opposites Attract)

        A Demon’s Embrace (Enemies to Lovers)

        An Angel’s Obsession (Second Chance)

        An Angel’s Treasure (Friends to Lovers)

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        “Angelic sex was never so sinful, highly recommend!”

        USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR
        VIRGINIA NELSON

      

      

      

      

      That moment when you realize you want your bestie…

      

      Pastry chef Maya adores her friend group, especially a certain angel whose smile could dazzle the sun and whose heart is made of one-hundred-proof awesomeness. He’s her partner in hijinks, and the best ride or die a girl could ever have. At least he was…until the wedding reception incident. Cue hormonal fireworks and a secret crush guaranteed to splinter their carefully curated friendship—if she ever dared to tell him. Which she won’t.

      

      Warrior-class angel Raziel has a problem—a pint-sized fireball with a PhD in snark and sass. While he enjoys the heaven out of every moment with her, the slow burn in his soul has flared hotter than a supernova, so he’s burning to step beyond friendship into something more. Too bad she doesn’t seem to feel the same.

      

      Cupids stick their meddling noses into the mix, sending them off with other partners. Maya welcomes the distraction from watching her flirty friend date someone else. Raz, on the other hand, has a new-found possessive streak and celestial flame sword ready to detach a certain rival suitor’s head from his shoulders.

      

      With the cupids seeking to keep Maya and Raz apart, it may take a miracle—or thousands of party-crashing wendigos—to flip these friends into lovers…

      

      An Angel’s Treasure is a steamy, slow-burn, secret crush, Friends to Lovers paranormal romance in the Cupid Dating Agency novella series. For fans of feisty, snarky heroines, big-hearted alpha heroes, otherworldly shenanigans, and sizzling romance!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Sonoma Wine Country, Northern California, USA

      

      “Best. Wedding. Ever!” Maya whooped then lifted her arms to the starry evening sky, grooving near the pool’s edge to a wicked-good four-on-the-floor dance beat. The music boomed from speakers situated out of sight behind the pool’s waterfall.

      The wedding attendees around her echoed her sentiment, howling up at the stars. The reception remained in full swing for hours so far at Luke and Elle’s wine country villa, but no one showed any desire to leave, which suited Maya just fine.

      Work hard, play harder—words to live by, for sure.

      Maya swept her gaze over the bride and groom’s fabulous yard then outward to their vineyards, beautiful rolling hills of grape vines and olive trees, as the beat washed over her. Champagne buzzed happily in her body, like a bubbling pulse. She offered up another giddy yip to the sky, grateful for her life, the universe, and the decidedly tasty bubbly.

      And fairies. Fairies are so adorable.

      Liquid-silver moonlight glimmered down upon the party people, while honest-to-flippin’-gawd tiny fairies with rapidly fluttering wings in all the colors of the rainbow frolicked and twirled overhead.

      Friends of the groom, of course. Luke the groom, a Celtic god from the land of Faerie, happened to have married Elle, the angel he’d loved for ages.

      This, ladies and gents, is my new, magical life in the California wine country.

      If someone had told Maya—several weeks ago, when she packed up her life and moved up to Petaluma from San Francisco to open a business with her bestie Nicolette—that they would both befriend not one, but four honest-to-god angels, one reformed demon, and a Celtic god, she would’ve laughed until she cried.

      Good thing I’ve always preferred a bit of wildness.

      But geez, love was definitely in the air in Sonoma County. From her two new angel gal pals—recently paired up with partners—to Nicky herself, who fell for the leader of the four-warrior celestial team.

      Speaking of her bestie and the head angel dude, Nicky danced up to Maya with her hawt angel-man glued to her backside. Zeke tossed Maya a cordial nod and, total shocker, one side of the stoic man’s mouth curled upward in the hint of a smile.

      Maya beamed back at him. “Hey, big guy. Living it up, I see?”

      Nicky, as tipsy as Maya—maybe more, given the way her pal waggled her arms about and giggled up a storm—let out an ear-piercing shriek. “Bestie!”

      She flung herself at Maya and would’ve taken them both to the natural stone surrounding the pool were it not for Zeke’s iron grip on his woman’s waist.

      “You are my most bestest awesomest friend. Do you know how awesome you are? I love you so, so, soooooo much.” Nicky plastered wet kisses all over Maya’s cheek to emphasize her point.

      Maya hugged her taller friend, then stepped out of the woman’s embrace. “Yeah, yeah, I know. I rock. Aaaaand furthermore, I love you, t⁠—”

      A bulky, furry body made of freakin’ steel bowled into Maya from the side, knocking the wind and words out of her.

      “Ah!” she managed to squeak, as she teetered on her high heels for a millisecond, flapping her arms as if that would save her from flopping into the pool.

      It did not.

      Warm water swallowed her whole.

      Holding her breath, she kicked her legs but found them hopelessly tangled in the fabric of her gown. A moment of panic punched her gut, before a swarm of colorful balls surrounded her. Gentle, electric tingles teased her skin while golden ropes of light lassoed her limbs and lifted her from the water.

      Thunderous applause from the reception guests greeted her as the fairies hovered her over the pool’s surface, and a laugh escaped her despite her skittering pulse. She gave everyone a cheeky grin and a regal wave, playing it up a bit.

      “It’s not a party ’til someone lands in the water,” she joked as the fairies glided her over to dry land.

      The crowd cheered. A trio of gorgeous, slender nymphs—more friends of the groom—dove into the pool, followed by a slew of inebriated humans.

      “I’ll take the package, if you please, little ones.” The deep, resonant voice of Raziel, the fourth and final member of the angel squad, and more notably her new, best guy-pal, broke through the din from the crowd.

      The fairies deposited her in his arms.

      “Hey, you.” She patted Raz on the cheek. Man, he is so handsome with his smooth, sun-kissed skin, and those perfect white teeth and pretty lips that are, more often than not, twisted into a mischievous smirk, or an amused or flirty grin.

      Like they are right now.

      He really does have a panty-melting megawatt smile. Maybe I should kiss those full lips. I bet they’re as soft and fluffy as they look, and man his cheekbones are to die for, and I kinda want to nibble on them and⁠—

      Whoa. Whoa, whoa, whoa. Where did all that come from?

      Raz was her friend, her karaoke partner and whiskey shots buddy, her sometimes fitness trainer even when she didn’t want to work out, and her special-occasions dessert partner, in that she created cookie-tastic confections for his restaurant.

      He is not my sexy man toy. Must be the bubbly in my brain. Bad brain!

      “Hey yourself. Can’t seem to stay out of trouble, can you?” Her hot friend smirked down at her while she dripped all over him.

      Aaaand she would not focus on how the water was making his crisp white dress shirt transparent, displaying his droolworthy, super buff chest with those massive pecs and⁠—

      Ack!  “Not my fault,” she hastened to say, to distract her naughty, naughty mind. “He did it.” She pointed at her dog. “Loki! What the heck, dude?”

      Her ginormous hellhound—who’d recently adopted both her and Nicky—cocked his head, his mouth full of the bride-and-groom figurine cake topper.

      Raz chuckled. “Aw, I think he brought you a present.”

      The hound consumed the entire ornament in two chomps.

      Maya snorted. “The things you eat, you silly puppy. I swear your stomach is made of acid and steel.”

      “You’re not far off, I imagine,” Raz mused.

      A feline bark snagged Loki’s attention. From the other side of the pool, Luke’s pet Fae bobcat watched him, his golden eyes literally glowing. Her silly hound yipped in excitement then leaped over the water in a single bound, to join his animal pal. Both animals narrowly missed bowling over a slew of partiers as they shot off toward the hills.

      “You’re soaked,” Nicky hiccuped then pawed at Maya’s hair, attempting to swipe drenched strands off Maya’s face but smacking her cheeks instead.

      “Ow! And gee, thanks, Mademoiselle Obvious.”

      “C’est mon plaisir, ma chère,” Nicky replied then launched into a slew of French—as one does when one was tipsy and born of French-speaking parents—that blasted way over Maya’s high-school-French abilities, but whatever she said had Raz and even the always sober Zeke chuckling.

      “Okay, time to go,” Zeke hoisted Nicky into his arms.

      “Mais non, je veux⁠—”

      “I know what you want. And what you need, Peaches.” Seriously sexy heat blazed in Zeke’s pretty gray eyes, and yep, Nicky melted in his arms, curling close and nuzzling his neck as he manifested glittering white wings.

      A pang of longing struck Maya as Zeke and Nicky soared off into the night sky. With everyone finding their one and only lately, would she ever find hers? She was happy for her friends, and she had a happy life, d’uh…but sometimes loneliness snuck into her thoughts. A yearning for…more.

      “Let’s get you dried off.” Raz’s voice tugged her away from the slippery slope of booze-fueled maudlin thoughts, thank God.

      “Good plan, my man.” What did I just say? “I mean, you’re not my man, of course, I meant yeah, yeah, good, thanks, my friend, dry me off. Wait, no, I mean, no, put me down. I can dry myself off. You don’t need to towel dry me.” Good grief, shut up Maya!

      Where was her trademark swagger and snark?

      At the bottom of the pool, apparently.

      Raz’s eyebrows shot up his forehead. “You feeling all right?” The look on her friend’s face suggested he thought she’d lost her mind. “A bit too much bubbly, perhaps?”

      Of course, he might also assume that.

      “Uh-huh.” Right. Like a grunted interjection was any better than word vomit? Sheesh. Best to let him think she was blitzed even though she really wasn’t.

      She hiccuped.

      Much.

      “Right, then. Off we go.” His beautiful coppery wings shimmered into existence in a shower of golden sparks. They were airborne for mere seconds, then he landed on the upper deck outside Luke and Elle’s bedroom suite.

      “I can walk now.”

      He ignored her, making his wings go poof before stalking through the bedroom and into the adjoining bathroom where he set her on her feet.

      The room tilted to the side. No, wait, that was her body. And what was wrong with her legs? Suddenly, they were made of rubber. Wobbly rubber. Ack!

      She sank to the floor, slipped her wet feet out of her Louboutin stiletto sandals and hiccuped again.

      A glass of water appeared in front of her face. “Drink,” Raz ordered. “And hold your breath.”

      “I—hic—know—hic—that.” Maya gripped the stupid tumbler with both hands and guzzled the liquid, willing her hiccups to go the heck away.

      When she finished, Raz plucked the cup from her grasp, replacing it with a towel. “Be right back.”

      “Hmph.” Bossy angel. Maya scrunched bunches of her hair with the towel to dry it off and tried really really hard not to watch Raz’s mighty fine ass strut into the bedroom, but damn, his tux pants fit him so perfectly. How could she not drool at the sight?

      And fine, okay, she could admit she’d ogled his butt once or twice—or a gazillion times, but who was counting?—while they worked out together at the gym he and his team owned, particularly when they shared the weight machines, like the glute machine and the leg press. His striated quads and hams, too, were body parts of pure beauty. Seriously, the man had the most fantastic, sculpted musculature, everywhere. Don’t get her started on his ridged abs, and the way they tightened and rolled as he did crunches, or how his pecs bunched up when he bench-pressed a gazillion pounds.

      And ohmigod, why were her girl parts all tingly at the thought of her friend’s hot bod? And double O-M-G was it getting hot in there?

      Too impatient to stand, she refused to leave the floor but wriggled and squirmed her way out of her sopping gown. The spaghetti straps and the thigh-high, side slits made it fairly easy, and what a relief to be free of the soaked material⁠—

      A sharp inhale from the doorway snapped her gaze upward.

      Raz gaped at her, a bundle of clothing—presumably for her—clutched in his hands.

      Maya’s heart rate skyrocketed. Shit, shit, shit. What had she been thinking, stripping down to her birthday suit? Oh, that’s right. I was thinking my friend Raz is a fine piece of man candy I want to lick⁠—

      “Uh, those for me?” Maya forced words, any words out to derail her lust and to trample all over the sudden embarrassment heating her face. She wasn’t usually shy about her body, and the giant bath towel in her lap covered all the important bits, but…

      This is Raz. Who is off-limits. Because he’s my buddy.

      “Yep.” To his credit, Raz kept his eyes glued to her face and his expression neutral. It only served to further prove the point her rational side kept trying to make to her inconvenient libido.

      We are platonic pals, nothing more.

      “Thanks.”

      “No problem.”

      Silence reigned between them, while outside the party cacophony raged. Super awkward silence.

      Maya’s cheeks burned, and she curled up her short legs until the towel draped over her like a blanket, thanking the heredity gods, for a change, for her short stature and petite bod.

      Raz blinked. Maya blinked.

      Finally, he cleared his throat. “I’ll just leave these for you.”

      He deposited the clothing on the double-sink vanity across the room from where Maya huddled next to the sunken tub.

      “Thanks, pal.” Because she couldn’t stand her own weird-ass personality switch from confident kickass biz woman to some cowering helpless princess, nor the awkwardness arcing between them, she added, “You’re a good friend, Raz. Gimme a minute and I’ll be ready to rock some karaoke downstairs in the great room. Dibs on picking the first song, and it will not be Stairway to Heaven, Highway to Hell, or Hotel California. In fact, I get to pick all the songs this time around, so mister, we’re goin’ K-Pop.”

      Raz barked a laugh, snapping the tension. “K-Pop?”

      “You heard me. I didn’t stutter. Think you can keep up? I foresee multiple mic drops in my future.”

      He stalked to the doorway, flashing a smirk her way before he waggled his brows. “Keep up with you, little buddy? Easy.”

      “Bet you a whiskey shot, or three, you can’t.”

      “You’re on, little sister.”

      With that parting shot, her super-hot and totally uninterested-in-her comrade strode from the room, leaving her completely and utterly in the Friend Zone.
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      Ten months and two more awesome friend weddings later…

      
      “Hey there, Tiny Terror. Need some help?”

      Tiny Terror. Always with the nicknames from this guy. Maya harrumphed. “I’m easily the best cookie baker in the wine country.”

      “What, so that means you never require back-up?” Raziel, the bane of her baking existence, had the nerve to lean over the counter separating Stryker and Zara’s dining area from their galley kitchen and swipe his index finger through her precious cookie batter.

      She gave him the eye-roll he deserved for his weak comeback and the dough theft. “You’re fairly useless in the kitchen, in case you’ve forgotten, so, why would I bother to enlist your help?”

      “Ouch.” Raz stuffed the stolen cookie dough into his mouth then clutched both hands against his well-muscled chest, currently covered by a T-shirt he must have borrowed or stolen from their friend Luke. Baby Not On Board, it read, above a trio of storks each carrying a tiny baby held aloft in a sling. Their Celtic god friend sure loved creating silly shirts. “You wound me, TT.”

      And now he’s shortened my nickname. “As if.” Half amused, half annoyed, she brandished her metal spoon toward her doofus pal as the angel dared to make another pass at the bowl. “I’m warning you. You like those fingers? Stay out of my dough.”

      “Okay, okay.”  Raziel raised his hands and grinned, flashing his perfect white teeth. His buoyant mood lit up his hazel eyes, eyes made all the greener by the Kelly-green tone of his probably pilfered tee.

      Darn it, why do I have to notice his eyes? The butterflies fluttering around in her stomach got all feisty and frisky, and attempting to fly down some lustiness to her girl parts. It shouldn’t matter how freaking gorgeous her angel friend was, or how his cheeky personality matched her snark beat for beat.

      Remember Luke and Elle’s wedding reception, you silly libido? The no-dating line was drawn. We’re in the Friend Zone. Period. End of internal discussion.

      Yet it wasn’t the end, because yet again, she felt all tingly over him, and man…she really wanted to kick her own ass over her obsession. Of course, the we-can-only-be-pals situation wasn’t helped at all by sharing the same friend group, or the way their business ventures overlapped a bit on the dessert side of things. Besides that, it surely wasn’t helped by the fact they spent tons of time together every flipping day. They’d hit it off—as friends—from the moment they met at a speed dating event at Raz and his angel team’s restaurant Bliss. It started as all platonic fun and karaoke shenanigans, but it became…

      Well, her heart harassed her to become more involved with the man. Her sex drive and mind had a fair amount to say on the subject as well. Ever since the tipsy-on-Champagne naked moment at Luke and
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