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Match is a hedge witch, part of a group of
Guards that protect their town and the surrounding area from
supernatural danger. He is not fierce and glamorous like his
teammates, the paladins who do most of the fighting, a werewolf who
does most of their hunting and tracking, or their sleek, crafty
hacker who fights from a modern angle.

 


No, his life is plants, herbs, and
potions—and being hopelessly in love with Ronan, the dark paladin
of their group, who comes from one of the oldest families in the
supernatural community. Far from a poor hedge witch living on the
wrong side of town, even if they have been teammates and friends
for years.

 


Then, in the aftermath of a fight with a bog
witch, Ronan agrees to a date and it seems like for once,
everything is going Match's way…


 


Mismatch, Lovematch

Harper Valley Witch 1

By Megan Derr

 


Published by Megan Derr

 


All rights reserved. No part of this book may
be used or reproduced in any manner without written permission of
the publisher, except for the purpose of reviews.

 


Edited by Samantha M. Derr

Cover designed by Megan Derr

 


This book is a work of fiction and all names,
characters, places, and incidents are fictional or used
fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual people, places, or events
is coincidental.

 


First Edition January 2024

Copyright © 2024 by Megan
Derr

Printed in the United States of
America


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Mismatch, Lovematch

Megan Derr


 


 


[image: tmp_22ef7bde43f46cbaa35fee3c5c8179f0_h2fOLb_html_138c3e60.png]

 


 


"Match. Maaatttccchhh. Match!"

Match jerked his head up, scowling at Benny.
"What?"

"Pay attention to me."

"No." He went back to his book, even though
it was futile, because Benny, being Benny, lay his head on it.
Match gave him a hard shove, not at all sorry when he lost his
balance and toppled to the floor. "This is a fourteenth century
midland elves manuscript, fuckface. It cost me two thousand
dollars. Stay off it! Don't even look at it." He was scared
to look at it, and he'd bought it specifically to read it. It had
taken him the better part of three years to save for this book. If
someone so much as glanced in its direction the wrong way, death
was their only future.

"Why the hell do you have a book that costs
three times your rent in a coffee shop?

"Because my neighbors suck." The one above
him was throwing bowling balls or something on the floor twenty
times an hour. The two on either side of him were having some sort
of feud, taking turns which apartment they had their shouting
matches in, and the guy directly across from him was a vampire on
some sort of trendy new 'light blood' diet that was not working at
all, but try telling that to a stubborn, half-starved vampire
fallen victim to diet culture.

Giving up, he closed the book, put it back
in its case, and that into his leather, warded bookbag. "Get me a
latte, and I'll pay attention to you." He'd had to settle on a
bottle of water earlier, and he wasn't above making his better-off
friends buy him coffee here and there when the opportunity
presented.

"You're not allowed to have two lattes that
close together."

Match smiled, all teeth and warning, and
didn't bother to correct the assumption. "Do it anyway."

"I don't know why anyone thinks I'm
the merry leader," Benny muttered as he dutifully went to stand in
line.

Chuckling, Match pulled out his tablet to
look over the inventory he'd taken that morning, making certain
he'd gotten everything needed before confirming the shipping order.
After that, he pulled up one of the spells he was working on,
fussing with some of the castings on the outer ring. Wards cast in
changeable areas like, well, anywhere outside, were always the
hardest. When it involved water, it got about ten times harder.
He'd been working on this one for nearly two months now, missing
something that kept it from holding. No matter what he did, it was
always gone after a few hours.

"You'll get it," Benny said. "You're the
smartest, most capable witch I know. The only one with more skills
than you is your mom, and even she concedes that in another few
years you'll have her beat."

"Well, at the moment this warding has me
beat, and that's all that matters," Match replied, closing his
tablet and taking the latte Benny held out. "What are you doing
here? I thought you were attending some queer rights things with
Traci."

"Lace got sick, had a fever all night. Took
her to the ER; thankfully it broke there and was nothing serious,
just usual kids being germ factories stuff."

"If you get me sick…"

"You're good," Benny said, holding his hands
up in peace. "Brought her back this morning, crashed, woke up like
two hours ago. Agatha is watching her now, and the rally should be
ending in like two hours, so not much point in me going." He
shrugged. "Also, I got a call from the Watch about something weird
in the picnic area up in the woods, near the pond. Wanna check it
out with me?"

Match lifted his brows in silent query.
Scouting usually fell to Benny and Ronan, the main muscle of the
squad. He got brought in later when—if—his magic was needed.

"I tried calling, but he wasn't answering,
which isn't like him, so I figured he must either be dead to the
world or something else important is going on and we shouldn't bug
him."

Fighting the urge to dive for his phone and
text Ronan, ignoring Benny's knowing look, Match replied, "Fine,
let's go. Hopefully it's something minor."

"From the description, I'm pretty sure it's
pixies. That's one of the reasons I thought you'd like to go."

That did make the trip more interesting.
"Maybe I can find a breeding male this time."

Benny wrinkled his nose as he clapped him on
the shoulder. "Weirdo. Let's go."

Outside, they pulled on their motorcycle
gear and helmets. Traci hated their bikes, but he and Benny had
been riding since they were old enough to drive, a passion nobody
would be taking from them anytime soon. Probably death would take
them, but risk of vehicular accident was pretty low on the list
when facing paranormal threats on the regular.

Zipping through town and along winding roads
to the surrounding forests, a mixture of public and private land
and always a source of one drama or another, took them only twenty
minutes. They left their bikes in a public lot, stripped off most
of their safety gear, and headed off. He'd dressed for lounging
around a coffee shop all day, not hiking, but it was only a couple
of miles along a newbie friendly path, so his regular boots should
suffice, even if he’d have to clean them later.

Settling his backpack, he fell into place
alongside Benny. They'd met in kindergarten and been inseparable
ever since, save for one nasty fight in high school when they
didn't speak for nearly two weeks.

They'd been trained up practically since
birth to continue long family traditions of protecting their town
and surrounding land, their territory, from paranormal threats.
Everything from mischievous pixies stealing cookies and sandwiches
to wraiths that wanted to suck the entire town dry.

A typical Guard had at least five members.
Fighters, from two to three, a witch, and the armorer. On rare
occasions, there might be two magic users, but that was rare
rare. Their group, modernized, had the three fighters, but he was
witch and armorer, and their fifth was their technology expert.

Benny was leader and fighter, traditionally
called a paladin, but he got real pissy when anyone called him
that. So Match did it all the time, naturally.

His wife Traci was their second fighter.
She'd moved to town when they were in middle school, and the two
had practically been married ever since. Once upon a time a paladin
shacking up with a werewolf would have been the scandal of the
century, bad enough to get them pitchforked right out of the
village, but these days everyone just cheerfully gossiped about how
the kids would turn out. Two so far, Lacey and Michael, but neither
was old enough for their nature to come through.

Penelope was their computer guru.

Their final fighter and team member was
Ronan, who'd moved to town with his uncles when they were all in
high school. By that point, Match had only been going to school for
half days, most of his time given over to his magic studies, and
finally, tragically, getting the tattoos that were was so vital to
his work—his nature.

"You coming over for dinner Sunday?"

"Don't I always?" Match asked, confused. In
all their years of doing Sunday dinner, he'd missed maybe three,
and two of those times he'd been laid up in the hospital because
fuck dryads, seriously.

Benny slid him a sly look. "Well, Sunday is
the full moon. Thought you might have other plans."

"Haha, go fuck yourself. You know damn good
and well I don't."

"Have you asked?"

"Drop it."

"Match—"

"Drop it."

Benny huffed but obeyed with a muttered,
"Fine."

Full moons were when witches
recharged—themselves, their tools, their magic. He only needed to
bother every other full moon or so, as nothing they did drained him
so badly he needed to do it every single time.

This full moon was one of those times, but
it wouldn't take him more than a couple of hours. He could do it
when he got home from dinner.

"Okay, I lied. It's not fine. Half the
planet knows you're down bad for him, just ask him out."

"I've tried," Match bit out, unable to keep
all the hurt from his voice. "He always dodges, which is just a
polite way of turning me down. Never let it be said I can't take a
fucking hint."

"Maybe he didn't—"

"Maybe you should shut the fuck up and drop
it like I asked!" Match snarled, stopping jerkily on the trail. "I
asked if he'd like to go see a movie. I asked him to go into the
city with me. I asked him to catch dinner with me just last week.
He was too tired, he didn't have the time, he wasn't hungry.
Ronan's not interested, and I am trying to finally get over him.
Would you please stop."

Benny sighed. "Okay. Fine. But I think—"

"I don't care what you think about it."

"Whatever. Be stubborn and stupid then. Your
loss."

"Shut up," Match said bitterly.

He'd been carrying a torch for Ronan since
the first day he'd strolled into Match's sophomore homeroom. All
these years later, he was still the most beautiful person Match had
ever seen, and the only thing he loved more was that deep voice,
like smoky whiskey on a cold night, or the low thrumming bass of a
sultry song.

Like Benny, Ronan was a paladin (though he
also hated being called that because this wasn't, quote, dungeons
and fucking dragons, end quote). Unlike Benny, who was traditional
shiny and golden, totally absolutely descended from King Arthur
paladin, Ronan was a dark paladin, his powers drawn from shadows
and night and blood. Given Benny was white, blond, blue-eyed, and
Ronan was Black with dark brown hair and dark gray eyes, they made
for a pretty hilarious pair of cliches and jokes that Match was
more than happy to make at their expense.

His parents would be thrilled if he ever
brought home someone like Ronan, but he'd have more luck dating a
kelpie. Whatever Ronan was looking for in a partner, Match didn't
have it.

They reached the picnic tables, and Match
took the opportunity to refill his water bottle at one of the
refill stations scattered about. After that was done, he went
prowling
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