
 Login (/login.php) | Sign Up (/signup.php)

 

  Follow/Fav

< Prev  2. Coming Home  Next >

FanFiction (/)  |  unleash your imagination  

In-Laws and Outlaws
By: Liliumscribe (/u/882483/Liliumscribe)  (https://www.fanfiction.net/pm2/post.php?uid=882483)
Chu Qiao and Yuwen Yue are back together after the icy lake incident negotiating their happily-ever-after while dealing with the fallout from her past choices. A flood crisis
becomes the catalyst for a series of XingYue (mis)adventures that have far-reaching political ramifications.
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In-Laws and Outlaws: Coming Home

Prince Xiang was inclined not to approve.

As a friend, comrade, commander and lord, he could not approve. It boggled his patrician mind that a man like Yuwen Yue would even demean himself over a woman… especially that
one in particular. Regardless of the fact that she plucked his friend out of what could have been his icy grave, or the fact that she suddenly managed to wield an incredible legendary
power to put a decisive stop to Yan Xun's advance and demolish a quarter of his troops, the match was still a disaster in the making. The 7th prince didn't particularly care what brought
on this change of heart that made her switch sides. This kind of uneven romance, to his mind, could only end in tears.

Prince Xiang registered his displeasure by sending his errant friend a lengthy letter declaring his princely disapproval in no uncertain terms. Why would a man from a good family with
excellent prospects lower himself for a woman who was unpredictable and impulsive? Something had obviously gone wrong in the scheme of things.

While foolish, His Royal Highness acknowledged that his friend was admittedly a devoted lover, steadfast to the end. With her dubious history of problematic relationships, the lady in
question did not deserve his regard but sadly, Yuwen Yue did not seem perturbed by any of it. In fact, it seemed that he was blissfully oblivious to any part of her remarkably checkered
past.

Of course Prince Xiang knew what it was that his friend liked about her. They'd had this conversation on a number of occasions and though Young Master Yue had a brilliant mind in
general, he was obstinately unreasonable when it came to that woman. On some grudging level the prince could see the attraction. She was lively, quick-witted, loyal and had proven
abilities on the battlefield. Some might even consider her pretty. But a woman who was fickle in her choice of men could never be trusted. If she could leave Qing Shan Yuan in haste
and turn against Yan Xun as easily, who could be sure what she would do now that she had ingratiated herself with the Yuwen clan and had claimed asylum in Wei. Unofficially at least.

Moreover, there was another troubling matter. One that had far-reaching ramifications for the state of Wei. Yuwen Yue had offered to resign from his post as Deputy Commander of the
Chang'an garrison to avoid a conflict of interest. He offered to continue supplying intelligence through his Eyes of God network but as he was about to undergo matrimony with a woman
who was once an enemy combatant, he understood that His Highness was well within his right to dismiss him for an act that could be perceived as "compromising". This piece of
understatement put the prince in an untenable position politically. Yuwen Yue was a rare talent not just in Wei but among all the nation states put together. Clearly Prince Xiang had little
intention of letting him go especially when war was always a possibility.

His Highness despaired at this supremely unpatriotic gesture by Yuwen Yue. How can a man put a woman ahead of national interests? It was grotesquely selfish. If the prince had his
way, the world would have been better served if Yuwen Yue had remained a bachelor for the rest of his life.

Not too far away in the northern district of the city was an elderly gentleman who was undoubtedly in hearty agreement with the prince's sentiments. Prince Xiang might have found
solace in a grandfather's woes about the up and coming nuptials if he had the luxury of time. Both knew separately, however, that once Yuwen Yue was fixated on something there was
no arguing with him. For an intelligent man he could be unbelievably recalcitrant.

However much he wanted to, Prince Xiang was unable to give the situation much more thought as other more pressing official matters were brought to his attention. The torrential rains
seemed especially relentless that year. Moreover, the southern wing of the palace slated for repair later in the year had to be attended to immediately as roof leaks in two different
rooms were troubling the lower ranked concubines of the imperial harem. Urgent requests were coming in almost non-stop for aid at different points in the Yellow River basin. The rapid
rise in the level of the Wei River was dangerously close to breaking the embankments so garrison troops had to be deployed to implement countermeasures.
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Prince Xiang was not having a good day and it was getting increasingly worse with every hour.

Young Master Yue was not unaware of the waves he had caused in certain quarters. He understood the displeasure he was arousing by bringing Xing'er back to Chang'an and the myriad
of problems that awaited them. He had always been prepared to walk away from everything if that meant he could be with her as well as relocating to a place where the two of them
could be together with no external interference.

He'd lived his life under the weight of enormous expectations and acquitted himself wonderfully thus far. While he still cared about the country and the people in it, he wanted to dictate
the terms of his own life, trying to explore how both duty and personal desire in balance would play out in practical terms. Yuwen Yue had always taken noblesse oblige seriously but he
craved love as the means by which he would retain a measure of self. It was the lesson that he learnt from losing Xing'er and respecting her choice to follow her heart.

He knew that those were radical ideas in tumultuous times. He wanted to marry for love and to be able to protect the woman he loved at close quarters. This put him in sharp conflict
with the prevailing wisdom. The young master wanted to prove that tradition and duty did not need to be at odds with personal desire. Love gave him wings to think outside
convention… not to be bound to the expectations of others and to take ownership of his own choices. Little did anyone realize that these tumultuous times would become the soil in
which such a radical shift would take root and sprout.

He Xiao felt the irony of his position. As commander of the Xiuli battalion he had found himself on various sides of this never ending conflict, not always knowing which side was the right
one to be on. As a soldier he understood what it meant to take orders and follow but finding his own way was new to him. In this past year, the Xiuli battalion had been used, abused,
mocked, scorned and cast aside by both sides when they had served their purpose. They were denounced as rebels by all sides and yet not always because they made that choice. But
they chose to follow Lady Chu to the ends of the earth as her commitment to them in all circumstances merited their loyalty to her.

Now they were displaced wanderers rejected wherever they went. Condemned to an existence of not being trusted by any on a political stage much bigger than they. For some it might
seem to be a high price to pay for survival.

Lady Chu had chosen to follow her heart, while they in turn chose to follow her wherever those choices took her, gladly bearing the burden of protecting her ideals. Now they were back
at Wei, once again under a cloud of suspicion and mistrust. Not being welcomed anywhere was becoming something of a habit for the Xiuli men.

At the height of irony, they were quartered in rooms where slaves once slept and labored. The wet weather had not allowed them an opportunity to build extra room in the interim so the
once slave quarters became their temporary domicile. Those slaves had been set free some time earlier and those had chosen to remain at Qing Shan Yuan did so by choice. In gratitude
or for the love of the master of the household. For a large mansion, there weren't many servants so the Xiuli men were always expecting to fend for themselves, as they were
accustomed to doing. They had never received special treatment elsewhere so they certainly did not expect it here.

To their enormous surprise they were well looked after during the fortnight that they had settled in this place. Cooked meals and decent bedding were provided. On some evenings the
Young Master Yue would make an appearance with Lady Chu, breaking bread with them and even partaking in post-dinner revelries, which were mostly comprised of personal anecdotes
about various military misadventures and badly sung ballads about Yanbei.

Despite the precarious nature of their position in enemy territory, the atmosphere, more than any in the past year, reminded He Xiao of home… and something of family.

He Xiao found the Lady Chu and her man a fascinating pair to observe. As a man who had spent most of his time in the military and very little time with women, he thought them a
devoted couple already. It was illuminating to see Lady Chu in a very different context away from the battlefield demonstrating her feminine side with a man she had chosen to be her
husband. What kind of man, he had wondered more than once, would be capable of appreciating Lady Chu Qiao and would gain her respect to this degree. Even while Prince Yan Xun
was clearly in love with her, she never seemed to play the role of the lover with him. At least not in the way she was with Young Master Yue.

Everyone had believed that Lady Chu was Yan Xun's woman. He Xiao himself was convinced of it for a time. What woman would remain by the side of a man even at the cost of being
labeled a rebel unless she had some emotional attachment to him? But true to form, Lady Chu wasn't like other women. He Xiao came to realize that her relationship with Prince Yan Xun
was complex. It wasn't ultimately about love although there was sympathy. They were tethered to each other fundamentally by a need to be free. At least on her part. That need,
however, took them to different places.

"Are you and the men comfortable here?"

While the other men were indulging in simple frivolities, Chu Qiao noticed that He Xiao was sitting on his own. She went and sat next to him to keep him company while everyone else
was absorbed in Young Master Yue's playing.

"It's not ideal but hopefully when the wet weather passes, Yuwen Yue plans to add another wing to this building."

"It's fine, Lady Chu. The men and I are grateful to the young master… and to you, of course. I'm sure that he is putting us up for your sake."

"I'm afraid I can't take any credit. All of this was his idea." She smiled and turned to look at the young master affectionately. "I didn't have to ask. He just knew."

"He is a good man."

Chu Qiao beamed with heartfelt pleasure. "The best."



He Xiao saw the reaction and smiled, "It's good to see you happy, Lady Chu, especially after all you've been through in the past year. Clearly you were both were meant to be together…
a match made in heaven."

"You think so?" The lady's eyes were twinkling. "I didn't think so for the longest time."

"He respects you and understands you very well."

The lady nodded. "It's true. But our journey has been a long and complicated one."

It was some time before He Xiao spoke again. "My father used to say to me that the things in life worth living for don't come easily. Often we have to fight for them and overcome so
much in order to attain them."

"Your father was a wise man."

"The best." He Xiao acknowledged. "I miss him."

"Do you miss Yanbei much?"

"Sometimes," The Xiuli commander had a faraway look in his eyes. "But it's mostly the Yanbei of my childhood that I miss. The Yanbei that I went back to was not the place I knew. It
wasn't home."

"What is home?" The lady pondered.

"With all that's happened I've learnt that home isn't a place as such but it's about the people in it. Without those people… it's just land... or a structure… Those things have their place
but look at us… When we went back to Yanbei, we were reviled and treated as foreigners even though that was the land where we were born. No, a piece of dirt doesn't make a place
home."

On that note, both fell silent and were soon too caught up in their own ruminations to continue the conversation. Chu Qiao meditated long and hard on the commander's words as her
eyes met those of the man across the crowded room playing a soulful melody that reminded her of what she'd gained.

Yuwen Zhuo was disgruntled. These past weeks he'd been spending more and more time in the secret hideout. An old man needed some kind of refuge from the madness that was going
on in his backyard. The incessant downpour too was grating on his nerves. Still he was thankful for small mercies with the wet weather keeping him away from the riffraff that were
lurking outside his door and they from him. Mostly he was thankful that he didn't have to deal with that girl… Luo He's daughter. For a woman, she took too many liberties and he
certainly didn't care for the sportive manner in which she spoke to his grandson. It wasn't genteel and not becoming of a granddaughter-in-law of the Yuwen clan much less the future
mistress of Qing Shan Yuan.

There was always a chance too that she was going to fill the house with more undesirables? Their ancestors must be turning in the family crypt.

He could hear their chatter outside his private space interspersed with shouts of laughter. Yuwen Zhuo huffed into his beard. Yue'er must have brought her into the secret passage from
the sound of things. That boy was going to send him to an early grave. Not only was he throwing aside at least a hundred years of family tradition and he was far too trusting of the
upstart interloper.

"Oh really? He blew the whole place up?"

"I'd never seen him more terrified."

"Did he really think that the Eyes of God was just an archive of secrets?"

"Well, he was led to believe that it was just an archive of secrets."

"Yuwen Yue, underneath that mask of austerity, you're just a mischievous prankster."

"You've only just discovered that?"

The grandfather clenched the roots of his beard agitated. Those furrowed eyebrows were fast becoming a permanent fixture in recent days. How dare she talk to him so… so… casually?
My grandson… successor to…

But the strange thing, as he was gradually discovering, was how much his grandson was enjoying the banter.

"I'm discovering many things about you… Young Master Yue and so far I'm liking what I'm seeing, " Luo He's daughter replied followed by something what sounded suspiciously like a…
giggle.

That girl, she's... she's no better than a… a… common courtesan from the local brothel… She's leading him astray that one.



"Good, I'm glad… because you're stuck with me for the rest of your life."

Is that… my Yue'er… flirting?

Grandfather was aghast and wheeled himself away from the door. It was just as well that at that moment the elderly gentleman could not see what else had transpired on the other side
it. If he had, he would have been truly scandalized.

Prince Xiang stared at Yuwen Yue's resignation letter with an exasperated expression. He'd lost track of time while debating with himself on the next course of action. A part of him was
itching to tear it up and feed it to Yuwen Yue one piece at a time as punishment. The audacity of that man wanting to resign so that he could marry his ex-rebel slave. Heaven forbid
that all men would take the same attitude because soon there would be no on left in government service. The prince sighed like a man who had given up and slapped his forehead
annoyed that he was even in such a predicament.

While he was contemplating such weighty matters of inconsiderate subordinates, one of his men who had been keeping tabs on the weather situation burst into his study breathlessly.

"Your Highness, things are looking really bad!"

"Calm down and tell me slowly."

"It's the Wei River. The embankments have burst and many of the outlying districts are experiencing flash flooding. Thousands of commoners are evacuating and we don't how many
have drowned. In some areas landslides have been reported."

Immediately the prince took a more business-like tone. "Deploy the second and third companies at once to assist with the relief effort. The rest must remain to protect the city. We don't
know what Yan Xun and his army will get up to while we're gone."

"I don't think we need to worry about that, sir. There's flooding all around the Yellow River basin. He would be hard pressed making it to Meilin Pass."

"Still, one should take precautions. There may be spies in the city. Ensure that the guard at the eastern gate be doubled… no tripled… and all merchants coming and going carefully
searched."

"I doubt anyone would be leaving the city tonight or for the next few days. In fact, we should expect a hoard of refugees to descend on the city in a matter of hours. None of us will be
sleeping tonight."

With his brain going in all different directions, Prince Xiang's eyes eventually found its way to the resignation letter lying on his desk.

Damn that man… but I need him.

"Send someone to fetch Yuwen Yue from Qing Shan Yuan, I need to see him at once."

While he was unintentionally taking years away from the prince's life, Yuwen Yue was happily engaged with female company in his study. He was reading reports while his lady love was
lying on his lap playing contentedly with the parrot.

It was at that moment that Yue Qi bounced into the young master's room excitedly. On realizing what he just walked into, he quickly averted his eyes when he saw that both lady and
gentleman were enjoying a moment of intimacy by the burning brazier in the middle of the room.

"Er… Young Master… there's… er… a messenger outside with an urgent summon from His Highness Prince Xiang. It's an emergency and a matter of national security."

The lady sat up and saw the embarrassment on Yue Qi's face. She put her hand to her mouth trying very hard not to laugh.

The young master was displeased with the interruption but became attentive when he heard the words, "emergency" and "national security".

"Where's the messenger?" Master Yue growled. Concerned though he was, he didn't appreciate the interruption.

"Young Master Yue, His Highness has summoned you to an emergency council to discuss matters regarding flood disaster mitigation."

"The Wei River? Is it bad?" The young master grimaced.

"Very bad, sir… troops have been sent to deal with the ruptured embankment, mass evacuations have begun and civilians are in a state of panic. At present the number of deaths are
yet unknown."

"Baojin? Weinan? Xianyang?"

The messenger shook his head. "The reports trickling in aren't good."



"Tell His Highness I will be there soon with my people once I gear up."

"Yes, sir."

Yuwen Yue turned to his companion, "I'm sorry Xing'er but I need to leave soon. I was hoping things wouldn't come to this. I don't know when I'll be back."

"Let me come with you. I can help."

"You know I can't do that."

"Well, it's better than me staying here wondering if you're alright or what's happening out there especially when I can do something."

"But with things the way they are… you're not exactly His Highness' favourite person right now."

"It's okay, I'll explain things to His Highness."

"Explain? I can't even guarantee that you'll get past the front gate!"

Yuwen Yue was in a quandary that had to be handled carefully. He realised that it was no use talking Xing'er out of going. Or even to try and lock her up, tempting as though that was.
Things were rather tenuous with the prince right now but he also knew that she was right. She could be a great help. Besides her coming with him would be better than her sneaking off
on her own and getting into her unique brand of trouble. At least if she was where he could see her, it would lessen his unease.

After weighing up the advantages and disadvantages he relented. "Alright, just you though. We need to discuss this with His Highness before we can bring anyone else in."

"That's fine." She said eagerly.

"Don't get too excited. He's not going to be happy to see you."

Author's Notes: In the drama Chu Qiao was addressed by the Xiuli men as Chu da ren (literally meaning: great person) which doesn't quite have an equivalent title in English although
da ren can be translated Your Excellency or Her Excellency. So I have made the unilateral decision to use "Lady" Chu here to denote a term of respect.

And I solemnly promise that Yuwen Zhuo will eventually be more than just comic relief.
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