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​Note to the Reader
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Welcome to The Billionaire’s Accidental Vows world, where love is real, family is loud, and peace is a rumor.

This book is a complete story on its own, but it lives in the same universe as the other books. You can start here if you want.

Buut... Just understand one thing:

The narrator is a cat!

A romantic comedy neighborhood where every house has its own drama... and one cat keeps the receipts.
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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events or places is purely coincidental. 

No part of this book may be reproduced or distributed without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations used in reviews. 

The Billionaire’s Accidental Vows Series

The Billionaire’s Accidental Vows: Pixel, the Opinionated Cat

Sixth edition.February,12.2026.

All rights reserved.

Copyright © 2026 Mbiganyi Malidza.

Written by Mbiganyi Malidza.

For everyone who has ever lived with a cat and thought,

“This animal is judging me.”

You were right.



​

“I have observed humans for years.

None of them have improved.”

Pixel—
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​Synopsis
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A family. A scandal. And one cat with standards.

In this family, love stories don’t end. They just change narrators.

And unfortunately for everyone involved, the narrator is Pixel.

He lives in a house full of loud humans who keep falling in love, making vows, breaking rules, and acting shocked when consequences arrive. They call it “romance.” Pixel calls it “a long-running drama with unpaid staff.”

Maude and Elliot are trying to build a peaceful life after the kind of scandal that grows legs and runs laps around the internet. Lena and Damian are learning that marriage under a spotlight doesn’t glow, it burns. Auntie Rose is recovering her privacy with the seriousness of a woman who has survived both Europe and public opinion.

And Pixel? Pixel is watching. Always watching.

From the armrest. From the windowsill. From the exact spot you told him not to sit.

When a fresh wave of attention hits the household and one new secret threatens to split the family like a dropped plate, Pixel becomes the only creature in the home with standards, strategy, and the emotional stability of someone who sleeps eighteen hours a day.

Because truly... someone had to supervise these people.

Expect sharp comedy, tender chaos, and the most honest narrator this family has ever had, because Pixel doesn’t do polite lies. He does judgment. He does loyalty. And he absolutely does not approve... unless snacks are involved.

The Billionaire’s Accidental Vows: Pixel the Opinionated Cat is a hilarious standalone in the Accidental Vows universe, told through the eyes of the only character immune to manipulation: the cat.

One house. Too much chaos. One cat trying to keep the dignity alive.





​
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​Previously in The Honeymooners Who Terrorised Europe...
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Auntie Rose did not go to Europe for romance. She went there for rest. But Europe, as you know, doesn’t respect elderly women with sharp tongues and unfinished business.

Somewhere between airport chaos, suspicious hotel staff, accidental fame, and the kind of travel misunderstandings that end friendships, Auntie Rose’s past came back wearing a smile. The town learned what it never expected: Rose had a love story that predated most people’s opinions, and a Grandpa no one saw coming.

Paris tried to charm her. Rome tried to humble her. Neither succeeded.

By the time the family returned home, the internet had turned their European mess into entertainment and the hometown had turned “welcome back” into a public interrogation.

And then, right when peace tried to settle... someone stole what they had no right to touch.

Now, in Honeymoons, Heartstrings, and Homecomings, the chaos comes home with them.

Not with passports. With receipts.
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​CHAPTER 1 — I Was Promised Peace. I Was Lied To.

[image: ]




I have lived with humans long enough to understand two important truths:


	They will swear they are “done with drama” while actively packing drama into a suitcase, zipping it up, and asking where the charger is.

	If you hear the phrase “we just want a quiet week” in this house, it means something is about to catch fire. Sometimes emotionally. Sometimes literally. Humans are creative like that.



My name is Pixel.

Pixel the cat.

I am the household’s senior supervisor, quality control officer, and the only resident with consistent standards. I did not apply for this role. I inherited it, the same way one inherits noise.

The others call me opinionated as if it’s a personality flaw. It is not. It is a survival tool. If I do not judge them, who will? The neighbors. The internet. Auntie Rose. Gravity. The police. Any one of them, really.

But I do it with dignity.

Or at least I try.

The morning after Serena’s disappearance, the house moved like a place that had survived a storm and was now afraid to make eye contact with its own ceiling. Everyone walked softly, as if loud footsteps might summon another scandal from the walls.

Elliot stepped around the living room like it was an expensive museum exhibit titled: “Consequences: Please Do Not Touch.” He checked the locks, then checked them again, then looked at the locks as if they might confess. His hair was slightly messy, which is how you know a human is stressed. Normally, he styles himself like a man who expects paparazzi around every corner, even in a kitchen.

Maude sat at the dining table with a mug of tea she forgot to drink. She stared into it the way humans stare into liquid when they want answers from the universe. A cat would never do this. If we want answers, we knock something off a surface and watch the reaction. That is data.

Lena stood near the window with her phone in her hand and her eyebrows in a permanent state of betrayal. Damian was behind her, one arm around her waist, trying to look like a calm husband while clearly thinking about punching the concept of social media in the face. His jaw worked slowly, like he was chewing on restraint.

Kabelo’s laptop was open, his eyes half-red. He had the exhausted look of someone who had spent the entire night downloading the internet for evidence. I respect Kabelo’s dedication, but I do not respect his habit of forgetting to close cupboards. He leaves them ajar like invitations. I am forced to push them shut to preserve the household’s dignity.

Auntie Rose sat in her usual chair, the one she considers a throne and everyone else considers an accident waiting to happen if you sit in it wrong. She had her notebook open on her lap and the returned letters tucked safely in a bag beside her like precious cargo.

She looked calm.

This should have been illegal.

Humans, after what happened, should be vibrating. They should be pacing. They should be muttering into pillows. Instead, Auntie Rose sat like the world had merely tried her, failed, and now owed her money.

She glanced at the room, then at me, and her eyes softened.

“Morning, Pixel,” she said, warmly. “Did you sleep?”

I blinked slowly.

This is my official response to unnecessary questions. Of course I slept. I am a cat. Sleep is my lifestyle, my religion, and my protest. If I don’t sleep, I start hearing their secrets through the walls, and then I get blamed for having “a face.”

Maude finally remembered to drink her tea. “I still can’t believe Serena’s page is gone,” she said quietly, like saying the name might summon her.

“It’s not gone,” Kabelo murmured, eyes on his screen. “It’s deactivated. There’s a difference.”

Damian exhaled. “What’s the difference?”

Kabelo didn’t look up. “Gone is gone. Deactivated is... someone running.”

Auntie Rose hummed approvingly. “Yes,” she said softly. “When the noise disappears suddenly, it usually means the person with the megaphone is hiding behind a wall.”

Elliot leaned against the counter, arms crossed. “Advocate Ndlovu said this morning that deactivation doesn’t erase anything,” he said. “Preservation requests are still active. If BrightTown Media tries to delete their records, it becomes its own problem.”

Damian nodded once, grim. “Good.”

Lena turned away from the window. “But the town is still... weird,” she said. “People are acting like we did something wrong. Like Serena is a victim.”

Auntie Rose’s pen scratched lightly across her notebook. “My beloved,” she said, not looking up, “people like Serena train a community like you train a dog.”

Lena’s eyes widened. “Rose—”

Auntie Rose lifted a hand gently. “I’m not insulting dogs,” she clarified. “Dogs are honest. I’m insulting humans. Humans can be trained into nonsense with the promise of belonging.”

She paused, then added, “Also dogs bite the right people sometimes, which I appreciate.”

I lifted my head at that. Dogs are noisy, but that neighbor’s dog did contribute to the removal of several intruders from the premises. I will not praise the dog, because I am not desperate, but I acknowledge the dog’s service.

Maude’s phone buzzed.

Everyone froze at once, because this house has become allergic to notifications.

Maude glanced down, then frowned. “It’s... a message request.”

Damian’s voice sharpened. “From who?”

Maude turned the screen slightly. “Unknown account.”

Kabelo sat up. “Don’t open it,” he said immediately. “Screenshot the sender name first.”

Maude did, then hesitated. “The name is... ‘StandardsAndTruth.’”

I flicked my tail once in disgust.

Humans and their usernames. They always choose names that scream, “I am definitely not the villain,” right before doing villainous things.

Elliot stepped closer. “Could be Serena,” he murmured.

Auntie Rose didn’t look worried. She looked mildly offended, like someone had knocked with dirty hands.

“Open it,” she said calmly.

Maude blinked. “Rose—”

“Open it,” Auntie Rose repeated. “We are not hiding from words anymore. We document them.”

Kabelo nodded. “Open it, but don’t reply,” he said. “I’ll record the screen.”

Maude tapped.

A message appeared, short and smug:

You think you won. You don’t know what you started.

Under it, a second message:

The cat is funny. But cats die too.

The room went silent.

I kept my face neutral, because I am a professional, but inside I felt a certain... irritation. Not fear. Irritation.

Threatening me is a bold choice. I have claws. I have teeth. I have eyes that glow in the dark. Also, I have witnesses. I am basically a celebrity in this house, and celebrities are hard to harm without consequences.

Maude’s mouth went dry. “They mentioned Pixel.”

Damian’s voice turned cold. “Now they’re threatening the cat.”

Elliot’s jaw tightened. “Whoever this is, they’re escalating.”

Auntie Rose stared at the message, then sighed in that slow, disappointed way she reserves for people who are not only evil but also unoriginal.

“My beautiful ones,” she said softly, “this is what happens when you remove someone’s stage. They start threatening the furniture.”

“I’m not furniture,” I thought, but I did not say it out loud. Humans don’t appreciate accurate corrections.

Lena’s eyes flashed. “We should report this immediately.”

Kabelo was already typing. “Already saved,” he said. “Timestamped.”

Elliot crouched slightly beside me, his hand hovering as if asking permission to touch me. He is polite like that, which I respect. I allowed him two strokes. That is all. I am not a charity.

“Pixel,” he murmured, voice low, “you’re safe.”

I blinked slowly.

Safe is a large word for a house full of humans. But I appreciated the attempt.

Auntie Rose closed her notebook and set it aside with calm deliberation. “We will report it,” she said. “And then we will do something else.”

Maude looked up. “What.”

Auntie Rose’s eyes glittered. “We will celebrate,” she said.

Damian stared. “Rose... we just got a threat.”

“Yes,” Auntie Rose replied, unbothered. “Which means we are important enough to bother. So we will celebrate in their faces.”

Lena’s brows drew together. “How.”

Auntie Rose smiled sweetly. “Food,” she said. “And laughter. And a small family gathering. Not for the town. For ourselves.”

Maude’s lips parted, uncertain. “Today.”

Auntie Rose nodded. “Today.”

Elliot exhaled slowly. “Rose, maybe we should wait until—”

Auntie Rose lifted a hand. “My beloved, let me teach you something,” she said softly. “If you postpone joy until the world behaves, you will die waiting.”

Maude’s throat bobbed as she swallowed. Damian looked torn between fear and admiration. Lena’s eyes softened slightly, as if she’d needed someone to say that.

I stretched and jumped onto the couch backrest, adopting my supervisory position. If they were going to do a gathering, it required strict oversight. Humans treat gatherings like opportunities to over-talk, over-eat, and under-think.

Kabelo’s phone buzzed.

He glanced down. “Another message,” he muttered.

Damian’s face darkened. “From the same account.”

Kabelo frowned. “No,” he said slowly. “It’s from... BrightTown Media.”

The room stiffened again.

Kabelo read aloud carefully:

“Hello. We’re reaching out for an official statement regarding recent allegations and developments. We would like to schedule an interview to ‘clarify’ the situation. We also have an opportunity for a feature on Auntie Rose’s story, as it has captured public interest.”

Damian snorted, harsh. “They want an interview. After everything.”

Maude looked nauseous. “They’re still chasing content.”

Auntie Rose’s eyes narrowed with a kind of calm disdain that could strip paint. “They stole my privacy,” she said softly. “Now they want me to sit under their lights and explain my pain politely.”

Lena’s hands clenched. “Say no.”

Kabelo’s fingers hovered above the keyboard. “I won’t reply,” he said. “Advocate Ndlovu should handle it.”

Elliot nodded. “Yes.”

Auntie Rose leaned back, her gaze thoughtful. “My beautiful ones,” she murmured, “I will speak. But not to them. Not on their terms.”

Maude blinked. “What do you mean?”

Auntie Rose smiled faintly. “If my story must be told, it will be told with dignity,” she said. “It will not be cut into clips and fed to hungry strangers like scraps.”

Damian’s voice was tight. “So what. A book.”

Auntie Rose’s eyes glittered. “Perhaps,” she said softly.

Maude stared at her. “Rose... are you actually considering—”

Kabelo’s screen dinged again. “And there’s more,” he said, voice shifting.

Elliot’s posture tightened. “What now?”

Kabelo turned his laptop slightly so we could see. “Someone made a compilation,” he said. “A ‘Best of Accidental Vows’ video. It’s trending locally.”

He clicked play.

The screen showed a montage: Maude and Elliot in Europe, Lena’s wedding clip, a blurred shot of Auntie Rose’s face mid-sentence, the neighbor’s dog barking, then Pixel, sitting on the couch, looking annoyed.

The caption across the video read:

THE TOWN’S MOST DRAMATIC FAMILY RETURNS: PART TWO

Maude covered her mouth. “They’re using Pixel as a character.”

Damian’s face hardened. “They’re turning our lives into a series.”

Auntie Rose watched quietly. “Of course,” she murmured. “People love a story. They just don’t respect the humans inside it.”

Elliot’s voice went low. “This is going to get worse before it gets better.”

Kabelo nodded. “Yes,” he said. “The more they clip, the more they feed it.”

Lena sank onto a chair. “I’m so tired,” she whispered.

Auntie Rose’s gaze softened. “My beloved,” she said gently, “we are not tired because we are weak. We are tired because we have been carrying other people’s obsession.”

She turned toward Maude and Elliot. “Which is why,” she continued, voice sharpening, “you two will not hide in shame.”

Maude blinked. “Rose—”

“No,” Auntie Rose said firmly. “You will not.”

Elliot exhaled. “What are you suggesting?”

Auntie Rose’s smile returned, sly and bright. “I’m suggesting,” she said, “that if the town wants to watch, we give them one image they cannot twist.”

Damian frowned. “Rose, don’t.”

Auntie Rose lifted her chin. “A family photo,” she said. “One. Clean. Happy. And then silence. Let them chew on that.”

Kabelo looked uncertain. “That could fuel them.”

Auntie Rose shrugged lightly. “They are already fueled,” she replied. “At least this fuels them with something that doesn’t bleed.”

Lena rubbed her forehead. “I hate that she’s right.”

Maude’s eyes flicked to Elliot, then back to Auntie Rose. “And the wedding encore,” she whispered, half scared, half amused.

Auntie Rose’s eyes gleamed. “Ah,” she said softly. “Yes. The encore.”

Elliot’s lips twitched in spite of himself. “Rose...”

Auntie Rose leaned forward slightly, voice full of mischief she pretends she doesn’t have. “My beloved,” she said, “you cannot be famous and also be shy. Choose one.”

Maude laughed once, despite everything. It slipped out like a cough and surprised even her.

Damian stared at Maude, then shook his head. “This family is insane,” he muttered.

I agreed silently.

The best families are.



By midday, the kitchen smelled like onions, spices, and human determination. Damian moved around with the serious energy of a man trying to cook his way back into control. Lena chopped vegetables with the sharp focus of someone who would like to chop Serena too but has chosen legality.

Maude set plates out, trying to make everything feel normal. Elliot hovered, assisting where he could, though he was clearly a man who’d rather negotiate a business merger than decide how much salt belongs in anything.

Kabelo sat at the table with his laptop open, coordinating with Advocate Ndlovu through email. Ms. Kgetleng wasn’t physically present today, but her influence was: her checklists, her calm directives, her insistence on documentation.

And me.

I sat on the windowsill, watching the street.

Because while humans were cooking joy, the town was still out there, sniffing around like it smelled something interesting.

A car slowed down outside.

Then another.

I saw a head turn toward our house. A phone lifted briefly.

I narrowed my eyes.

I have a particular look I use for strangers. It’s a look that says: “If you try it, I will haunt you.”

The phone lowered.

Good.

Auntie Rose walked into the living room, her scarf adjusted, her posture unbothered. She looked at me on the windowsill and smiled.

“Pixel,” she said softly, “you are guarding us.”

I blinked.

She stepped closer, voice gentle. “I see you,” she added.

I looked away, because I am not sentimental.

But my tail flicked once.



The doorbell rang.

Everyone froze again.

Elliot’s body shifted instantly, protective. Damian grabbed the nearest heavy object, which was a serving spoon. Lena’s hands tightened around the knife she was using to cut tomatoes, then she remembered she wasn’t in a movie and set it down with visible effort.

Kabelo’s eyes widened. “We’re not expecting anyone.”

Auntie Rose lifted a hand calmly. “I am,” she said.

Maude blinked. “Rose... you invited someone.”

Auntie Rose nodded. “Yes,” she replied. “Two people.”

Damian stared. “Who.”

Auntie Rose smiled sweetly. “You will see,” she said.

Elliot exhaled slowly. “Rose, please tell me you didn’t invite the town.”

Auntie Rose looked mildly insulted. “I invited family,” she replied. “Not hunger.”

She walked to the door calmly and opened it.

Two people stood outside: an older woman with a stern face and a basket in her arms, and a man beside her who looked like he’d been dragged there against his will.

Lena gasped. “Mama.”

Her mother stepped inside without asking, eyes scanning the living room as if inspecting the stability of the walls. “I brought bread,” she announced.

Damian’s shoulders loosened. “Mama Lena,” he said respectfully, stepping forward.

Lena’s mother nodded once, then looked around. “Are you all safe,” she asked bluntly.

Elliot nodded. “Yes,” he said carefully. “For now.”

Lena’s mother’s gaze landed on Auntie Rose. Her face softened slightly. “Rose,” she said quietly, “you’re brave.”

Auntie Rose smiled gently. “I am tired,” she corrected. “But yes, I am also brave.”

The man behind Lena’s mother cleared his throat. “I’m just here because she made me,” he muttered.

Auntie Rose turned her head slowly, eyes narrowing. “Ah,” she said. “So the cousin has arrived.”

The man stiffened. “I’m not a cousin,” he snapped.

Auntie Rose’s smile turned sharp. “Then why do you look guilty,” she asked calmly.

Silence.

Maude blinked rapidly. “Who is he?”

Lena’s mother sighed. “This,” she said flatly, “is my nephew.”

Damian’s brows drew together. “Your nephew. Why is he here.”

The man shifted uncomfortably. “I don’t know why you all are acting like—”

Kabelo’s eyes narrowed. “What’s your name,” he asked calmly, in the tone of someone who already knows.

The man hesitated. “Tiro,” he said finally.

Auntie Rose nodded slowly. “Tiro,” she repeated, tasting the name like it was suspicious meat. “Yes. I remember you.”

Maude’s stomach tightened. “Rose... do you think he’s involved.”

Tiro’s eyes widened. “Involved in what.”

Auntie Rose’s voice stayed gentle, which was how you knew she was dangerous. “My beloved,” she said softly, “don’t play surprised in a house where we file things now.”

Lena’s mother placed her basket on the table with a loud thud. “Tell them,” she commanded.

Tiro swallowed. “Tell them what.”

“Tell them you were at Serena’s house,” Lena’s mother snapped. “Tell them you saw her with that laptop and those folders. Tell them you heard her bragging.”

The room went very still.

Elliot’s eyes sharpened. Damian’s jaw tightened. Kabelo leaned forward slightly, like a camera focusing.

Maude’s breath caught.

And me?

I sat tall, ears forward.

Because finally, something interesting was happening that didn’t involve an onion.

Tiro’s face flushed. “I didn’t do anything,” he muttered.

Auntie Rose tilted her head. “No,” she agreed softly. “But you were close to someone doing everything.”

Tiro’s eyes darted around the room, cornered by attention. “I just... I went there to deliver something. I didn’t know she was—”

“—a monster,” Lena whispered.

Tiro flinched. “Don’t say that.”

Auntie Rose’s voice was calm. “Then explain her,” she replied.

Tiro opened his mouth, then closed it.

And in that moment, I understood.

Humans do this thing where they protect the villain because they’re embarrassed they were ever impressed by them.

Tiro wasn’t loyal to Serena.

He was loyal to his own pride.

Auntie Rose stepped closer, not threatening, just present. “My beloved,” she said softly, “you came here because your aunt forced you. But you will speak because truth is lighter than fear.”

Tiro’s shoulders sagged. “She has... a drive,” he admitted quietly. “A small one. She keeps it in her bag.”

Kabelo’s eyes narrowed. “A flash drive.”

Tiro nodded.

Damian’s voice went cold. “With what.”

Tiro swallowed. “Screenshots,” he whispered. “Voice notes. Photos. Stuff people sent her. Stuff she... took.”

Lena’s eyes filled with rage. “That’s the insurance folder.”

Tiro nodded again, miserably.

Elliot’s gaze sharpened. “Where is it now?”

Tiro shook his head. “I don’t know,” he said quickly. “After the police came, she started moving things around. She was panicking.”

Auntie Rose’s expression stayed calm. “And you,” she said softly, “you watched.”

Tiro’s face crumpled. “I didn’t think it would get this big,” he whispered. “She made it sound like... like justice. Like she was protecting the town.”

Auntie Rose let out a small, humorless laugh. “Ah,” she murmured. “Justice with ads.”

Kabelo’s fingers flew over his keyboard. “We need this as a statement,” he said, eyes sharp. “A formal one.”

Tiro’s eyes widened. “No, I can’t—”

Lena’s mother cut him off. “Yes you can,” she said. “Because you are not going to be used as a fool and then dumped like rubbish.”

Tiro looked like a man who wanted to disappear into the floor.

Damian’s voice was low. “If you’re scared, then you should be,” he said. “But you should be scared of the wrong person. Not us. Not Rose. Not the law.”

Elliot stepped forward slightly, calmer than Damian but just as firm. “You help us,” he said, “and you help yourself.”

Maude swallowed hard. “And you help everyone she threatened,” she added quietly.

Tiro’s eyes flicked to me on the windowsill, then away quickly. Good. Even he understood where authority lived.

Auntie Rose’s voice softened, the steel wrapped in kindness again. “My beloved,” she said gently, “Serena threatened the cat.”

Tiro blinked. “What.”

Auntie Rose nodded. “Yes,” she replied. “So now I am personally invested.”

Tiro looked horrified. “She’s insane.”

I blinked slowly in agreement.

Because at last.

Someone said it out loud.

And as the kitchen filled with the scent of food and the living room filled with the weight of a confession, I realized something important:

The town’s storm wasn’t over.

It was changing shape.

Serena had been removed from her stage, but the machine she built still had moving parts. People still held pieces of her. People still feared what she might release.

Which meant this wasn’t only a “cat narrates chaos” story.

This was a supervision story.

A standards story.

A “humans need adult supervision and the adult is a cat” story.

Someone had to supervise these people.

And apparently, that someone was me.

Because the moment Tiro finally whispered, “I’ll give a statement,” Maude’s phone buzzed again.

She glanced down, face draining.

“It’s another message request,” she said quietly.

Elliot’s posture tightened. “From who?”

Maude swallowed hard. “From an account called... ‘PixelFanClubOfficial.’”

I closed my eyes.

I have never wanted to run away from my own home more than I did in that second.

Because when humans start making fan clubs, they stop being normal entirely.

And the worst part?

They don’t even ask permission.

They just start.
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​CHAPTER 2 — The Fan Club, the Flash Drive, and the Horrifying Discovery That Humans Have Printers

[image: ]




If you have never had your name followed by the words “Official Fan Club,” you may not understand the unique terror it produces.

It is not the fear of harm. It is not the fear of death. It is the fear of being misunderstood loudly by strangers who believe admiration is permission.
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