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Synopsis

Mary Gonsalvis wanted a peaceful birthday. Instead, she received a battlefield. Seven unsolicited marriage proposals turned her quiet celebration into a chaotic public spectacle.

To restore order, the local priest issued an unusual decree. Over the next seven days, Mary must meet each suitor one by one before making her final choice on Valentine’s Day.

From a wealthy fisherman promising an empire to a strict veterinary doctor demanding discipline, each man offers a loud, carefully packaged version of her future. Every proposal comes with conditions, expectations, and certainty.

Except one. Romie refuses to compete. While others try to claim her future, he simply offers presence, patience, and a place where she can breathe.

As Valentine’s Day approaches, Mary must decide what love truly means to her. Seven Versions of My Valentine is a heartwarming romance comedy about choosing peace over performance and discovering that real love feels like coming home.

Blurb

Seven men wanted to marry Mary Gonsalvis. None of them asked what she wanted.

Her birthday turns into a public spectacle of proposals, opinions, and pressure, forcing a local priest to step in with an unusual solution. Mary must spend one week meeting each suitor every day before making her choice on Valentine’s Day.

What follows is a charming Goan rom com of mismatched dates, loud promises, awkward moments, and unexpected clarity. While everyone else tries to impress her with certainty and conditions, one man quietly refuses to compete.

Romie does not chase. He listens. He stays.

Seven Versions of My Valentine is a heartwarming rom com about choosing peace over performance, comfort over chaos, and discovering that sometimes the greatest love story is the one that feels like home.
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Prologue 
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The sea was quiet that evening. Slow waves breathed against the shore and slipped back again, leaving soft silver trails on the sand. 

The sky carried gentle shades of pink and gold. It was Valentine’s Day, two years after everything changed.

Mary was near the water, laughing as our little girl Kittie splashed around her ankles. She chased the foam, ran back, then rushed forward again, squealing as the waves followed her.  Mary caught her, lifted her high, and both of them laughed like the world itself had become light.

I was sitting a little away on the rocks near the old lighthouse. Beside me lay a small shopping bag, the dress I had chosen for Mary during shopping, wrapped neatly inside. Two red heart shaped balloons were tied to a stone near my feet. Their ribbons fluttered softly in the breeze.

A book rested in my hands. The one Mary had gifted me today as Valentine’s Day gift. 

“Love Me Like A K-Drama” by Deepali Bakshi. I read some pages, paused, then closed the book gently sliding bookmark inside.

My eyes moved back to them. 

Mary’s hair moved with the wind. Kittie’s laughter sparkled across the waves.

Some evenings remind you of how far life has brought you, not with pain, but with a quiet smile that says everything was worth it.

I removed my glasses, cleaned them carefully with the edge of my sleeve, and wore them again. 

Then I looked toward you, as if you had just come and quietly sat down beside me on the rocks.

You are wondering who I am? 

I am Romie. Mary’s husband. Father of that little girl Kittie who is playing in the sea. 

People talk about Valentine’s Day as if it is only roses and candlelight. Beautiful, dreamy, picture perfect. 

Ours was not like that.

Before Mary chose me, seven men proposed to her. Seven different promises, seven different kinds of love, seven versions of what her life could have been.

Seven days before Valentine’s day, on 6th Feb her one birthday turned into confusion. 

And a Valentine’s Day that truly changed everything. I smiled as I remembered it, the chaos, the noise, and the strange way destiny sometimes plays like a fool before it finally becomes kind.

The waves rolled in again. Our daughter ran back to Mary. Their voices blended softly with the breeze. 

Over the years, we have laughed about every moment, every chaotic detail... and every secret Mary wrote in her small blue diary during those seven days. Years later, she let me read it.

I looked once more at the waves.

Let me tell you the story of my Valentine, Mary, and the seven versions of hers.
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Chapter 1: Mary’s Birthday 
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The evening lights shimmered across the courtyard, hanging like soft stars from the coconut trees. Music on stage floated gently through the air, the kind that makes people tap their feet without realizing it. The house smelled of cake, flowers, and a freshly arranged buffet of Goan delicacies.

Mary twirled in the center of the courtyard, her soft pink fairy dress flowing with every step she took. Glitter dust sparkled on her shoulders, and a tiny ribbon rested in her hair. The children clapped as she spun again, laughing with the rare ease that comes when life feels briefly uncomplicated. Some guests shouted from the side, “Happy birthday, Mary!”

The crowd repeated it joyfully.

Her mother, Gonsalvis Aunty, stood near the cake setup at courtyard..., smiling the proud, quiet smile that belongs only to mothers on their daughter’s birthday. Her father, Mr. Gonsalvis, adjusted the fairy lights on the wall for the fifth time, pretending he was busy, when in truth he was just happy to sit still.

Music played, laughter floated, and conversations moved softly from corner to corner. For a while, the evening felt perfect.

The cake waited on the table, white frosting and pink flowers, with little silver beads shining on top. A plate of bebinca rested beside it, ready to be served once candles were blown.

Friends clicked pictures. Children chased balloons. The world felt light.

Mary closed her eyes for a second and whispered to herself, “Please, let today stay peaceful.” 

Because birthdays were supposed to be about music, smiles, and cake crumbs, but for Mary, every birthday from past 26 years, somehow turned into a little storm. Never simple. Never quiet. Never the way it was meant to be. Later, she would write in her diary that she had felt the storm coming even before the clouds appeared.

She had promised herself this year would be different. No pressure. No decisions. Just one evening that belonged to her.

Somewhere near the buffet counter, I stood alone watching and my parents, greeting guests and talking to them. We had just wished Mary a happy birthday, My mother gave her a soft smile that carried an unspoken meaning. Mom had already told me a few days earlier that they were thinking of speaking to the Gonsalvis family about my proposal for Mary.

I had liked her for years, long before I knew how to name the feeling. Not loudly or dramatically, just a steady warmth that made me notice the way she laughed, the way she greeted everyone, the way her presence gently filled any space she entered.

I stood there with a glass of juice in my hand, smiling to myself, watching the evening unfolds. At that time, I believed it was going to be just another happy birthday celebration.

I did not know that this same evening was about to turn into the beginning of the most unexpected story of our lives.

The band shifted into a cheerful tune. Someone announced that cake cutting would begin soon. Mary laughed, lifted the edge of her dress slightly, and walked toward the table.

At some point, I lifted my glass again and added a little whisky. I do not usually drink at functions, but that evening I needed courage. 

As we had come prepared to talk to Mary’s parents about a proposal, and instead I felt the ground slip from under my feet when I saw Mary again, the fairy in her pink dress, with perfect makeup, and that heartfelt smile that could still calm my storm.

Just then, the gate bell rang.

And that was the moment the story truly began.

Anthony D’Souza, the local veterinarian, walked in holding a bouquet of wild sunflowers, his expression earnest and painfully determined.

He was still wearing his clinic coat over his shirt, as if he had stepped straight out of an examination room and into a life decision he had rehearsed a hundred times in his head.

In his other hand was a small wicker basket, a tiny pink ribbon tied carefully to its handle.

He looked less like a man arriving at a birthday party... and more like a doctor who had come to diagnose love and was ready to prescribe himself as the cure.

Mary’s eyes softened politely. “Anthony... hi. You came.”

“Yes,” he said gently. “I... brought something.”

He opened the basket a little, and a tiny kitten peeked out, bright-eyed and fluffy, with a bell tied around its neck.

Everyone went “Awwww.” except Mary. Her nose twitched. Her eyes blinked twice. 

Then she sneezed.

Once. Twice. Then like a machine gun. “Achoo. Achoo. Achoo.”

Her mother whispered, “Oh Anthony, Mary is allergic to fur.”

Anthony froze like a guilty schoolboy. “I... I did not know... I thought it would be cute.”

Mary tried to smile between sneezes. “It is... very... achoo... cute Anthony.”

Just then, the kitten decided to embrace freedom. It jumped out of the basket, landed on the cake table, sprinted across the frosting, and leapt straight onto the chair.

Children screamed. Someone shouted, “Catch it, catch it.”  One uncle shouted, “Not the bebinca.”

The kitten dodged two or three people, a chair, and one decorative balloon, then disappeared into the garden like a tiny furry ninja.

Anthony panicked. “I am so sorry. One minute. I will handle it.”

He placed the basket aside and turned back toward Mary. He took out a handkerchief gently and offered it to her. “Here. For your allergy. Breathe slowly.” 

Mary wiped her nose, embarrassed, eyes watering, cheeks turning red. The crowd waited, confused, curious, half entertained.

Then Anthony took a deep breath and did the one thing nobody expected. He pulled a small velvet box from his pocket, went down on one knee, and looked up at her with hopeful puppy eyes.

The entire courtyard froze along with me. Forks stopped midair. Music cut silently inside someone’s shocked soul. Even the wind paused for a second.

Mary stared at him, eyes wide, nostrils still trembling from sneezing. 

Anthony cleared his throat. “Mary... we studied together, we walked the same school road, we shared the same dreams once. I know I am not dramatic, I know I am simple, but my feelings are true. Will you marry me?”

Someone whispered, “Oh Jesus, so sweet.” One aunt pressed her hand to her lips. One teenager recorded everything with full excitement. The kitten meowed in the distance like a background sound effect.

Mary blinked three times, still unsure whether to sneeze or respond. “Anthony, please... do not do anything dramatic. It is just my birthday.”

Her heart wasn’t racing. It was... heavy. Not because he was wrong, but because this moment had arrived without asking her if she was ready.

She opened her mouth to speak further. 

But before that...
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Chapter 2: Drama Continues
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The jeep screeched to a halt near the gate, and the banjo party burst forward like a runaway carnival, drums beating, trumpet blaring, cymbals crashing in stubborn enthusiasm.

People turned. Some clutched their plates. Some backed away with their biryani like civilians in a battlefield.

And leading the parade entered...

Macchi Pinto.

Nobody had ever known him by his real name. The whole Goa knew him as Macchi Pinto, the big man of the fish market, owner of boats, cold storage, seafood contracts, and ...and more gold chains than a jewelry shop display. His perfume arrived in the courtyard before he did, strong and salty, like the ocean had been bottled and sprayed with confidence.

He adjusted his sunglasses, even though it was evening, ran a hand through his heavily oiled hair, and walked in with the stride of a man who believed the world was already his.
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