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Introduction

Under the relentless sun of a remote village jungle, a herb hunter’s quest for rare treasure leads to an unearthly encounter. A barefoot bride from the realm of jinn offers forbidden riches and ethereal love, but at the cost of a millionaire’s total ruin.

This tale explores where human greed meets supernatural temptation, blending mystery, passion, and tragic downfall.

The Scorching Afternoon

The heat was relentless, spreading its fierce grip over everything around. The sun’s intensity made every breath feel like fire passing through the lungs. I was sitting in an ice cream café, slowly savoring a cone, while other people lounged around, trying to escape the blazing sun. Glass panels surrounded the café, keeping the worst of the heat at bay, and the coolness inside felt like a gentle relief to the soul. As I took my first bite of the ice cream, the chill melted through me, calming the fire that the sun had kindled within. Anyone who has experienced such oppressive heat knows how magical it feels to sit somewhere cold and enjoy a frozen treat.

A Stranger’s Story

Then my eyes fell on a middle-aged man. Despite the unbearable heat, he sat on a bench outside, seemingly oblivious to the discomfort. His clothes were old and worn, his beard untamed, and his face etched with lines that spoke of countless battles with life. Looking into his eyes, I felt a pang in my chest—an understanding that life had dealt him harsh blows without mercy or pity. When I glanced again, he had lowered his head, carrying the weight of the world as if every hardship had left a permanent mark on his shoulders.

Breaking the Silence

Something about him made me feel that he was lost deep in thought. Without thinking much, I got up, grabbed a cup of ice cream, and opened the glass door to step outside. I called out gently, almost playfully, “Hey uncle, what are you doing out here in this scorching heat?”

He lifted his head slowly and looked at me with steady, penetrating eyes. “Nothing,” he muttered.

I smiled to myself and repeated, “I mean... uncle, why are you out here in this heat? Even in air-conditioned rooms, people struggle to escape the heat. What brings you here?” I gestured toward the café. “Look, people are enjoying their ice cream, cooling down in here... and here you are, sitting out in the sun.”

Sharing the Bench

The moment I handed him the ice cream, I said, “Here, uncle, have this. You need something to cool down.”

Then, without thinking, I sat down on the bench beside him. He turned to me and said, “Why are you sitting here with me, kid? It’s so hot out here.”

I smiled and suggested, “Well, uncle, why don’t we go inside where it’s cooler?”

He shook his head slowly. “No, boy... I don’t feel the heat or the cold anymore.”

I paused, surprised. I had never met anyone like that before—someone who seemed completely unaffected by the harshness of the seasons. I realized he meant it literally: summer didn’t burn him, and winter didn’t chill him. It was as if he had detached from the ordinary sensations that everyone else took for granted.

Convincing the Elder

I insisted to the old man, “Come on, let’s go inside. It’ll be more comfortable.” At first, he resisted, shaking his head slowly, but eventually, he agreed to follow me into the ice cream café.

As soon as we stepped in, people’s eyes turned toward us. They stared in a way that was almost unsettling, as if they had just seen something ghostly or completely out of place. From their expressions, I could tell what they were thinking: “Why is he bringing this filthy, ragged beggar inside? This place isn’t meant for someone like him.”

Even the old man seemed slightly embarrassed by all the stares. I should mention here that I always address any elderly person I meet as “uncle” out of respect, and he let me lead the way. A few moments later, we were seated at a table, and I ordered two ice creams.

Standing Up for Respect

When the waiter approached us, he glared at the old man and said harshly, “Hey! Who let you in? This isn’t for you. Get out!”

The old man started to rise, clearly startled and hurt. But before he could take another step, I snapped at the waiter, my voice firm and sharp: “Hold on! What kind of behavior is this? Do you have any common sense when speaking to an elder? Show some respect!”

The waiter froze, clearly taken aback. In that moment, I made it very clear that no one could humiliate someone sitting beside me, especially not an elder who had just agreed to follow me.

Not Allowed

Hearing me speak, the waiter pulled a strange face and replied in a crooked, dismissive tone, “Sir, people like him are not allowed here.”

I looked straight at him and said, “Don’t talk nonsense. Call your manager.”

His attitude changed instantly. “Sorry, sir... please don’t involve the manager. I’ll bring your order right away.” And with that, he quickly walked away.

A Question in My Eyes

I turned toward Baba and looked at him closely. There was something in his condition that demanded an answer, though I didn’t want to sound harsh.

“Why has your life become like this?” I asked quietly.

I didn’t press him further. I simply looked at Baba with questioning eyes, the kind that ask without forcing, waiting for him to speak when he felt ready.

An Unexpected Claim

The waiter returned and placed the ice cream on the table. I picked one up and gently handed it to Baba. “Here, Baba. Have this.”

Baba looked at me, smiled softly, and took the ice cream from my hand. He took a slow bite, savored it for a moment, and then looked at me again.

“Look, son,” he said calmly, “I am a billionaire.”

For a second, I was completely stunned. My face must have given away my shock, because Baba noticed it immediately.

A Question Before the Truth

Seeing my expression, Baba spoke again, almost reading my thoughts. “Do you know why my condition became like this? And do you think I am responsible for it... or someone else is?”

I didn’t say anything. I just looked at him, confused yet curious. It felt as if he had asked the questions himself and was already preparing to answer them.

Baba paused, took another small bite of his ice cream, and said quietly, “Son, there’s a very long story behind this.”

The Billionaire’s Long Story

I looked over at Baba Ji, my gaze showing him that I was absolutely ready to listen. I didn't say a word, but the look on my face—the curiosity, the deep interest—must have been obvious, because he smiled gently. He leaned in just a little, almost as if sharing a close secret, and began to speak.

​"Well, son," he started, his voice a low rumble. "Let me tell you this: my life began in a village. I was a resident of that small place since I was a child. It’s a village called Jaboti (or sometimes referred to as Djibouti in old records). And let me be clear, this village wasn't known for its great views or for wealthy people. No, boy. That particular place was actually famous for one thing, and one thing only: mysterious and often baffling events."

The Village of Hidden Treasures

The area where I lived, my boy, was practically a jungle. It was a dense wilderness, truly. You could find every kind of herb and medicinal plant imaginable in there. And the flowers! All sorts of flowers were there—a treasury of natural resources, truly. But don’t let the beauty fool you. The path through that jungle was terrifying; it felt like everything was ready to swallow you whole, just waiting to attack.”

“My work, right from the start, was to search for various kinds of valuable and expensive herbs. I had been doing this since I was just thirteen years old, believe it or not. Every single morning, I would head out to find these herbs. I had a specific buyer, a city man, who was my main seller. He would give me pictures of different plants and medicinal herbs, and my job was to search for them tirelessly. Whatever I managed to find, I would bring it back to him, and he would then sell it further.

The Jungle’s Terrifying Secrets

“Yes, I was telling you about the terrifying nature of that jungle. There were parts of the path, you see, where the trees were so tightly packed and overgrown that their branches leaned towards you, casting shadows that felt like a frightening ghost or a witch was watching us. You can imagine how dark it was just from this fact: even if you walked that path in the middle of the day, the darkness was so deep it felt like a pitch-black, sinister night.”

“Then there were other places—and this was even stranger—where everything appeared reddish even during the day, as if the trees were burning! There was no actual fire, mind you, but the burning sensation in the air was intense, just like standing near a blazing inferno. I would keep gathering my courage, though, and continue my search for the herbs.”

“One time, my buyer from the city told me about a specific herb that he absolutely needed. He said if I found it, we could become incredibly wealthy—rich beyond our
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