
        
            
                
            
        


	Digital Chains

A Cyberpunk Novel
By Hamed Emampour

 

Dedication

To the brave ladies of Persia (Iran) who fight for their rights of freedom and for the men who support them.

 


Author’s Note

I am an experienced engineer with a cybersecurity certificate who migrated from Iran for a better life.

This novel is a reflection of resistance, control, and the struggle for freedom. In a world where surveillance dictates every aspect of life, the fight for independence becomes more than just survival—it becomes a statement.

This book is dedicated to the courageous women of Iran who fight for their freedom and to the men who stand beside them.

I hope this story serves as a reminder that no system is unbreakable, and no chain lasts forever.

— Hamed Emampour








Prologue – A Letter from the Future

Location: Unknown
Time: The Year 2050
Communication Protocol: Classified | Encrypted

If you're reading this message, it means there’s still hope.
It means there are still those who dare to stare into the darkness.

Years ago, in the suffocating heart of Tehran, there was a girl whose name was only whispered in the shadows: Setareh.
She was a ghost among data streams, a hacker bold enough to look into the bloodshot eyes of FarajA.

They tried to erase her footprints.
They tried to wipe her memory from the city's consciousness.
But data never dies.

You won’t find her name in history books.
Cyber-governments, global networks of FarajA, and digital enforcers reduced every trace of her existence to nothing but ones and zeroes.
But I am here to scream the truth:

Tehran, 2045—a city gasping under neon lights.
Streets where surveillance cameras dictated every breath.
Citizens reduced to entries in a database.

And then, she arrived.

A girl.
A rebel.
A spark.

She fought against the system, but no one knows what happened to her.
Some say she’s still alive.
Some say she has become one with the network.

But one thing is certain—she was the first to challenge the chains.

Now, three decades later, codes still run deep in the darkness.
Symbols still appear on the walls—a black circle with three red lines—a reminder that the heirs of FarajA are ready to reclaim control.

This file contains the last traces of her story.
Attached File: “Digital Chains”

Read.
And beware…

They are listening.
If you are reading this, you are already on their list.

End of message.
Connection terminated.

 


Chapter One – A City in Darkness

Tehran, 2045

Tehran was no longer a city.

It was a colossal, ruthless machine—its streets breathed, its buildings drank the blood of those who lived within them. The sky was buried under layers of toxic clouds, illuminated only by the flickering glow of neon signs. Towering government buildings, shimmering with cybernetic light, loomed over the city like soulless giants.

Valiasr Street. Jomhouri Avenue. Enghelab Square. Once bustling with life, now they were nothing more than corridors of control. Digital walls lined the streets, covered with holographic advertisements and government propaganda messages.

"Security means obedience."
"A model citizen is a controlled citizen."

From the neural broadcast speakers, the voice of the system echoed across the city:

"Warning: The economic crisis is ongoing. Any unauthorized gatherings will be dealt with severely. Current exchange rate: 24,500,000 Tomans per U.S. dollar. Price of bread: 850,000 Tomans. May God grant patience."

Among the shadows of an old building, Setareh stood still. Her hands were buried deep in the pockets of her worn-out black jacket. The drizzling rain settled on her hair, seeping through her thin coat, sending a cold shiver deep into her bones. The air was thick with the sharp scent of wet asphalt and burnt oil, while the neon streetlights reflected off the raindrops, painting the night in shades of yellow and blue.

People shuffled past her—silent, hollow-faced figures, their heads down, moving without purpose. In this city, no one looked at each other. No one dared to step outside their designated paths.

Then, the piercing wail of a siren shattered the silence.

A squad of cyber patrol drones rushed down the street, their thermal scanners sweeping the area like hungry wolves. Setareh held her breath and pressed herself deeper into the shadows.

These machines were merciless.
They could detect the slightest anomaly.
And running was impossible.

With a steady heartbeat, she activated her digital disguise.

Her face, as seen by all surveillance cameras, transformed into the harmless image of a fully authorized, veiled woman—a glitch in the system, a trick she had perfected over the years.

But she knew it wouldn’t last long.

FarajA’s advanced facial recognition algorithms weren’t just tracking faces. They were tracking movements, behavior, and habits. It was only a matter of time before the system adapted.

Suddenly, the blaring horn of a vehicle tore through the night.

A black van screeched to a halt beside her. Its doors swung open.

"Setareh! Get in!"

She recognized the voice.

Arman.

For a split second, she hesitated.
If she got in, she might escape.
If she hesitated too long, she was dead.

The cold metallic footsteps of the patrol drones grew closer.

There was no time to think.

Setareh lunged forward, diving into the van.

The doors slammed shut.

And in the next heartbeat, the van disappeared into the choking darkness of Tehran.

 


Chapter Two – A Past That Won’t Stay Buried

Inside the van, the air was thick with tension.

Setareh sat on the cold metal floor, her back pressed against the vibrating wall of the vehicle. Her breath was uneven, her heartbeat still hammering in her chest. Across from her, Arman gripped the steering wheel tightly, his jaw clenched as he sped through the labyrinth of Tehran’s backstreets.

"You were seconds away from getting caught," he muttered without looking at her.

Setareh exhaled sharply, running a trembling hand through her damp hair. "Yeah, well, I didn’t see you coming with a better plan."

Arman’s sharp eyes met hers in the rearview mirror. "If I hadn’t shown up, you’d be a data entry in FarajA’s database by now."

She didn’t argue. He was right.

Instead, she glanced at the holographic dashboard, scanning for pursuit signals. The van’s cloaking system was still active, scrambling their heat signatures. The drones wouldn’t be able to track them—not yet.

"Where are we going?" she asked.

"To the only place left," Arman replied.

Setareh leaned her head back, closing her eyes for just a moment. The adrenaline was wearing off, leaving behind a familiar exhaustion.

The smell of old paper and bitter tea surfaced in her memory.

 

Tehran, Years Ago

Rain hammered against the windows of their small apartment. The walls were lined with bookshelves, filled with old, dusty volumes—traces of a past when her father had been a university professor.

Setareh, only sixteen at the time, sat by the window, watching her father’s fragile figure slumped on the couch.

Once, he had been a man of knowledge and ideals. Now, he was nothing but skin stretched over brittle bones, broken by poverty, sanctions, and illness.
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