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what sort of prompts are these?

Clotho, Lachesis, and Atropos are the three sisters of Fate that spin,

measure, and cut the threads of life. The Moirai might have sprung up in

ancient Greece, but time waits for no myth and the present (and

near-future) worlds are ripe for prompts. Grab your Muse, a double-shot of

predestination, and let the plot bunnies fly!

This eBook contains 31 prose prompts, which are one or more sentences

of story. This type of prompt is meant to invoke a setting, emotion, or plot

idea. They can be used in multiple ways and I've included examples of

those at the end of the book.

The prompts are set in a variety of genres including fantasy and science

fiction, but many are not genre-specific. If you're not familiar with my style

of prompts, please hop over to my website (www.Martha.net) and check out

the Saturday Story Prompts category.

This eBook contains a mix of Saturday Story Prompts previously posted to

the blog as well as prompts that will be posted in the future.

Prompts are not divided into categories and have been mixed to make sure

themes and genres are not clumped together. The prompts are meant to be

read in this random order to shake up your muses and get them hopping

around between wildly different ideas!
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Prompts

1. Working with the raw materials of humanity corrupted the Fates slowly,
but surely. So once a century Clotho would spin off that patina and a copy
of the sisters would wake in the world below.

2. "Of course you can refuse your destiny." Atropos gave a dry laugh and
waved him away without looking up from her work. "Most people do!"

"But it's fate," he argued. "How can you undo predestination and still have it
be predestination?"

"Because humans rarely take no for an answer?" She shrugged. "You're
flawed creations, so the rules don't always stick. Your Fate is still out there,
waiting for you to change your mind."

3. The threads of life fed from Clotho's spindles into a massive loom,
intermingling in a complex pattern that Lachesis tended while Atropos
made careful measured cuts. They'd tried once to improve the process, to
match technology as it grew, but Destiny was too raw and unpredictable for
anything but the simplest of tools.

4. "You can't be a Fate, you're a guy!"

"I can be whatever I want to, thank you very much." Clotho put down his
spindle and glared at the teenager who'd charged into his house. "I'm also
good at being a very large, very unfriendly spider, so why don't you try this
again from the top."

5. There were some threads Atropos refused to cut.

6. The massive computer complex was only one hub of a network that
encompassed every aspect of humanity. As the world went about its daily
grind the three central Fates carefully curated each life according to the
plans laid down generations earlier.
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7. Three days after babies are born their threads are spun, measured, cut,
and hung around their necks in intangible loops. Only the very unlucky can
catch glimpses of those silver strands, slowly tarnishing and shrinking as
the years go by.

8. "I don't want to do this anymore."

Clotho almost dropped her coffee as Atropos stared down at her half-eaten
cheesecake with a tired despair.

9. The Fates are quiet, watchful things that hover on the edges of
comprehension. He can see them from the corners of his eyes, if the
shadows are still enough, a trio of cat-like ghosts with golden eyes.

10. "But if you know everyone's destinies, why can't you stop them?" She
pointed to the ugly snarl in the weave three years ahead. "Change
something so that doesn't happen."

"We've tried." Lachesis ran her fingers over the tangle, feeling the echoes
of pain and terror. "Our tools won't work on the weave itself, but we've tried
to directly intervene on earth in the past. It's only made things worse. Never
better."

11. It wasn’t as bad having Clotho as a college roommate as I expected.
Sure Lachesis was prone to dropping in to check on how her little sister
was doing and giving me these measuring looks, but at least Atropos left us
alone. Except for that one time, but I don’t like to think about that.

12. Lachesis took her work to the crocheting club that met every other
Tuesday in the yarn store.

13. The sisters rarely spend time together anymore. As their mythos faded,
so did their calling and in the bright lights of the planet-wide cities, there's
no believers left to spin or weave or measure for.

14. "What I've given you is a bit of thread," Lachesis pulled Luka's deftly out
of his sternum and handed it to him. "You can stretch it out, burn it faster or
slower, do whatever you like with it. But that's all you get."
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"What happens if I stretch it?" He tugged hesitantly on the ends.

"You have a very boring life," she sniffed. "It'll be longer, but there won't be
much to it. It's like adding blank pages to a book, it won't change the story
but it will take longer to flip through."

15. Clotho could tell what sort of life it would be, even before the thread
touched Lachesis's fingers. Thick, thin, straight spun or misshapen, she
could feel the pattern of joys and sorrows as it twisted onto her spindle.

16. Atropos took a job as an actuary on a whim, bemused by the idea that
humans thought math could predict the future. But over the decades her
dalliance became an infatuation, as she discovered just how far the
equations could go.

17. I'm pretty sure the three women in 5C are actually the Fates, but the
eldest one keeps glaring at me when I come down the hall so I'm too
terrified to ask.

18. "You weren't expecting him to die?" She watched the old woman
carefully unwind an invisible thread from around the patient's head. "But
you're Death—"

"No, no, I've enough work without that." Atropos gave her a measured look
as she tucked the thread in one of her many pockets. "I cut his thread the
day he was born girl, he was due another thirty years yet, but you can't
make someone follow fate. Still, at least he was an organ donor so this'll go
to good use." She patted her pocket and turned to leave the room."

19. It could have been terrifying knowing that there would never be secrets
here. Lachesis had already seen the whole of her life, good and bad, but
Melony found it oddly comforting instead.

20. "I don't even believe in you!"

"I never said you had to," said Lachesis without looking up from her coffee.
"Fate doesn't require belief, it simply is."
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21. Clotho visited earth more frequently than her sisters, who'd grown tired
of the incessant chatter of humanity. She insisted it was to get a better feel
for the sorts of lives her threads would feed, but if she was honest it was
mostly for the movies.

22. "So do you know how the world will end?" He looked down the loom as
her magic worked the shuttle and beaters. Threads of life floated up from
the baskets as needed, weaving themselves into the ever-changing
patterns.

"Yes," she said without apology. "But you won't see it here. This loom
weaves the present, not the future."

23. The Fates didn't fade with the rest of the old gods, they were too primal,
too base a belief to fall prey to the whims of religion

24. "There are roughly four people born every second," he said,
unconvinced.

"There's more than one of me at times," Clotho said with a chuckle. "One
for every person born, to be exact. There are benefits to godhood now and
then."

25. The Moirai weren't the only Fates and from time to time Lachesis
measured and wove inhuman threads into her patterns. But the day when
Clotho brought her a spindle of golden artificial intelligence, everything
changed.

26. "So I can't change anything? You've planned this since the day I was
born?"

"I didn't plan anything," said Lachesis. "I merely looked at all that would be
and measured accordingly."

"Then measure it again! You made this happen— Fix it!"
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27. The more complicated life became the more generalized their
Destinies. There were just too many people, too many possibilities for
Lachesis to do more than measure the basic outlines of urban lives.

28. "You can't stop me," she stood on the edge of the railing a heartbeat
from falling.

"Then jump," said Atropos. "You'll fall, but you won't die. You'll drown, but
you won't die. You'll freeze in the waters and break on the rocks but you
won't die. So go ahead, test me. Jump."

29. If you worked for long enough on the maternity ward you'd see them,
ghostly shadows that hovered on the edges of sight and the purr-hiss-click
of thread being spun and measured and cut.

30. The threads of life were ugly misshapen things. Even after all these
centuries of practice, Destiny fought against Clotho's spindle.

31. Atropos knew living down among the threads was a bad idea, it was so
much easier to wield the shears when her job was abstract and
emotionless. Here, where the threads had names and faces, families and
dreams… it hurt. She looked out across the park and thought of the
promise she'd made all those centuries ago.
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How do I use these prompts?

Prose prompts are one or more sentences of an unfinished story. This type
of prompt is meant to invoke a setting, emotion, or plot idea that the writer
can expand upon.

They are more restrictive than single-word prompts, but that extra layer of
context will sometimes make it easier to get your Muses in gear.

These prompts can be used in a wide variety of ways and I’ll cover the
most common ones below and then provide some example responses.

The best part about these types of prompts is that they are wide open to
remixing, so there’s really no wrong way to go about it!

Like, Literally Dude!

The easiest way to use a prose prompt is as the start of a scene.

This can be verbatim use or a slight rewrite to fit your own style, but you
simply continue the story from where the prompt ended. Much like the
‘finish this sentence’ prompt, this method is only concerned with what
happens next.

Don’t worry if the prompt drops you into the middle of a fight or a
conversation. Pick up from that point and move forward, you can write the
missing bits later if the plot bunnies strike. The purpose of the prompt is to
jumpstart the creative process, not replace it!

I use a randomly selected prompt this way as a warm-up exercise since it’s
very limiting on where the story can go.

Prompt: You could see the lights of the city from miles away, tiny glimmers
of civilization scattered among the weeds.
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Genre Neutral response

You could see the lights of the city from miles away, tiny glimmers of
civilization scattered among the weeds. I wasn’t used to the flatlands and
their endless horizons yet and it was creepy in ways I couldn’t quite put
words to. My hometown was all well-forested hills– you were lucky if you
could see around the next bend in the road, much less fifty miles.

Fantasy response

Even here at the edge of the forest the lights of the city still called out to
him, tiny glimmers of civilization scattered among the weeds. For a moment
the pull of home was stronger than the curse and he stood there, entangled
in the memories of everything he’d lost.

Rough Ideas

The next way to use the prompt is to spark an idea based on the concept
presented and not the actual words.

This allows you more freedom than the first method while still limiting things
enough that you aren’t fighting to find a topic. Part of getting past Writer’s
Block is the hurdle of ‘what do I want to write about?’ when there are an
infinite number of answers.

I use this method when I’m trying to start a new story from a prompt that
I’ve chosen ahead of time. This rarely works well for me when the prompt is
randomly drawn.

Prompt: History 131 was much more interesting when your teacher was an
Immortal.

Concept: Teachers who are immortal would be more entertaining when
teaching history classes because they had lived through the events.
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Science Fiction response

The ancient interface was caked with dust, but it slowly warmed to the
touch as the city awoke from hibernation. If their luck held and the AI was
intact, they’d finally have a teacher with first-hand knowledge of the war.

Urban Fantasy/Magical Realism response

Professor Daniels was one of the first immortals she’d met that made no
attempt to hide his curse. It was actually a selling point of the doctoral
program that the university had managed to attract non-humans into the
faculty, but sitting down to a lecture from one was so much more
fascinating than she could have hoped.

Multiverse Genre Shift, GOGOGO!

Say you’ve gone hunting for a prompt in the Saturday Story Prompt
archives and your random pick is something in a genre you don’t write (or
want to try).

For many prompts, it’s easy to change genres by invoking Clarke’s Third
Law or its inverse, but sometimes you have to stretch a little further to get
the shift to work.

It’s a little more work than just using the basic concept, but it can generate
some fun and unusual twists!

Prompt: Choosing a magical companion animal wasn’t something one
undertook lightly, after all choosing the wrong pet could absolutely ruin your
chances of getting an invitation to the ball.

Concept: The choice of a partner, pet, or tool can have a significant social
impact.
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Science Fiction response

Battlesuits ranged from thin catsuits meant for covert missions to heavy
exoskeletons more akin to tanks than mobile infantry. In theory, we could
pilot any suit, but it didn’t take long for the team to settle into a pattern of
favorites. Rotational agents were forced into piloting our discards, so we
weren’t a popular assignment.

Genre Neutral response

First impressions meant everything in this world. Come across too rich and
they’d avoid you for fear of causing offense, too poor and you weren’t worth
their time. He had to walk the thin line of costuming and mannerisms that
made him the perfect target for the hunt.

Urban Fantasy response

They’d be expecting her to use something small and discreet, so she
enthralled flocks of pigeons instead. The senior council called her crazy–
well now was time to earn that insult. Hundreds of birds poured into the
office building, more than any sane mind could control at once, and she
flicked from bird to bird as she pulled them inside.

The Six Million Dollar Prompt

We can rebuild him! Err– it!

What if the prompt is a 100% miss and there’s nothing about it you can
use? The genre is wrong, the setting is wrong, the premise doesn’t fit your
story at all… Then it’s time to look at things a bit sideways.

Instead of setting a timer and writing to the prompt, set a timer and write
about the prompt. Free association bingo!

Writing prompts can give you story ideas or they can loosen up your
creativity. In this case, it’s all about practicing looking at things a little
sideways. You generally won’t end up with prose, but the list of ideas you
come up with might spark a story themselves.
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This method of using the prompts is the hardest. Sometimes it’s better to
just skip it and move on, but it can be fun to find just the right angle where
they become useful!

Prompt: If anyone deserved to be followed around by a neon purple
springbok, it was Charles.

Concepts: We’ve got a few things to work with here: a person named
Charles, the idea that someone deserves bad luck or embarrassment, and
a crazy colored version of a real-life animal. For broader ideas, you could
use: methods of revenge, poor clothing choices, things that might attract
magical animals, hallucinations, etc.

Real-world response

Charles was the sort of name that boring parents gave to boring children in
the vain hope of emulating kings. He threw out the resume without reading
further– he was building an empire and there was only room for one king
here.

Genre Neutral response

Insanity was the best revenge and she took her time driving him to the
edge time and time again before she’d had enough of the game and
pushed him all the way over.

High Fantasy response

Magic was chaotic and unpredictable even after years of study and training.
There were no ‘wild’ magicians outside the tower walls because they rarely
survived their first accidental incantations.

31 Days of Fates - 13



Thanks for Reading!

If you've enjoyed these prompts, please take a moment to drop me a
review or share a link with friends.

I'd love to hear from you, so please feel free to tag me on Facebook,
Instagram, or Twitter. It's so much fun to see the various stories and
artwork that these prompts spawn!

If you're interested I have a mailing list that I send out freebies and discount
codes to (from time to time). Come join the fun!
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31 Days of…

Need a few more plot bunnies? Check out my Amazon page for the yearly
collections and month-long dives into...

Dragons, Space, Romance, High Fantasy, Vistas, Clothing,
Travel, Weapons, Fates, Dialog, Music, Pets, Dreams, Ghosts,

Food, War, Death, Memory, Magic, Flames, and Forests!
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Working with the raw materials of humanity corrupted the Fates slowly, but
surely. So once a century Clotho would spin off that patina and a copy of
the sisters would wake in the world below.
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"Of course you can refuse your destiny." Atropos gave a dry laugh and
waved him away without looking up from her work. "Most people do!"

"But it's fate," he argued. "How can you undo predestination and still have it
be predestination?"

"Because humans rarely take no for an answer?" She shrugged. "You're
flawed creations, so the rules don't always stick. Your Fate is still out there,
waiting for you to change your mind."
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The threads of life fed from Clotho's spindles into a massive loom,
intermingling in a complex pattern that Lachesis tended while Atropos
made careful measured cuts. They'd tried once to improve the process, to
match technology as it grew, but Destiny was too raw and unpredictable for
anything but the simplest of tools.
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"You can't be a Fate, you're a guy!"

"I can be whatever I want to, thank you very much." Clotho put down his
spindle and glared at the teenager who'd charged into his house. "I'm also
good at being a very large, very unfriendly spider, so why don't you try this
again from the top."
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There were some threads Atropos refused to cut.
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The massive computer complex was only one hub of a network that
encompassed every aspect of humanity. As the world went about its daily
grind the three central Fates carefully curated each life according to the
plans laid down generations earlier.

31 Days of Fates - 21



Three days after babies are born their threads are spun, measured, cut,
and hung around their necks in intangible loops. Only the very unlucky can
catch glimpses of those silver strands, slowly tarnishing and shrinking as
the years go by.
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"I don't want to do this anymore."

Clotho almost dropped her coffee as Atropos stared down at her half-eaten
cheesecake with a tired despair.
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The Fates are quiet, watchful things that hover on the edges of
comprehension. He can see them from the corners of his eyes, if the
shadows are still enough, a trio of cat-like ghosts with golden eyes.
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"But if you know everyone's destinies, why can't you stop them?" She
pointed to the ugly snarl in the weave three years ahead. "Change
something so that doesn't happen."

"We've tried." Lachesis ran her fingers over the tangle, feeling the echoes
of pain and terror. "Our tools won't work on the weave itself, but we've tried
to directly intervene on earth in the past. It's only made things worse. Never
better."
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It wasn’t as bad having Clotho as a college roommate as I expected. Sure
Lachesis was prone to dropping in to check on how her little sister was
doing and giving me these measuring looks, but at least Atropos left us
alone. Except for that one time, but I don’t like to think about that.
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Lachesis took her work to the crocheting club that met every other Tuesday
in the yarn store.
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The sisters rarely spend time together anymore. As their mythos faded, so
did their calling and in the bright lights of the planet-wide cities, there's no
believers left to spin or weave or measure for.
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"What I've given you is a bit of thread," Lachesis pulled Luka's deftly out of
his sternum and handed it to him. "You can stretch it out, burn it faster or
slower, do whatever you like with it. But that's all you get."

"What happens if I stretch it?" He tugged hesitantly on the ends.

"You have a very boring life," she sniffed. "It'll be longer, but there won't be
much to it. It's like adding blank pages to a book, it won't change the story
but it will take longer to flip through."
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Clotho could tell what sort of life it would be, even before the thread
touched Lachesis's fingers. Thick, thin, straight spun or misshapen, she
could feel the pattern of joys and sorrows as it twisted onto her spindle.
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Atropos took a job as an actuary on a whim, bemused by the idea that
humans thought math could predict the future. But over the decades her
dalliance became an infatuation, as she discovered just how far the
equations could go.
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I'm pretty sure the three women in 5C are actually the Fates, but the eldest
one keeps glaring at me when I come down the hall so I'm too terrified to
ask.
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"You weren't expecting him to die?" She watched the old woman carefully
unwind an invisible thread from around the patient's head. "But you're
Death—"

"No, no, I've enough work without that." Atropos gave her a measured look
as she tucked the thread in one of her many pockets. "I cut his thread the
day he was born girl, he was due another thirty years yet, but you can't
make someone follow fate. Still, at least he was an organ donor so this'll go
to good use." She patted her pocket and turned to leave the room."
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It could have been terrifying knowing that there would never be secrets
here. Lachesis had already seen the whole of her life, good and bad, but
Melony found it oddly comforting instead.
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"I don't even believe in you!"

"I never said you had to," said Lachesis without looking up from her coffee.
"Fate doesn't require belief, it simply is."
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Clotho visited earth more frequently than her sisters, who'd grown tired of
the incessant chatter of humanity. She insisted it was to get a better feel for
the sorts of lives her threads would feed, but if she was honest it was
mostly for the movies.
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"So do you know how the world will end?" He looked down the loom as her
magic worked the shuttle and beaters. Threads of life floated up from the
baskets as needed, weaving themselves into the ever-changing patterns.

"Yes," she said without apology. "But you won't see it here. This loom
weaves the present, not the future."
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The Fates didn't fade with the rest of the old gods, they were too primal, too
base a belief to fall prey to the whims of religion.
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"There are roughly four people born every second," he said, unconvinced.

"There's more than one of me at times," Clotho said with a chuckle. "One
for every person born, to be exact. There are benefits to godhood now and
then."
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The Moirai weren't the only Fates and from time to time Lachesis measured
and wove inhuman threads into her patterns. But the day when Clotho
brought her a spindle of golden artificial intelligence, everything changed.
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"So I can't change anything? You've planned this since the day I was
born?"

"I didn't plan anything," said Lachesis. "I merely looked at all that would be
and measured accordingly."

"Then measure it again! You made this happen— Fix it!"
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The more complicated life became the more generalized their Destinies.
There were just too many people, too many possibilities for Lachesis to do
more than measure the basic outlines of urban lives.
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"You can't stop me," she stood on the edge of the railing a heartbeat from
falling.

"Then jump," said Atropos. "You'll fall, but you won't die. You'll drown, but
you won't die. You'll freeze in the waters and break on the rocks but you
won't die. So go ahead, test me. Jump."
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If you worked for long enough on the maternity ward you'd see them,
ghostly shadows that hovered on the edges of sight and the purr-hiss-click
of thread being spun and measured and cut.
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The threads of life were ugly misshapen things. Even after all these
centuries of practice, Destiny fought against Clotho's spindle.
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Atropos knew living down among the threads was a bad idea, it was so
much easier to wield the shears when her job was abstract and
emotionless. Here, where the threads had names and faces, families and
dreams… it hurt. She looked out across the park and thought of the
promise she'd made all those centuries ago.
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