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What sort of prompts are these?


Like the tide and taxes, there’s no escaping Death! (Mostly.)
Come join the Plot Bunnies on a month-long romp in the realms of mortality— human and otherwise. From accidental zombies to everyday death, there’s a wide range of prompts about all things morbid!
This eBook contains 31 prose prompts, which are small snippets of story ranging from a single short sentence to longer chunks of prose or dialog. This type of prompt is meant to invoke a setting, emotion, or plot idea and can be an easier starting point for some writers. Sometimes you need a little more for newborn plot bunnies to chew on than a single word or a what-if question.

The prompts are set in a variety of genres including fantasy and science fiction, but many are not genre-specific. I’ve included examples of the various ways to use the prompts at the end of the book, since not every prompt may fall in a genre that you write in.

This eBook contains Saturday Story Prompts previously posted to the blog from 2008 through 2020. They are still available there for free, this ebook is just a handy way to carry a month's worth of prompts in your pocket!
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!
If you're not familiar with my style of prompts, please swing by my website (www.Martha.net) and check out the Saturday Story Prompts category.






Prompts


1. Gray boats crowd the sand like beached porpoises, thin and still and reeking of death.
2. Dancing has always been the best way to raise the dead --the more the merrier-- but most cemeteries frown on raves.
3. Everything they try fails and in the end we're all infected. There is no immunity, no vaccine, and only fully infected children survive those first fragile hours after birth. No other ships can land and we can’t be allowed to leave. In a single generation, my home became a world of the dead.
4. There's something delightfully sinful about enjoying the fruits of an evil king's reign. But the king is dead, his bed is gloriously large and silken sheeted, and it's been a very long day.
5. The dead have no choice but to listen, trapped by the walls of the catacombs.
6. The insanity was infectious, spreading from Hive to Hive in a fractal pattern of death.
7. "Death first!" Coupled with his trademark dramatic pose, the Hero's battle-cry never failed to inspire terror in Evildoers everywhere. Only this time his opponent frowned instead of fled.
"Actually, wouldn't that be death last?" The Evil Overlord pointed out. "Strictly speaking, you aren't bound to do much else after that." He was polite, if still irredeemably Evil.
"Well fine," the Hero paused for a moment. "Death before dishonor then?"
"Fair enough."
And they got back to fighting.
8. Killing him wasn't the hard part, it was keeping him dead that was starting to get annoying.
9. For each man that fell, two wardens rose in its place-- thin, unnatural creatures built from scavenged bone and steel, infused with the burning hatred of the dead.
10. Death was no worse than the doctor's office, just a boring wait with dreadful hold music until the Eversoul called your number and spat you back out into the world. But reincarnation wasn't cheap and Mike was looking at two years in debtors' prison until he could try again.
11. Gossip never considers 'too soon,' all it cares about is what sins the dead left behind.
12. "Why can't you just let it go?" He hadn't meant to say it, not like that, but his father was dead and nothing she could do would bring him back. She glared at him for a long moment then carefully put the glass jar down on the table and left without another word. He waited until she was well and truly gone before he unscrewed the top and set the fairy free.
13. Quotas are made to be met, even for death. If the expected losses aren't met the colony won't have enough food come the spring.
14. Death smells like cut grass, crisp and green under layers of motor oil and engine fumes.
15. He was dead for a few hours before he realized he’d stopped breathing. To be fair, it wasn’t something he’d paid that much attention to before the accident.
16. Flames play along her hair, just faint enough to see, but never enough to burn. Memories of another death that cast echoes on her current self.
17. Two men show up at my door a week after my mother's death. They are polite but firm and I find myself buried in the minutiae of survivorship.
18. By the time they can get to her they’d lost all hope, but Ro’s magic has trapped her at the cusp of death. She looks peacefully asleep, entangled in the horror of her wounds.
19. "–will you stop shooting me? It’s–" … "–obviously not going to work–" … "–what part of ‘won’t stay dead’ is confusing you?"
20. There's a silence here, hiding in-between the cracks, a distant echo of the times when I was alone. Memories muffled by the tread of booted feet and the crumble of debris, torn loose as they chip away my shell. I wonder sometimes what they think they'll find. My children have done their work too well, no one alive remembers me. The dead –whose memories are twined among my latticework– shift in the darkness, muttering to themselves.
21. They worked frantically to drag the wounded from the battlefield as the forest begins to eat the dead.
22. Jumping off the ledge is something he can't bring himself to do. Night after night he walks to the line between life and death and every morning he goes home again.
23. "What happens if they learn to bypass death? asked Clotho as she thumbed through the news on her phone.
"Nothing mortal wants to live forever," Atropos sniffed dismissively and sipped her latte. "They might think they do now, but in the end, they'll come back to me."
"It's going to make a mess of the loom." Lachesis pushed away the last of her pancakes, suddenly queasy, and tried not to think about the possibility.
24. Death laps at the door in an oily tide, floodwaters plumped with industrial wastes and rotting fish.
25. "Life is shorter than it ought to be," she said, tying the last of the burial knots, "but that's no excuse for neglecting the dead."
26. Accidental death is inescapable, no matter how far they push the science. These days it's statistics and not bad health that people have learned to fear.
27. The storm grows until the whole horizon is covered in angry clouds. Fed by the magic released on the dragon's death, it churns up from the seabed in neverending waves of superheated steam.
28. Death holds an endless fascination for the immortal upper classes that she can't quite wrap her head around. It's the living world that holds her attention; life is so complex and yet so simple, run by laws more complex than any spun by mathematician. Death is a single empty value, she'll spend her time chasing infinity instead.
29. As the flesh rots away he paints his bones, bright cheerful colors and whimsical patterns against a canvas of death.
30. Blue sticks infest the pyre and pin down burial wraps soaked in pitch. Five for each cardinal direction, six for each deadly sin... It's overkill, but they still don't know what kind of demon he is -or was- and they won't take the risk of using yellow.
31. "So when I turn this on, the bracelet will tell me when I'm in danger?" Death eyed the ever-changing digital design on the prototype with heavy skepticism.
"Of course!" gushed the inventor. "Its quantum field is precisely tuned to detect the slightest hint of danger with a fifty-yard radius, guaranteed to warn you in time to respond to a wide variety of grisly fates."
"So you've just made my job a lot harder."
The bracelet's light turned an ominous red.
"…What?"
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