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What sort of prompts are these?


They say clothes make the man, but they can also make the story! Come take a stroll through a month-long fashion show of fantasy, science fiction, and everyday outfits. From scarves that pull your look together to magic battlesuits that meld man into machine, there's something for every Muses's wardrobe!
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 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!
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. The golden chains are woven from a thousand prayers and she loops their fervent whispers around his wings.
2. They tear apart the ruins of the house and come up with a change of clothes. The sweatshirt's too large and the jeans are a size too small, but they're dry and clean and that's all that matters.
3. Feathers adorn the delegation, each one gifted in solemn vows of fealty from griffin and roc, owl and raven, phoenix and thunderbird.
4. The helmet filters out incoming sights and sounds, narrowing the world into critical and non-critical elements. War's messy chaotic churn is simplified and anonymized into something almost peaceful. 
5. "All this for a pair of shoes?" She sounds tired and disillusioned, but no longer angry as she looks down at the boots and he wonders if he might survive this after all.
6. Brother Michael is deft with embroidery magics, nimbly stitching colorful prayers into the scarf that will keep them safe from frostbite. And although the Church frowns on the practice, he sneaks in a charm or two against the winter Fae along the borders.
7. Clothing is an entrancing novelty for the aliens. They've no use for it, with their ability to manipulate their hide for protection and coloration, but they love the pageantry and insanity of the haute couture.
8. Shelves overstuffed with handbags and pocketbooks draw him in with visions of the past and he sinks into the thrift store's aisles of discarded memories.
9. The Baron's son runs screaming from the hall and the crown once again lies docile on the throne, waiting for the next challenger to face its tests.
10. Her date is easy to spot on the dance floor. His worn blue jeans and button-down shirt are wildly at odds with the crowd, but his movements aren't and he's as happily lost in her music as the rest of them.
11. He slips on the armguards without looking. Even after all these years, he can't bring himself to watch them sink into his flesh with a hiss of static and sparkle of LEDs.
12. The watch is made from fairy gold, ephemeral but entrancing and he can't bring himself to trade it away before it turns to rose petals with the sunrise. 
13. City shoes are the first thing to wear out on the trail and they are forced to improvise sandals from bark and cloth to keep the refugees moving.
14. He unfolds the paper patterns with care, fingers smoothing the creases even as the memories of childhood autumns spent in the sewing room threaten to overwhelm him. He hasn't touched a sewing machine in years, but the Halloween costume won't stitch itself.
15. She transitions from spacesuit to formal dress with a tweak of her glamours, covering the respirator and exoskeleton with subtle magic. The spells are empathic and reactive, emulating whatever clothing from the foreign culture that the ambassadors deem appropriate.
16. His aunt spent her time knitting socks for the homeless. No matter when they visited, she always had bags of half-finished socks around her rocking chair. Piles of thick warm wool in eye-watering colors that she insisted would lift anyone's spirits in the bitter cold.
17. The tie has the sort of chameleon pattern that plays off whatever else he wears. With grey suits it looks green, with blue suits it looks gray-- it's his favorite and he loves seeing how long it takes new coworkers to notice it's the one part of his outfit that never changes.
18. He steps into the scanning chamber and moments later the shop provides him with a fresh set of synthesized clothes, perfectly fit and imbued with a calming scent that should help with negotiations. He'd prefer a human tailor, but out here on the edges of known space, he'll have to make do with what he can get.
19. "This was my masterwork," said the leatherworker as the prince lifted the belt from the workbench with trembling hands. "I poured the last of my magics into it to bind the curses deep below the surface where you couldn't see."
20. She scrimps and saves, waiting for the off-season sales that supplement her wardrobe and elevate its thrift store foundations. One good piece can lift her from where she is to where she knows she's meant to be and she hoards her treasures against that day.
21. Clothing on spaceships is primarily decorative. There's no harsh sun or diving winds and the variable gravities mean loose layers can be more constrictive than a bodysuit. So the few survivors of the crash huddle in the wreckage for warmth, trapped by fashion.
22. He was fourteen when he stood at the crossroads at midnight and bartered away three years of his life. He still didn't know which years they'll be, but his clothing is always clean, of exceptional quality, and perfectly tailored as soon as he puts it on.
23. She's got six sets of eyes to choose from and she cycles through them thoughtfully as she gets dressed. He's not sure why it matters which set she wears, most of them are combat eyes and this is a date, not an ambush.
24. They carry their memories on woven leather bracelets. Bits of carved stone and shell mark out the story of their lives for anyone to read, if they get close enough.
25. The hat is the final touch to his ensemble and he lifts it reverently from the hatbox. Handed down from his grandfather, it's the last tangible piece of his family history and for him, it will never go out of style.
26. The watch sputters and glitches on his wrist, warping from an old-fashioned timepiece to a digital display and back. Centuries of fashion and technology flash by before the chameleon circuit fails completely and the thick ribbon of his modern assistant appears.
27. The white gloves are paper-thin but tough and the fabric stretches and clings to his fingers much too easily for normal silk. He forces himself not to flinch as he realizes whose magic created them and carefully avoids meeting the tailor's gaze.
28. She walks into their lair unarmed as they demanded, no weapons, no jewelry, no armor… but on her back, hidden under layers of gossamer fabrics, her fresh tattoos seethe and shudder in anticipation.
29. The transition online is a slow fade, rather than a sharp jump. He waits patiently in the cradle as his senses are overlaid with inputs from the mecha that surrounds him, enhancing and expanding his world in ways biology could never master.
30. "You have to dress the part," his father always insisted as they strapped him into layers of decorum. "No one takes a king seriously without a crown." But he was a prince, not a king, and the silk bindings of state felt as heavy as gold.
31. Each stitch of lace has been soaked in her grandmother's magic. Each weft and warp of the gown imbued with her aunt's prayers and blessings. She does up her hair in her mother's bows, slips on her father's delicate silverwork... and goes to war.
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