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Blood Lake Sample 

 

Prologue 

“Submersible one, do you copy?” 

It was the doctor’s voice on the walkie talkie. A little hard to make out at first because of the 

weak signal – communications were always sketchy this far underwater, even with specialty 

equipment – but there was still very little doubt who it was. 

Mike knew he and the doctor were the only two communicating on this frequency tonight. As far 

as he was aware, this night-time jaunt into the lake was their little secret. 

He grabbed the walkie talkie from its slot on the console in front of him and pushed down on a 

button. 

“Sure thing, Dr Goddard,” he said. “I’m listening.” 

“What’s your current depth, Mike?” 

Mike glanced at a display set into the control panel. 

“Uhh...just coming to 551 metres. No, wait – make that 552.” 

“Have you found anything yet?” 

Mike took a look at the row of monitors suspended above him. Each and every one showed 

nothing but a deep red hew – clear water (but was it really water? Mike thought) in every 

direction for as far as the submersible’s cameras could see. 

He scanned each of them in turn for signs of the missing deep sea probes the doctor had 

shanghaied him into collecting. The blood coloured void was completely empty. 

“Doesn’t seem to be anything here, Dr Goddard,” he said into the radio. “Where did you say they 
stopped transmitting, again?” 

“Somewhere after 500 metres. Both of them.” 

“And do you happen to know why?” 

The doctor laughed. The walkie’s tiny speaker rendered it as a static-filled buzz. 

“You’re the engineer, Mike, not me. Isn’t that why you’re down there in the first place?” 
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 Mike frowned. 

“Yeah, right. Whatever you say,” he replied coolly. 

He reached forward and pulled a black control lever into the down position. The word descending 

blinked up on the display. 

He yawned and leaned back in his chair. The red haze on the camera screens slowly began to 

grow darker as the vessel descended. He watched it carefully, waiting for something of interest to 

emerge out of the darkness.  

Two probes mysteriously vanish at exactly the same depth in the same lake, he mused silently. 

Sounds like something out of one of those sci-fi shows. 

Should’ve just stayed in bed and had a goodnight’s sleep. 

Maybe I should just tell him to stuff it and head back up to- 

The sonar display underneath the control lever pinged loudly, jerking him out of his thoughts. 

He snatched for the walkie talkie. 

“Doc, come in. I’m picking something up on the radar.” 

The doctor’s reply came instantly, filled with barely concealed excitement. 

 “Is it one of the probes? Can you see it yet?” 

 “No, but...” 

Mike leaned forward and examined the display. The green dot – whatever it represented – was 

only twenty metres to his right. He opened his mouth to pass on the coordinates. 

“Hey doc, I think it’s–” 

The sonar pinged again, cutting him off. The green dot was moving down the display, seemingly 

converging upon his location.  

“Doc, it’s moving, whatever it is. Looks like it’s coming closer.”  

He tapped at the dot with his index finger, missing it on his first try as it zoomed with incredible 

speed across the screen. Finally, he caught it as it passed between two nearby sandbars and 

managed to touch it with the tip of his fingernail. A line of statistics blinked onto the display in 

miniscule green letters: 

Unknown object. Speed 52km/hour = 28.7 knots. 

“Christ,” he swore under his breath. “It’s coming fast!” 



Without warning, the walkie talkie exploded with static. He picked it up and hammered at the 

TALK button. 

“Doc?” he prompted, surprising himself with how worried his voice suddenly sounded. “Are you 
still there?” 

Incomprehensible static murmured from the other end. When the doctor’s reply came through, it 
came in fits and starts, his voice broken and distant. 

“Mike, can you hear me? Your radio sounds like it’s about to go–” 

The red power light on the handset flickered and died, and with it, the submersible’s console 
whirred in pain and powered down, thrusting the cockpit into total darkness. The row of camera 

screens above surged with noise and then went black. The very last thing Mike saw was a bright 

red light, speeding towards the vessel with frightening speed. 

His terrified mind had just enough time to formulate two panicked, half-baked words: 

I’m dead. 

Then something crashed into the side of the submersible with such force that it threw Mike from 

his chair and he went tumbling head-first across the tiny cockpit.  

He felt his skull crack as it collided with the thick steel wall, and then he knew no more. 

 

1. 

The first vague thought that entered Jake Lanning’s head as the helicopter began to descend 
towards the glistening sand was that place names were rarely ever accurate. He watched through 

the window, disinterested, as the chopper careened down into an orange canyon. This wasteland, 

for example, known across the continent as the “Red Center”, was neither red nor (in Jake’s 
humble opinion) the center of anywhere. 

As such, his second vague thought was of getting back home and reclining in front of the TV to 

watch the game. After all, despite what he’d already been told, he didn’t have particularly high 
expectations about a place called Blood Lake, of all things. In his experience, places with such 

exciting sounding names always ended up being extremely boring. 

His third thought, much stronger than the previous two, entered his head just before the helicopter 

touched down, and the research facility finally came into view over the edge of a small cliff: 

whoever thought up the name for this place just happened to be right on the money. 

Jake stepped out of the helicopter and quietly took in the sight before him. 

It looked like somebody had sliced the Earth open with a meat cleaver. The “lake” he’d heard so 



much about sprawled across the crevasse below like a gigantic, bleeding wound, complete with 

pulsating blood vessels as the shadows of dead trees along the shoreline danced on its crimson 

surface.  

Holy shit, he silently swore. How about that? Blood lake, as in a lake actually fucking filled with- 

“It’s not really blood, if you’re wondering,” growled a male voice over the din of the whirring 
helicopter blades. A firm hand clamped down on his shoulder. 

He turned around and came face to face with a bearded middle aged man. The man flashed a sly 

looking grin and offered his hand. It was pockmarked with age spots. 

“Doctor Elliot Goddard,” he introduced himself. “I’m the chief researcher here. I’ll be the one in 
charge of the exploration. And you must be Jake Lanning.” 

“Right,” Jake said, taking his hand, noting the surprisingly tough grip. “I guess I’m your guinea 
pig, then.” 

It was, in a manner of speaking, true. 

They shook briefly. 

“So, what do you think?” Elliot asked, nudging his chin towards the lake. “Every time I look it 
reminds me of one of those end-of-the-world movies.” 

The two of them contemplated the lake for a moment, watching gore coloured waves crash 

against a solitary rock in the water.  

A vague sense of foreboding registered in the back of Jake’s mind. Suddenly, he felt like he was 
being watched, spied on by some unmentionable thing underneath the red surface, but there was 

nothing there. 

I’ve been waiting for you, Jake, something seemed to whisper from the unseen depths. 

He shook it out of his head and turned away. This place was creepy, no doubt about that. 

“I think I can see why you guys call it Blood Lake,” he said, softly rubbing his temple. “Except, 
as you were saying before, it’s not really...” 

Elliot shrugged. 

“We’ve tested it, and all we know so far is that it’s not like any substance we’ve ever encountered 
on Earth.” 

“So, basically, you don’t have a clue what it is?” 

Elliot smiled ominously and pointed to a concrete building on the lake’s edge. A crowd of 
scientists gathered in front of the entrance, watching Jake stare back at them. A woman with red 



hair laughed and waved, shouting out something that was rendered incomprehensible by the 

sound of the helicopter blades, still winding down. 

 “That is my research team, Mr Lanning. As you can see, they’re all very excited to meet you,” 
Elliot said, waving back.  

“And why would that be?” 

“Isn’t it obvious?” Elliot clapped Jake on the back and started to walk ahead. “I already told you 
we don’t know for sure what’s inside this lake. But you’re the man who’s going to find out.” 

2. 

Jake had barely taken a seat at the table before Elliot slid him a ream of paper over the varnished 

wood. 

“Take a look at that, Mr Lanning. A preliminary report from head office. Should be enough to 

bring you up to speed.” 

Jake unfurled the first page and began to read:  

Research proposal #221: Codename “Blood Lake” 

Anomalous lake discovered in Central Australia. Initially appeared to be filled with blood, but 

later found to be comprised of a substance of indeterminate composition. Effects of this substance 

on humans is currently unknown, however local doctors reported increase of psychological 

disorders such as paranoia among the population before discovery. 

Lake is situated in wilderness determined to be the last known location of six missing persons 

(see appendix A). It is currently not established whether “Blood Lake” holds any connection to 
these disappearances. 

Preliminary observations have indicated lake’s surface area to cover approx. 800 square metres. 
Depth cannot currently be determined, as artificial means of exploration have thus far failed. 

Our recommendation is to commission a manned exploration with appropriate hazardous 

materials certified personnel. 

He flipped over to the next page. Several black and white photographs lined the side of the paper. 

Appendix A: Missing persons 

The following six people were reportedly last seen in the vicinity of “Blood Lake”. Establishing a 
connection between lake’s anomalous properties and these disappearances is top priority. 

Thomas Lynch (22), James Taylor (23), Sarah Bailey (21), Jonathon Baird (22) – university 

students from Darwin. Purportedly on camping trip following midyear examinations. 



George Epping (40), Christopher Epping (12) – father and son who disappeared whilst travelling 

to a nearby national park. 

Notably, both disappearances occurred within three months prior to the discovery of “Blood 
Lake”. No evidence suggesting cause of disappearances has yet been recovered.  

He briefly skimmed the rest, then folded it in half and looked up at the people seated in front of 

him. 

“Are you fucking serious?” he asked. Several of the scientists sniggered at the curse. 

Elliot took a sip of coffee from a dirty looking mug and raised his eyebrows.  

“What’s the problem, Mr Lanning?” 

“I don’t know. What isn’t the problem?” Jake flipped through the report. “‘Substance of 
indeterminate composition’...how do I know that isn’t going to just melt my skin off?” 

“Well, in all fairness, we have handled it during testing, and it doesn’t seem to have caused any 
ill effects,” Elliot replied calmly.  

“Yeah? Well, that’s not all,” Jake spat. “What does it say here...‘artificial means of exploration 

have thus far failed’?” 

“We sent two probes down to try and measure the depth. They both got to 500 metres before they 
stopped transmitting. Something seems to make ‘em power down not long after they reach that 
exact distance.” 

“Right, and you want to send me down there? Why can’t you egg-heads just hop in a submersible 

and take a look for yourselves?” Jake said. He reached over and grabbed the coffee jug in the 
middle of the table, then poured himself a cup. 

Elliot sighed in exasperation. 

“Look, Mr Lanning, either you want the job or you don’t. Top brass won’t let us undergo any 
exploration unless it’s headed by a qualified haz-mat officer.” 

He took a long sip of coffee and continued. 

“If you don’t want to do it, we’ll fly in someone else who does, but they told us you were the 

most experienced contractor they had.” 

Jake stared down at his coffee mug. He doubted very much that he had the right kind of 

experience to spend the rest of the day deep inside Blood Lake. Industrial waste and chemical 

leaks were one thing. He hadn’t been here long, but he already knew this was something 
completely different, and some strange, primal sense for danger was already pushing at him to 

leave, that if he stayed he would make a decision he’d regret. 



“Let’s put it another way, Jake,” Elliot said. “For what it’s worth, the blokes in charge really want 
to know what’s in that lake and where it came from. More than sixty percent of the national 
defence budget is going into this project. All you have to do” – he produced a notepad and a 

ballpoint pen from inside his coat and slid them across the polished surface – “is name your price. 
What’s it going to take, Mr Lanning?” 

Despite himself, Jake reached over and pulled the notepad toward him. For a moment, he simply 

stared down at the blank page, contemplating.  

Weren’t prepared for this at all, were you Jakey? When you crawled out of bed this morning and 
answered that phone call, you didn’t have a clue that everything was about to change.  

He fingered the edge of the pen, absentmindedly drumming it on the table. 

“You’ll never have to work again, Jake,” came Elliot’s voice, drawling. “There are plenty of 
others who would kill for this kind of opportunity.” 

He’s right about that, Jake thought bitterly. But what's to say this isn't going to kill me? 

Trying his best to ignore the feeling that he was doing something very wrong, he scribbled a 

number on the paper. 

3. 

They stood at the end of a small jetty overlooking the blood-red water. Just ahead of them, 

excited members of Elliot’s team darted back and forth, tinkering with a yellow submersible that 
had been lowered into the lake via a mechanical pulley. 

Jake peered inside the open hatch. The interior looked cramped and uncomfortable. Without 

really meaning to, he shook his head and shuddered. 

“Travelling in style’s obviously not on the agenda,” he mused. 

Beside him, Elliot chuckled darkly. 

“If you have any concerns before we begin, Mr Lanning, now might be a good time to air them.” 

“Just one,” Jake said, nudging his shoulder towards the submersible. “That looks to be a 
single-man vessel. I at least assumed you’d be sending some of your team along with me.” 

A burly looking scientist who was trying to affix some kind of camera to the top of the hatch 

stopped what he was doing and looked over his shoulder. 

“You’d be deluded then, mate. Sure as hell won’t get me going down there.” 

Elliot shrugged and shook his head. 

“As I said before, Mr Lanning, none of us are qualified hazardous materials operatives. We don’t 



have the necessary authorisation to enter the lake. Besides” – he paused briefly – “if it does turn 

out that there is something dangerous down there...” 

A cynical voice in Jake’s head finished the sentence. 

If it turns out something’s dangerous down there, there’ll only be one casualty to deal with. 

Elliot cleared his throat, then continued. 

“Until we know what really is down there, safety of the research team is paramount. We have 

orders not to allow anybody to be placed at risk unless it is absolutely necessary.” 

“Well, thanks, that’s a great vote of confidence,” Jake said sarcastically. 

Elliot reached down and unclipped a bulky walkie talkie from his belt. He switched it on and 

pressed it into Jake’s hands. 

“Relax, Mr Lanning. You’ll be fine. Keep that radio on frequency 140.85 at all times. I’ll be there 
to guide you every step of the way.” 

Jake stowed the device into a coat pocket and stepped onto the edge of the pier. He took one last 

look at the gaping wound he was about to descend into. On the horizon, the sun was beginning to 

set. The fading light painted the surface of the water with a dark purple tinge, making it look even 

more like blood than it already did. 

Blood Lake, indeed. 

Shaking away a growing sense of dread, he climbed into the submersible and pulled the hatch 

shut behind him. 

A small yellow light was blinking on a control panel in front of him. He settled into the single 

plastic seat, trying his best to find a comfortable position, and pressed the flashing button. With a 

light pop of static, an array of screens above the console came to life.  

He leaned forward and read the handwritten labels stuck to the bottom of each one. 

Front view, Back view, Left view, Right view 

A camera on every side of the vessel. 

 Right now, all the screens showed was the crimson surface of the lake – silent, still, and waiting. 

Waiting for him. 

The radio in his pocket began to crackle. 

“Jake, are you there? Can you hear me?” came Elliot’s voice, rendered tinny and distant by a 
cheap speaker and a metre of thick metal. 



Jake held down the button labelled TALK. 

“Yeah doc, I’m here. Looks like everything’s good to go.” 

Elliot’s reply came through in an excited murmur: 

“Excellent. Please begin your descent.” 

Jake leaned over the control panel, looking for the depth lever. 

The word SUBMERSIBLE-2 was printed above it in a red font; a variation of the standard 

stencil-like typeface that had somehow, over a number of years, become associated with heavy 

machinery. 

Wonder what happened to submersible number one? Jake briefly thought. 

Then he wrapped his fingers around the lever, took a deep breath, and yanked it down. 
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