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The wrench slips. Peter curses, knuckles white as he grips the workbench. Blood throbs in his fingertip. He sucks it, tasting metal.

Focus. The panel needs perfecting.

He hunches lower, shoulders aching. Scattered tools glint in the harsh light. The bolt turns, slow and steady. Click. Click. Click.

Perfect.

Peter straightens, vertebrae popping. Sweat stings his eyes. He swipes a grimy hand across his forehead, leaving a smudge.

"Beautiful," he murmurs.

The Nautilus looms behind him, a dark silhouette. He turns, drinking in its sleek curves. His creation. His obsession.

"Soon," Peter whispers, palm caressing the cool metal. "Soon we'll show them all."

His mind races. Calculations, modifications, possibilities. The potential is limitless. If only they understood.

He paces, restless energy coursing through his veins. "The propulsion system needs fine-tuning. And the life support..." 

Peter trails off, lost in thought. His fingers twitch, itching to make the changes dancing in his mind's eye.

A glance at his watch. Hours have passed unnoticed. Again.

He shakes his head, chuckling. "Time is an illusion when you're rewriting history, eh old girl?"

The submarine stands silent, patient. Waiting.

Peter's stomach growls. When did he last eat? It doesn't matter. There's work to be done.

He turns back to the workbench, determination etched in every line of his face. "Just a few more adjustments," he mutters. "Then we'll change the world."

The wrench feels right in his hand. He bends to his task, lost once more in the rhythm of creation.

A soft creak breaks Peter's concentration. Footsteps. He doesn't turn.

"Thomas," Peter says, recognizing the measured tread. "Come to see her progress?"

"Always," Thomas replies, his voice warm. He approaches, stopping just behind Peter's shoulder. "She's looking magnificent."

Peter straightens, a grin splitting his face. "Wait till you see what I've done with the ballast system."

He whirls, gesturing wildly at the Nautilus. His eyes gleam with manic energy. "I've reconfigured the entire setup. It's revolutionary."

Thomas leans in, brow furrowed. "How so?"

"Picture this," Peter says, hands dancing through the air. "Micro-adjustments, precise to the millimeter. We can control her descent with unparalleled accuracy."

Thomas nods, eyes narrowing. "And the power draw?"

"Minimal," Peter scoffs. "I've integrated a new capacitor array. It's elegant. Efficient."

"Impressive," Thomas murmurs. He circles the submarine, running a hand along its hull. "What about stability at depth?"

Peter's laugh echoes off the workshop walls. "That's where it gets truly interesting." 

He launches into a rapid-fire explanation, technical jargon flowing like poetry. Thomas interjects occasionally, probing questions that Peter answers without hesitation.

Their excitement builds, a shared language of innovation and possibility. In this moment, the outside world fades away. There is only the Nautilus, and the promise of what lies beneath the waves.

Thomas's expression shifts, a shadow of concern crossing his features. He clears his throat. "Peter, about the test dive next week—"

"Oh, that." Peter waves a dismissive hand, turning back to the workbench. "It'll be flawless. You worry too much, Thomas."

"I worry because I care," Thomas says, his tone measured. "Have you run all the safety protocols?"

Peter's shoulders tense. He spins around, eyes flashing. "Of course I have. Every single one. Twice." His voice rises, sharp with indignation. "Do you think I'd risk my life's work on carelessness?"

Thomas raises his hands, placating. "I didn't mean—"

"The Nautilus is ready," Peter cuts him off. "More than ready. She's perfect."

A tense silence falls. Peter's mind races. Why can't Thomas see? The countless hours, the meticulous calculations. Every bolt, every weld, every circuit—a masterpiece of engineering.

Thomas opens his mouth to respond, but a sudden electronic chirp pierces the air.

Peter's irritation evaporates. He lunges for his laptop, perched atop a pile of blueprints. The screen flares to life, bathing his face in an eerie blue glow.

"What is it?" Thomas asks, curiosity overriding his earlier caution.

Peter's eyes scan the screen, widening slightly. "An email," he murmurs. "From a journalist."

Peter's eyes dart across the screen, absorbing every word. His brow furrows, then relaxes. A smile tugs at the corner of his mouth.

"Kim Wall," he says, almost to himself. "Swedish journalist. She wants an interview about the Nautilus."

Thomas leans in, intrigued. "What kind of interview?"

Peter's fingers drum against the workbench. "In-depth. She's done her research." He pauses, a glint in his eye. "Wants to see the sub in action."

"And?" Thomas prompts, studying Peter's face.

"It's perfect timing," Peter says, his voice quickening with excitement. "Just before the test dive. We could document the whole process, show the world what we've achieved."

Thomas shifts his weight, uneasy. "Peter, are you sure that's wise? Bringing an outsider in at this stage?"

Peter barely hears him. His mind is already racing, envisioning headlines, accolades. The Nautilus, his creation, thrust into the spotlight.

"Think about it, Thomas," he says, gesturing expansively. "This could be our chance to really make a mark. To inspire a new generation of engineers and explorers."

Thomas opens his mouth, hesitates. Peter's enthusiasm is infectious, but something nags at him. A warning he can't quite articulate.

"What does she want to know, exactly?" he asks instead.

Peter's eyes gleam. "Everything."

Peter paces the length of the workshop, his footsteps echoing. Each turn brings him face to face with the Nautilus, its hull gleaming in the dim light.

"International recognition, Thomas," he says, voice low and intense. "Not just Copenhagen. The world."

Thomas watches, brow furrowed. "And if something goes wrong?"

Peter waves a dismissive hand. "It won't. We've planned for every contingency."

"Have we?" Thomas presses. "An interview is one thing, but taking her on a dive—"

"Is exactly what we need," Peter interrupts. He stops, facing Thomas. "Think of the footage. The story. Us, pioneers of the deep."

Thomas sighs. "I understand the appeal, but—"

"No buts," Peter cuts in. His eyes are fever-bright. "This is our moment. My moment."

"Peter, listen," Thomas says, voice firm. "We haven't tested all the systems. The risks—"

"Are minimal," Peter finishes. He turns back to the Nautilus, running a hand along its side. "She's ready. I know it."

Thomas watches his friend, concern etched on his face. He recognizes the look in Peter's eyes—a mixture of brilliance and obsession that both inspires and unsettles him.

"Just... be careful," Thomas says finally. "Don't let the excitement cloud your judgment."

But Peter is already lost in thought, mind racing with possibilities. The warning falls on deaf ears.

Peter's fingers dance across the keyboard, each keystroke deliberate. His reply to Kim materializes on screen:

"Ms. Wall, I'd be delighted. The Nautilus awaits. How's tomorrow?"

He hits send. Done.

"There," Peter says, swiveling in his chair. "It's set."

Thomas raises an eyebrow. "That fast?"

"No time like the present." Peter stands, energy crackling through him. He strides to the Nautilus, palm pressed against its cool metal. "We'll need to prep her. Run final checks."

"Peter, we should—"

"Later," Peter cuts in, already reaching for a wrench. "Help me with this panel."

His mind whirs, cataloging tasks. "We'll need extra oxygen. Camera mounts. Maybe some mood lighting."

Thomas hesitates. "Are you sure about this?"

Peter pauses, meeting his friend's gaze. "Absolutely." His eyes gleam. "This is our moment, Thomas. History in the making."

He turns back to the submarine, tools in hand. The Nautilus looms before him, silent and waiting. Peter's fingers twitch with anticipation.

"Now," he says, voice low and intense. "Let's make her shine."

Thomas lingers, his gaze fixed on Peter's back. The workshop hums with energy, but a chill runs down Thomas's spine.

"Peter," he says softly, "this isn't just about the submarine, is it?"

Peter's hands pause mid-adjustment. He doesn't turn. "What do you mean?"

Thomas steps closer, choosing his words carefully. "The Nautilus... it's become more than a project. It's like it's a part of you now."

A beat of silence. Peter's shoulders tense.

"Of course it is," he replies, voice tight. "I've poured my soul into her."

Thomas nods, conflicted. Admiration wars with concern in his chest. "That's what worries me."

Peter spins, eyes blazing. "Worried? This is the culmination of everything we've worked for!"

"I know, but—"

"No buts," Peter cuts in. He gestures wildly at the submarine. "Look at her, Thomas. She's perfect. And tomorrow, the world will see it too."

Thomas opens his mouth, then closes it. The fervor in Peter's voice is both inspiring and unsettling.

"Just... be careful," he says finally.

Peter's laugh is sharp. "Always am."

Thomas hesitates, then nods. "I'll see you tomorrow then."

He turns to leave, footsteps echoing. At the door, he pauses, looking back. Peter is already absorbed in his work, the Nautilus reflecting his silhouette.

The air crackles with possibility. And something else. Something Thomas can't quite name.

He steps out, leaving Peter alone with his creation and the hum of machinery.

The wrench slips, clanging against metal. Peter curses, sucking his bruised knuckle. Blood wells, stark against pale skin.

He ignores it. Refocuses.

The Nautilus looms, sleek and expectant. Peter's eyes trace her curves, a lover's gaze. His creation. His legacy.

"Soon," he murmurs, patting the hull. "Soon they'll all see."

He dives back in, movements precise. Tightening. Adjusting. Perfecting.

Time blurs. The workshop fills with a symphony of industry – whirring drills, hissing welders, the staccato tap of hammers.

Peter loses himself in it. In the work. The dream made real.

A sudden spark. He jerks back, blinking away afterimages.

"Stubborn girl," he chuckles, fond exasperation coloring his tone. "Still got some fight in you, eh?"

He leans in, probing delicately. Finding the source.

"There we are," he mutters. "Just a loose connection. Nothing to worry about."

As he works, his mind wanders. To tomorrow. To Kim. To the world waiting to be awed.

"They don't understand yet," he tells the Nautilus. "But they will. We'll show them."

The submarine stands silent, patient. Keeper of secrets yet to unfold.

Peter steps back, surveying his handiwork. Pride swells in his chest.

"Perfect," he breathes.

The Nautilus gleams, ready. For fame. For history.

For whatever comes next.
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Kim's bare feet slapped against the hardwood as she paced. Back and forth. Laptop to articles. Articles to laptop. Her fingers flew across the keys, tapping out a staccato rhythm of thoughts and questions.

"UC3 Nautilus," she muttered, eyes widening as she scanned the printout. "Largest privately-built submarine in the world."

She snatched a pen, scribbling furiously in her notebook. The nib scratched across the page, barely keeping up with her racing mind.

"How did he finance it? What inspired the design?" 

Kim's heart raced. This was more than just an interview. It was a glimpse into the mind of a modern-day pioneer. She could almost taste the story forming on her tongue.

Back to the laptop. More furious typing. 

"Previous projects... rocket designs... controversies..."

She paused, brow furrowing. There was something elusive about Peter Madsen. A shadow behind the brilliance. Kim's journalistic instincts tingled.

"What are you hiding, Peter?" she whispered to the empty room.

Her eyes flicked to the clock. Time was ticking. She had to be prepared. This interview could be her big break.

Another circuit of the room. More notes. More questions. 

Kim's mind whirled with possibilities. The story of a genius inventor? Or something darker lurking beneath the surface?

She smiled, a mix of excitement and determination. Whatever it was, she would uncover the truth. That's what she did best.

Kim snatched her phone, fingers dancing across the screen. Ole's number. She hit call, wedging the device between ear and shoulder. Her eyes darted to the clock.

Two hours. Her heart raced.

Ring. Ring. Ri—

"Hello?"

"Ole!" Kim's voice burst with excitement. "You won't believe what I've uncovered about this guy."

"Kim? What—"

"He's not just building submarines. There's rockets, space programs. He's like a Danish Elon Musk, but wilder." She paced, free hand gesticulating wildly. "Did you know he crowd-funded the Nautilus? Imagine the dedication."

"Slow down, I—"

"And get this – he's got this whole artist collective. They built a huge workshop. It's like...like a playground for mad scientists."

Kim paused, breath catching. Her mind raced ahead, envisioning the interview. Peter's eccentric brilliance. The submarine's sleek lines. Stories waiting to be told.

"Kim?" Ole's voice cut through her thoughts.

"Sorry, I'm just... This could be big, Ole. Really big."

Ole's steady voice filled the line. "I can hear your excitement, Kim. But remember, safety first. What's your plan for today?"

Kim grabbed her bag, stuffing in a notepad. "Meeting him at his workshop. We'll talk, maybe see the submarine."

"And you're sure about this location?" Ole's tone was gentle, but concern seeped through.

"It's fine, Ole. Public place, broad daylight." She snagged her voice recorder, checking the battery. "I've done my homework."

"I know you have. Just... keep your phone on, okay?"

Kim softened, warmth spreading through her chest. "Always do. I'll call you after."

She scanned the room, mind ticking through a mental checklist. Notebook. Pens. Recorder. Phone. What else?

"Kim?" Ole's voice pulled her back. "You're going to do great. This story... it's perfect for you."

"Thanks, Ole." She smiled, tension easing from her shoulders. "I'll make you proud."

"You always do. Just be careful, alright?"

"Promise." Kim zipped her bag, hefting it onto her shoulder. "Gotta run. Love you."

"Love you too."

She ended the call, pocketing the phone. A final glance around the apartment. Everything in order. Time to go.

Kim's hand hovered over the doorknob. Excitement thrummed through her veins. This was it. The story of a lifetime.

She took a deep breath, steeling herself.

And stepped out into the unknown.

"Ole, this isn't just another interview," Kim's words tumbled out, rapid-fire. "Madsen's built the world's largest private submarine. Can you imagine the story behind that?"

She paced, her free hand gesticulating wildly. "There's got to be more than just eccentric inventor. I want to dig into his motivations, his process."

"Sounds fascinating," Ole replied, his calm tone a counterpoint to her energy. "What's your angle?"

Kim paused, her eyes falling on her notes. "The human element. Why does someone dedicate their life to something so... unconventional?"

She snatched up a pen, scribbling a new question. "I want to understand the drive, the passion. There's a universal story there, Ole. I can feel it."

"I've no doubt you'll find it," Ole said, warmth in his voice. "Just remember-"

"I know, I know. Objectivity." Kim grinned. "Don't worry, I've got this."

She moved to her desk, rifling through papers. "Okay, gotta go. Final prep."

"Good luck, Kim. You'll be brilliant."

The call ended. Kim set her phone down, laser-focused now. She spread her notes across the desk, eyes darting over each page. Key questions underlined. Potential follow-ups circled.

Her hand found the voice recorder. Click. Record. "Testing, testing." Playback. Clear audio. Perfect.

She packed it away, movements precise. Efficient. Everything in its place.

A final sweep of the room. Nothing forgotten. Nothing left to chance.

Kim inhaled deeply. Exhaled slowly. The familiar pre-interview jitters settled in her stomach, electric and alive.

This was it. Time to uncover the truth.

Kim zipped her bag shut with a decisive tug. Her heart raced, a mix of exhilaration and nerves coursing through her veins. She glanced at her watch, then back to her phone.

"Thanks, Ole," she murmured, fingers hovering over the screen. A moment's hesitation, then she tucked it away.

Focus. The story. That's what mattered now.

She slung her bag over her shoulder, its weight a comforting reminder of her preparation. Each item inside carefully chosen, a tool in her journalistic arsenal.

Notepad. Check. Backup batteries. Check. Questions... Kim paused, eyes closed, running through her mental list one last time.

"The submarine," she whispered, grabbing a pen and scribbling a final note. "Ask about the design process."

Her gaze swept the apartment, ensuring nothing was missed. Everything in its place, just as she liked it.

Kim's hand rested on the doorknob. A deep breath. In. Out.

"Alright, Madsen," she said, a determined glint in her eye. "Let's see what makes you tick."

With a swift motion, she opened the door, stepping into the unknown, ready to chase the story that awaited.

The door swung shut behind Kim, Copenhagen's vibrant energy enveloping her instantly. Sunlight glinted off nearby windows, the air alive with possibility. She inhaled deeply, savoring the crisp morning breeze tinged with the scent of freshly baked pastries.

"Okay, Kim. Game face on," she muttered, squaring her shoulders.

The sidewalk bustled with commuters, their purposeful strides matching her own. Kim weaved through the crowd, her mind racing.

"The submarine's propulsion system," she mused. "That's the key. How did he overcome..."

A cyclist whizzed by, bell ringing. Kim sidestepped, her train of thought momentarily derailed.

"Focus," she chided herself, picking up the pace.

As she navigated familiar streets, questions formed and reformed in her mind. Peter Madsen's eccentric genius, his innovative designs – each aspect begged for exploration.

"But why submarines?" Kim wondered aloud, earning a curious glance from a passerby.

She flashed an apologetic smile, then ducked her head, lost in thought once more. The city's rhythm pulsed around her, mirroring her own nervous excitement.

"What drives a man to build the world's largest private submarine?" she pondered, rounding a corner. "And at what cost?"

Kim's pace quickened, anticipation building with each step. The interview loomed, a tantalizing mystery waiting to be unraveled.

Kim halted abruptly. The workshop loomed before her, a weathered industrial building with faded paint and rusted metal doors. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

"This is it," she whispered, fingers tightening around her bag strap.

She took a steadying breath, eyes roving over the structure. Graffiti adorned one wall, a stark contrast to the precision engineering happening inside.

"Come on, Wall. You've faced tougher subjects."
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