Sakuya Izayoi is her name. Capable of manipulating… time.	Comment by Unknown Author: Unsure of this beginning. Being so early into the text, the narrative voice has not been established, and having a confusing segment here could throw people off – It sure threw me off, though if ithat was intentional then good job. Anyway, I’d rewrite it like so:

‘He squinted the fortune slip into focus. Sakuya Izayoi is her name. Capable of manipulating… time.

A shape swung in from his peripheral, ripping his focus from the slip and his thoughts to avoid the sudden charge of a donkey. Its tender barked something aggravating, but they had passed by as fast as they had come.’	Comment by Unknown Author: As I said before, Italics would greatly help with the work’s clarity. This website uses tags for things like italics and bold text.
The hell! He narrowly dodged being trampled by a donkey and its grouchy tender, saving himself from falling into the fragile rice sprouts. Those two were on the wrong side, having pushed aside a couple ahead of you, and were now entering a spat with another party behind. Whatever. No shortage of asses and assholes in either world.	Comment by Unknown Author: Use of second person ‘you’. The story is told in third person, so it should be ‘pushed aside a couple ahead of him’
He took his final appraisal of the fortune slip, shaking his head. There would be plenty of time to scrutinize the auspicious piece of paper later.
Or maybe not. He had received a phonograph with a wobble from the Hieda household this morning, a rush order for a priority client. There was still the mechanical calculator, a real retro doozy proposing two and two was three. It was a key job, from a respected acquaintance who also happened to be one of the few reliable sources of imported stuff. Then there were all those orders for more of the karakuri mini-automatons. The little dolls could dance, wave a flag, or pour tea, adding cultured liveliness for any room.	Comment by Unknown Author: Should use past tense instead of present tense. e.g. ‘which proposed two and two was three’	Comment by Unknown Author: I actually thougght you made up the karakuri, but they’re a real thing. On my initial readthrough I thought they were actual robots that could walk about, like Alice’s shanghai dolls. Heres a video of them, for anyone interested:

 https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=DgIDStgaybc

I think describing them as ‘mini-automatons’ was what lead me to be confused about them. Although the internet exists, its best practice to make sure any proper nouns you include are explained well. Though I may just be dumb.

I think it would be better to describe them as something like ‘clockwork dolls’ or ‘clockwork doll-automatons’. 
And he couldn’t fucking wait for the craze over the inane grinning toys to end. Yet the more he arduously pieced together, the more the backlog grew. And they broke so often, their owners accusing him with nothing but their eyes that it was his shoddy workmanship, not their awful keeping. He consoled himself: the dolls had allowed him to build up a solid nest egg and it would all be over soon anyways. Fads are like that.	Comment by Unknown Author: I think this is his thoughts, so it should be in italics.
He felt the fortune crinkle slightly in his pocket as he walked into the village. Discarded slips could already be seen on the path from the shrine, mostly misfortunes. Another day, another fad. He’d keep his, the handwritten slip had a charm and he needed all the “Great Fortune” he could get.
Leaving behind the hawkers and other pedestrians, he slid away from the main streets until he was almost alone in approaching his home. One person remained, waiting for him. Under the shade of the gnarled tree by the door was “Great Fortune” herself, as dazzlingly crisp as ever.
“Ms... Maid.” He had felt the urge to test the other name, but decided against it. It didn’t sound right in his head. Not yet.	Comment by Unknown Author: Another instance of him thinking, so italics should be used.
“Mr. Tinkerer.” She nods back to him. Her voice is clear with a deeper edge. She holds two bulging bags, fresh vegetables poking out of one, boxed village goods the other.	Comment by Unknown Author: Present tense: should be ‘her voice was’	Comment by Unknown Author: Not sure what this turn of phrase is. I’ll offer a rewrite that I hope carries the same meaning:

‘Her voice was clear, and it cut through the afternoon ambience.’	Comment by Unknown Author: Should be past tense ‘held’
He unlocked the door and holds it open for the guest. “Pocket watch again? I thought I had fixed it just last month.”	Comment by Unknown Author: Should be past tense ‘held’	Comment by Unknown Author: ‘his guest’ seems more appropriate.	Comment by Unknown Author: Although these two seem to have a casual rapport and understanding, and the clipped manner of speaking conveys this, I think for the sake of reader understanding this should be something like:

‘Your pocket watch again?’
“Not quite.” She left her shopping on the low shelf by the door. “Allow me to show you.”
He followed her into the central space of his workshop. It was a tight fit for two. Shelves and racks took up every spot on the walls, some for simple storage, others displaying ticking clocks, mechanical birds, solar systems, waving cats, miniature trains. Neither gave the mechanical artifacts more than passing attention.
There were also outreaching arms to avoid, articulated limbs of wood and metal rods that sprung from the four workbenches in the room. Intricate subassemblies, trays of tiny components, and gleaming precision tools suspended by mechanical hands surrounded the partially disassembled projects on three of the benches, like an exploded view out of a diagram book. The joints of the arms could be locked in place and the hands manipulated to various configurations, or replaced entirely with magnifiers, drills, or other heavier tools. They were a terrific help in his work.	Comment by Unknown Author: This paragraph starts with the description of the mecha arms, then in this sentence describes the various items on the workbenches, the hands only being mentioned in passing. And then in the sentence after describes the mecha arms in more detail. Either the description zooming out from the mecha arms to the workshop, or the description zooming into the mecha arms should be used, but not both because it is confusing.
Two of the benches were stationed by the rear sliding door. The remaining two were placed under windows. As the sun moved, at least one bench stayed in the light, allowing every hour of day to be worked.
He did have lamps, but the flames were weak and filled the room with smoke. The uneven light would force squinting at miniscule parts as he played keep-away with the shadow of his fingers. It was going to be a long evening.	Comment by Unknown Author: Altough present participle can be used, its best practise imo to avoid using it unless absolutely necessary. This could be past tense:

‘force him to squint at certain miniscule parts’
The maid stopped before the unoccupied bench.
“Oh.”
Where there had been a clearing on the scratched surface was now the spot of a clock. It was a premier work of painted enamel and gilt trim, a wonderous tabletop piece on four carved legs. But the flaw was obvious: even as the early afternoon sun shone through the windows, the dial was confident it was the hour of the constellations.	Comment by Unknown Author: The phrasing here sounds like there is a spot that belongs to a clock. I think it could be made clearer, I’ve rewritten it in a way that preserves the rhyming of spot and clock and which hopefully carries the same meaning:

‘On the workbench, where there had been a clear spot was now a clock.’
The uncanny way it just… appeared, unaccompanied by sound or flash, stunned him no matter how many times she pulled the move.	Comment by Unknown Author: This sounds like his thoughts, so it could be italicized.
The tinkerer is reminded of something an old friend had showed him in a game. In that virtual reality, the 3D avatar, armored up like some Norse berserker, could pause the world by looking into his inventory, select an item to be dropped, then return to the world to see the object instantly render in. A convenient power, and easily abused. They had laughed manically as, computer shuddering and whining, several thousand cheese wheels poofed into existence, filling the houses and flowing down the streets.	Comment by Unknown Author: Should be past tense ‘was’
Gensokyo from the maid’s perspective, he figured with some humor, must work the same way, with her as the adventuring dragonslayer and him as the ever-obliging shopkeeper.
He refocused on the new job, testing the weight of the clock. The polished surface was cool to the touch. The maid had placed a dainty placemat of silk underneath the piece, a tasteful arrangement that brought sophistication to even an old workbench.	Comment by Unknown Author: A greater contrast between the sophistication part and the workbench’s description could make this better. For example, describing the workbench as also being ‘run-down’ or similar sounds better to me.
The hands might be jammed on a dried husk of an ant or a stretched gear, or maybe the whole mechanism was corroded into a disfigured brown mass that the maid’s mysterious employer had only now decided to get fixed. Whatever the fault was, he would be fixing it, restoring life to the antique treasure without a mark on the exterior. In return, he could expect prompt and generous payment, and access to the exotic goods only the maid’s household could provide. The routine was familiar now, no longer needing words to agree upon or hands to shake.	Comment by Unknown Author: This part seems like its stating the the tinkerer will not leave a mark on the clock, but its also written like its describing the current state of the clock. This might be a personal thing but I think its a clarity issue. I’d rewrite it to make it clearer that the tinkerer wouldn’t leave a mark:

‘restoring life to the antique treasure without leaving a single mark on its exterior.’
Curiosity still tickling, and feeling confident of holding the last key needed to solve the puzzle, he turned his head and blurted out the question: “Seriously, what is the secret behind your teleport trick?”
“Oh?” She seemed amused at his bafflement. “You realize I flew here, right?”
“I got over the flying. There’s acceleration, you gals fly at different speeds, it’s all explainable by some underlying mechanism. Not a clue what that might be exactly, but… that’s all I need. But this—” he waved at the clock “— just doesn’t make sense.”
“Consider it a natural talent.”
“I agree, Ms. Maid, but your talent isn’t just sleight of hand.” He straightened out the fortune slip and held it up to her, clipped between two knuckles. “Your secret, revealed!”
“Oh my. I didn’t know you were interested in that kind of stuff.” She scoffed, plucking the slip from him, raising an eyebrow as she reads the name. “I remember we agreed that fortune telling was nothing more than comfort for the foolish.”
“Well, yeah, but everyone was talking about it, and uh, I got curious.” He throws out a joke, “It’s not every day you see the shrine maiden looking that cheery!”	Comment by Unknown Author: Present tense again. This part could also just be removed and have the paragraph just be the guy’s speech and it’d sound better to me.
“True.” The maid handed the fortune back to the tinkerer. “Congratulations on the draw, by the way.”
“Who even made these? The shrine maiden?”
“Mostly. A few others including myself helped out.”
He had an inkling who she meant, probably the colorful panel of judges at the “fireworks” contest. “Guessing you all gave yourselves the best fortunes?”	Comment by Unknown Author: You should use single quotation marks to indicate sarcasm, so as not to confuse between actual speech which also uses speech marks. e.g.

‘fireworks’
“There were many fortunes greater than mine in the pool. Like that white hare’s.” The maid took the question seriously, thinking with one finger on her chin. The light from the window caught on her slender neck like carved alabaster. “And that celestial’s. Regardless, I did not write my own. I believe it was Marisa who did. She was very kind, honestly.”
Marisa, huh? The out of season trick or treater could be seen from a mile away. But he did not fully believe the maid.
“Very funny about that. I actually felt some of these fortunes were a little too on the dot. Let’s see... it’s this one about work. Business is booming, but you know I failed to get an apprentice this spring.”
“You’re hardly the only one with that problem.”
“There’s some other ones—"
“Fortune doesn’t exist, but effort does. You shouldn’t let vague words affect you so.” Her words are firm, but then softened. “Do you feel bad working alone?”	Comment by Unknown Author: Present tense, should be ‘were firm’
“No—maybe.” He admitted with a half-formed grin. “But I didn’t make as good a sell as I could’ve. Can’t blame the kids, either. To their parents, I’m nothing but a crippled foreigner with a knack for fixing trinkets.”
“I could speak to my Lady on your behalf...” She’s serious, isn’t she? He couldn’t meet her sapphire eyes.	Comment by Unknown Author: Thoughts, should be italicised.
“And work for who they call a vampire?” The maid only tilted her head at his words. His sarcastic laugh died in his throat. “I… I’ll keep it in mind. But I’m not so sure your lady would want someone like me. I’m nothing but good hands, and I lost my best one.”
“You must not be like that. You’ve done well for yourself.” She gestured towards the bench with partially finished karakuri.
“Only in Gensokyo, where electronics are magic and my high school diploma puts me in the village’s educated elite. And it’s all dumb luck that the Hiedas wanted of those dumb automatons, so now every other prominent family needs one. It’s money sure, but a curse, too” he complained, unable to contain it. “If kintsugi suddenly became fashionable, these people would be throwing their bowls on the ground by the set. It’s all a game of social standings and money and if you can’t keep the pace, you’re tossed like a rotten fruit…”	Comment by Unknown Author: Him mentioning it here makes it seems like the karakuri themselves are electrical to someone unfamiliar with them, e.g. me on the first read.	Comment by Unknown Author: Maybe ‘high school diploma alone’ would work better, perhaps hinting at some further education and work experience.	Comment by Unknown Author: Should be ‘wanted one of those dumb automatons’.
His cheeks felt aflame. His left hand rose, halfway to cover his face, but not confident enough to make it all the way there. “Sorry. I’m being childish—”
He tried his best to quash the darkness¬ that had led him to Gensokyo in the first place. He had been treated rather well, objectively speaking, and he did not wish to gamble again, dreading the other realms he now understood were waiting. Sakuya put her hand on his, lowering it. He breathed deeply.
“You’ll be working through the night, then?”
“Yeah…” He forced himself to smile. “Tough, but when I get into it, it’ll go fast. It’s like my own little time power.”
She curled her fingers around his right shoulder, running down to where it tapered off. The sensitive touch put a hitch in his breath.
“Both of us will need our rest,” she said, softly.
“I’d like to,” he muttered back. His fingers fluttered on his trouser leg. “Badly. I’ve missed you.”
“You’re curious, but do you truly want to understand what it means to manipulate time?”
“…I do.” The fingers stilled.
“Very well.” The way her lips curled immediately set off a volley of alarm. “Stand here, please.”
“Okay…?” He did as she asked. “What’s—”
In a blink, the room became dark, every window and door shut and cloaked in blue shadow. With the articulated arms, the furniture transformed into a blocky centipede encircling him and the maid. The tinkerer also found himself stark naked. The floor was cool on his toes.
Like something from a nightmare, he thought, before action finally seized him. His shoulders twitched, arm shooting to cover his crotch. He felt exposed in front of the fully uniformed maid. But his hand never got there. It couldn’t.	Comment by Unknown Author: Remember to italicize thoughts.
“Wait—” His shoulders flexed, but every time his hand dived down, it’s displaced back to his side. The barest hint of touch echoed on the skin of his wrist. He looked back up, eyes accusing. “Hey!”
The maid couldn’t help but giggle at the sight. A neat stack of clothes sat next to the clock on the bench. His clothes. They even looked freshly pressed. His belongings, including a pocket watch, were lined up perfectly on the bench as well.
The realization hit, his nakedness forgotten. The full processing of what had happened, her power, its implications, churned in his mind.
“It’s true! It’s Incredible! I mean… I mean with an ability like that, you could do pretty much anything! The possibilities… you could master any skill, work and rest whenever you want. A whole day done in 5 minutes, no! An entire week… I mean, are you immor—"	Comment by Unknown Author: Its better to use the names of the numbers rather than the symbols for speech. Outside of speech, I’d aim to just be consistent in whether you use the symbol or the word.

‘five minutes,’
She was there, instantly, right in front of him, leaning in. Her breath was light on his neck. Her fragrant apron tickled where it lapped at his bare skin, particularly at chest level, and also increasingly down there. He felt the heat and more rising between his legs.
“There more interesting things I can do.” The faint blue of her eyes swallowed his own.	Comment by Unknown Author: Should be ‘there are’ , ‘there is’ or ‘there’s’
The precipice of these sessions always stung with a final doubt what such a gorgeous woman saw in his mediocre, incomplete self. But he always shrugged it off. “Teach me.”	Comment by Unknown Author: I think a semicolon should be used here. Theres a few changes I’d make here, which I hope are illustrated in my edit of the sentence:

The precipice of these sessions always stung with a final doubt; what could such a gorgeous woman see in his mediocre, incomplete self? But he always shrugged it off. “Teach me.”
Whatever remained of doubt was flushed away, not by her hands or her body or her lips, but by the sudden horniness that occupied his whole body. His cock was rigid, tingling ferociously. No, she had used her hands, he suspected, but how? He pitifully attempted to hold back, clenching, but it did nothing to stop a swell of pleasure that fluttered his eyes.
“Wha…” He looked around, shocked, still twitching down there. Yet there was no mess or maid anywhere.
Then he felt her fingers on the back of his neck, followed by her chin. A warmth and two soft points pressed into his back. He reached behind, instinct guiding him, and felt a luscious leg. In the corner of his eye, he noticed her clothes sprawled messily over the clock. A split second later, they were tidied, folded in a stack next to his.
He grinned. “Nice— oh!”
He groaned. This woman! Once again, his cock throbbed on its own, possessed, and he had to brace on the side of a cabinet. His mind stayed cloudy, his lower half felt so… alive, as if it hadn’t already been used twice. There was more happening, but he couldn’t dwell on it. She was now in front of him, her slender, wonderful self completely bare.	Comment by Unknown Author: Should be italics.
He tried to say something, but her finger was there to shush him.
They caressed each other. He slid up her hip, tracing her navel with a thumb, sinking over her pert breast, brushing her silvery head. He untied braids, one after the other, setting aside the green ribbons. Twisted hair unfurled against her collarbone as he freed her headdress. The hand returned downward. He brushed past grey hairs, encountering the hot folds of flesh. She shuddered; her own hands mirrored his explorations.
They lifted each other out of the workshop, to the side room where a bed and other essentials had been stuffed. She eased him onto the raised futon, laying him down, cock raised like a pillar into the air. But she did not join him in the way he anticipated.
Heat, and an intoxicating wetness enveloped and then vanished from his groin in the same compressed moment; he felt sensations everywhere, all at once, from sensitive flutters on his chest to a transient pressure on his pelvis, which then buckled under the stunning release. His hand fell back down, unable to grip a rear that wasn’t there anymore. If he ever fucked a ghost, it would probably feel something like this.
Again, his exhausted cock was reinvigorated unnaturally quick, paced perfectly for the maid’s renewed assault. She was on him, kissed him on the chin, to the neck. He managed a tantalizing feel of the angular bones of her back. She lowered herself onto him and he thrust. Then she was gone.
“Ah, fuck—" He couldn’t help but let out a moan. She did it again! The pleasure of sex exploded all over his body. But this time the orgasm did not resolve. It went on, and on, the pent-up energy unable to escape. The tinkerer tried desperately to lower his tensed hips or move his feet, but everything felt entombed in warmed, thick jelly. His hand flailed around, gripping the sheets, trying to assist his stone-hard penis to no avail. The fingers felt odd, like the force was being refracted, slowed. Even the hairs resisted with the stiffness of steel wire.	Comment by Unknown Author: I think just ‘warm’ would be more appropriate?
He looked helplessly to the side where the maid waved at him. She had her head on her hands and elbows on the bed, observing him with a delighted fascination.
He remained in this annihilating state for a subjective eternity, finally released with a shuddering gasp. Then the next lesson began. Eventually, he gave in, surrendering himself fully into the stop-start rhythm of her voiceless lectures as both student and experiment.
###
The maid and tinkerer sat on the frame bed, resting against each other. The sliding door for the bedroom had been opened, their naked bodies basking in the afternoon. He looked out the door, utterly unafraid, gazing over the backyard. Hemmed in by fences and bushes, there was a well, and a small outdoor oven. No breeze blew.
He finally understood what people meant by “deafening” silence. Not a single bird chirped, no distant blacksmith clinking away. The light wasn’t exactly the same either, he decided. It was still warm, but it cast a cool and subtle greyish sheen. In the maid’s private world, the differences could be great or small, real or imagined.	Comment by Unknown Author: ZA WARUDO
How any of this was possible, how he could see anything at all and stay breathing if time was truly stopped remained a mystery, but it didn’t bother him. At this point, just like the flying and the magic bullets, he had reached a satisfactory level of understanding. Any more was gratuitous and a waste. This was the common sense of Gensokyo.
She rested her head on his shoulder. Previous times involved a frenzy of passion, to take and give as much as they could before their respective responsibilities separated them again by weeks, or even months. This, he decided, was far sweeter. He felt even a little sleepy. The tyranny of the machine shop, of the quota, had no sway here.
One aspect of recent events left him unfulfilled, however.
“It’s an amazing power, but it’s not really fair I can’t do anything back,” he spoke, breaking the silence.
“I assure you, I lacked no satisfaction.” Her chest tickled his side as it rose and fell.
“But it’s not as satisfying for me. You could jerk me off in a fraction of a second, anytime, anywhere, and I couldn’t do—
Pleasure rushed through him again. He had somewhat expected this and angled himself as the surge rattled his groin, to avoid dirtying the bed.
She had allowed him to feel a final drop squeeze its way out, see the splatter on the ground. Then it all vanished, his shaft cleaned. Only his racing pulse and the afterglow suffused in his bones was proof of the deed. He never felt her head even twitch.
“…that’s what I mean. It’s a really one-sided power!” He breathed, squeezing her thigh a little in protest.	Comment by Unknown Author: Should be capitalised.
“Power corrupts.” Her expression looked so sincere, but those smug dimples said far more.
“You’ve been corrupting me all afternoon, or however long it’s actually been.” His instincts failed him again: so many clocks on display, yet all were rendered as worthless as the maid’s broken one. “How long could you keep this up?”
“How much bread do you keep in your pantry?” Her eyes glinted. “How much water can be drawn from your well?”
“Good point, but—" He raises a finger “—If you can speed up parts of a human body, you should be able to speed up crops too. And we have a lake…"
“So much praise about my ability.” Her cheek leaves his side. “I hope you don’t forget about the rest of me.”
“I’d never, but there hasn’t been a chance to prove it.”
She was silent. He never bothered her when she pondered.
She rose and returned to the workshop. He watched curiously as she took his pocket watch off the bench. It was a blocky bronze piece, a square form with rounded corners. He considered it a practical tool with dials for regular timekeeping, a chronograph’s stopwatch, and even a timer. She stood there, doing something with it. The way the light hugged her backside was breathtaking.
When she came back, her voice was subdued. “For now, and only now, when you set the stopwatch, my ability will be activated for you. Reset it again to return.”
“That easy?” He asked, unsure but excited.
She handed the timepiece to him with both hands, the offering as her answer. He gingerly reached out, placed his hand in hers, felt warm fingers, the cool burnished metal, and that button, visually unchanged yet almost electric against his thumb. He squeezed.
She didn’t react as he removed the pocket watch and placed it on the bed. He rose slowly, snapped his fingers in front of her face, poked her nose, brushed her hair. Not even a twitch. Her eyes remained fixed on her empty hands, pupils partially widened.
She wasn’t pretending. This was real.
He walked around her. Her body was still like some classical sculpture, and in his layman’s opinion, far more beautiful to reckon. Unlike stone, her skin remained warm and soft, her limbs pliable. Regardless, she was now his to explore, no felt ropes or stern signs to stop him.
He knelt down. There was a droplet of sweat on her outer thigh. He pushed it around, enraptured at how the liquid dollop could be circled about, moved up and down the pale skin, or squashed into a toroidal shape.
Enough playing around. Time for some payback.
Except for some problems. Whatever magic it was made her significantly lighter. He tried to separate her hands, but the rest of her body kept shifting with the motion. Awkwardly clamping her with his legs did little better, the two of them almost falling over. His arm dropped with frustration. He stopped it from hatefully gripping the absent traitor on the right. Think!
Wait. He picked her up at the waist like a mannequin and took her into the workshop.
“Priorities,” he grunted. The closest bench happened to be occupied by a nearly complete karakuri, a pair set meant to bounce a pearly bead representing a kemari ball on a gossamer wire strung between the participant’s tiny shoes. With hasty contempt, the players were swept aside. The delicate set froze mid-topple, saved from the hardwood floor. One head had detached, hovering an inch away from its neck.
“I call upon you, my friends!” He tore the tools off their arms, conscripting them for a vastly more urgent cause. A low stool was rolled away, and some bedding and a pillow hastily thrown on top of the workbench. Then the maid took her spot on the padded surface, curved into an odd, sitting-like pose.
Rubber grips were moved to support her back and brace her arms. Her legs had been parted, the lower half of her body floating at him. He knelt. From this angle, her restrained expression could be taken as an almost dismissive challenge. He teased with his fingers, relishing the bends of the flesh down there, then brought his tongue in play, working until his mouth felt raw. His cock stood ready again, but he didn’t need it yet.
He moved her to a more stable position on the bench. With the stopwatch in hand again, he pressed the button.
If there was an elegant way to experience pleasure, only the maid could pull it off. She breathed in sharply, arching her back and rolled her shoulders back in one fluid motion. The tension gripped her, winding down slowly.
She breathed out from her mouth, glancing around the changed environment. “Mm. I was dreading what you—"
He set the watch down. His heart pounded just looking at her blushing face, lips halted mid-speech and eyes narrowed, all framed by disheveled silver hair. It had worked, but could he do better?
A glorious image popped up. He’d need a dildo, and a slide-crank mechanism, and some kind of power, pedal-based? Could some engine be devised to remain unfrozen? It’d require more experiments, more tests. He shook his head. Right now, he had to work with what he had.	Comment by Unknown Author: Could be italicised.
Parts coalesced together in his mind. He did have a wooden wheel. And a string of lacquer beads in this box over here. The pedals, colorful and chipped plastic nostalgia, would be donated from the old bicycle outside. The chain was long gone, but there were alternatives for that. It would be ramshackle, but he had plenty of time to make it work. No one could judge him on craftsmanship in this absolute privacy. The tools he needed located, he almost reached to get dressed, but stopped. There was no point.	Comment by Unknown Author: Could be italicised.
One section of linen scrap was cut and pieced into a belt. He adjusted the height of the stool and installed the pedals with some leftover structural components. Two of the articulated arms would grip the axel for the beaded wheel. The lubricant already present, he tested with a thumb, would do nicely.
He aligned the beads with the maid and took his seat, and started on a slow pace. It was a narrow fit, the belt barely avoiding his own crotch. As he pedaled, he entertained himself with the maid’s body. He chuckled to himself, doubting many men in history could claim this kind of view while exercising. The overall quiet, broken up by the gentle creaking and squeaking of the spinning machine, made a fine place to read, or even work on something.
As the initial excitement was replaced with a relaxed patience, his earlier thoughts returned. He stretched to grab the fortune slip off the adjacent bench.
“I don’t believe in fortunes either. That’s why this stuck out to me.” He read off the slip to the frozen maid. “I’ve talked about the work stuff already, but other than not having enough hands, I guess things really are looking up these days.
“Even the language is starting to click. A lot fewer misunderstandings and work is easier. It’s like a… what is it… a positive feedback cycle? But it wouldn’t have kicked off without your encouragement.
“You’ve always reminded me to take breaks.”
Skip love.	Comment by Unknown Author: This is his thoughts, so it should be italics.
“And nagged me over keeping the shop clean. And I guess starting this shop itself was sort of a gamble.
“The baking is going well too. I can actually swallow my bread without water now.
“And…” He glanced at his pocket watch set next to the maid’s. Actually, that explained how he felt so well rested the previous times they napped together, as if a full night’s sleep had been folded into mere minutes. “…yeah. I do prefer it over my regular watch. It’s there when I need it, out of sight when it’s not.”
“And returning to this one… ‘All the time in the world.’ I believe it.”
###
Sweating, legs sore, he moved the wheel away and replaced the maid back on the bed. As he returned for the stopwatch, he again noticed the pair of dolls trapped mid-fall. A sense of regret filled him at the sight.
He gently scooped up the dolls and brought them back to the bench. The string in this leg had snapped due to the blow. A waste. He rapidly replaced it. He reattached the head, adjusted the connector. Then, since he was sitting here already, he brought more parts and finished the piece entirely, finally winding it all up. He watched as the first figure kicked the bead with a soft tick, launching the pearly sphere in the air. But as it neared the end of its arc, the bead slowed… stopping completely, suspended just above the opposite doll’s foot.
He stared disbelievingly, before groaning. Right, he was in the middle of something.
Back at the bed, he gazed down at her slender form, drinking in her curves, the perfect tones and colors that made up the maid. She held so much power, yet was so vulnerable like this.
“…Sure kept you waiting. Sorry,” he sheepishly said. He knelt on the bed, and sat her up. With a firm grip around her torso, he inserted himself into her, gasping at the preserved slickness, the encompassing heat. He met her gaze; her eyes were liquid, alive, just paused. For the first time that day, he was in control of his pleasure as he kissed her neck, her chest, giving special attention to the firmed nipples. He swayed and thrust for both of them, gradually building up the pace. The pressure of hours of working and waiting roiled, spreading through him, tingling his feet, up his legs, before bursting out.
He curiously studied the globules of semen trapped amber-like in the still air. They cast a shadow over the shallow valley between her breasts, barely reaching the hair over her crotch. One lazy scoop with a towel made for a simple clean up.
He kissed her a final time. He raised the stopwatch. He looked upon her face.
“Sakuya Izayoi.”
Those became his magic words. The maid’s exhale was her answer as she returned to life.
“—wou—uud!” She cut herself off with a yelp, eyes rolling up before they shut entirely. Her body began to convulse and her limbs spasmed, her back locked under the powerful, shattering orgasm.
The maid fell back, laying on the tinkerer, their warm bodies slicked into one. He held her steady as the pleasure quivered in her and through him. He caressed her smooth arm, rolling her fingers in his. Her breathing slowly steadied.
“I heard that squeak,” He whispered.
“Don’t… expect such an easy win next time…”
The exhausted lovers cuddled together on the bed, drifting off. Outside the workshop, the world was still. On a nearby tree, shaded by leaves mid-flutter, a mother bird held a worm over her greedy brood, patiently waiting for the humans to awaken.
