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      Hannah is a 22 year old apprentice chef who dreams of greatness; unfortunately, her dreams don't quite meet up with reality, and she spends just as much time in the kitchen accidentally starting fires, mixing up ingredients and ruining functions as she does cooking. However, she gets her chance at a big break when the regular dessert chef calls in sick and Hannah is asked to make the dessert for a huge wedding reception that the restaurant is catering. Hannah decides to make her famous Tiramisu recipe - a family recipe that has been passed down for generations, and taught to her by her grandmother. Hannah is sure nothing can go wrong with a recipe she knows so well.

      However, disaster strikes when the restaurant manager dies after sampling a trial version of the dessert. Has Hannah's carelessness struck again? Or, are one of her co-workers out to get her? After Hannah is fired and disgraced she sets out to clear her name - and to restore her Tiramisu's reputation.
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      "Hannah!" I heard a voice screaming at me.

      I spun around, almost dropping the large bowl full of salad I was unsuccessfully trying to dress. It was slipping around in my arms, threatening to topple over as I craned my neck to see who it was, specifically; who was yelling at me this time. At Lucetta's Italian Restaurant, it could be anyone.

      Lucy, the restaurant manager, came storming towards me with a red face. She slammed down a plate of calamari. "Table 8 just sent this back."

      I glanced down at the dish. "Did they? What did they say was wrong with it?"

      "Did you put this dish together?" She demanded to know.

      As the restaurant's first year apprentice chef, I was responsible for preparing entrees on busy nights like this one, when the more senior chefs concentrated solely on mains and desserts. "Yes?"  I answered meekly. Oh no, I thought, what was wrong with it? Knowing me, anything could be. Had I forgotten to defrost the squid? Under-dressed the side salad?

      "What is supposed to be on top of it?" Lucy asked.

      I snuck a look at the deep fried calamari rings. "A nice little squirt of aioli -"

      "And what did you squirt on top?"

      "Aioli?" I asked, hopefully.

      "Nope, white chocolate," she said crossing her arms.

      "That actually sounds kinda delicious to be honest..."

      The head waitress, Emma, walked in and pulled a face at me. "Hannah! Table 8 certainly didn't think so. I had to deal with them going off at me. So thanks a lot for that."

      "I'm sorry Emma - I didn't mean to get you into trouble."

      She shrugged like it was no big deal, but Lucy the manager was still furious. She turned around and spoke to the head Chef Mick, who was watching the scene with a look of 'here we go again.'

      "You'll have to remake all the entrees on that table, and we'll have to give them a discount."

      Mick scowled and turned back to the deep fryer, chucking a handful of calamari in. "This is the last thing I need tonight!" He bellowed. The other chefs, including our new kitchen hand, Ben, cowered, trying to stay out of his way.

      "I'm sorry-" I started to say, but Mick just shot me a look telling me I needed to shut up. Ben gave me a sympathetic look and a smile, but everyone was too scared to actually jump in and defend me. It was Saturday night, and we were booked out at full capacity, and I'd just set everything back by ten minutes.

      "Hannah," Lucy said, "You're on your last warning."

      The night, and my shift, eventually ended and Ben waited as I packed up my section, being careful to put everything away precisely, with labelling. If I'd labeled the white chocolate properly maybe I'd have avoided another disastrous night. Not that anything ever seemed to save me from having a disastrous night. I always seemed to find some new and exciting way to screw up something in the kitchen. I'd been an apprentice for six months, and ever since I'd started it had been one thing after another: if I wasn't dropping entire dishes of pasta or burning pizzas in the oven, I was mixing up ingredients and almost killing customers.

      "You don't have to wait," I said to Ben, gratefully.

      He gave me a grin. "Nah, it's okay. I've got nothing better to do." He winked. Ben wasn't much older than me, 23 or so, and he was only working in the kitchen while he finished up his studies. He was much more chilled and relaxed in the kitchen than I was. Not so stressed. To him it was just a part-time job, nothing to get hung up about. To me though, it was the career I'd been dreaming of since I was a little girl and my grandmother had first taught me how to cook.

      We finished packing up and walked out onto the street. It was close to midnight, but it was summer and there was still a heavy warmth in the air. "So where to now?" Ben asked.

      "Gosh, I could do with a drink after the night I just had."

      He laughed. "Is it always like that?"

      "On Saturday nights, yeah. Especially when Mick gets in one of his moods."

      "Especially when you ruin the food," he teased.

      I pouted, pretending I was more offended than I really was. Though he wasn't wrong."

      "Ben I just -" I sighed.

      "I just wish I could get given a chance in that kitchen. I KNOW I'm not as big of a screw up as everyone seems to think I am. Lucy said I'm on my last chance though. I need a shot to prove that I deserve to be there. I know I can be an amazing chef. It's all I've ever wanted to do with my life."

      Ben laughed again. "I'm sure it will all turn out okay Hannah. Come on, let's go get that drink."

      Emma swanned into the kitchen, full of gossip from out the front. "So, have you guys heard the news?" She asked, looking around at the kitchen staff.

      "Heard what?" Ben asked, chopping spinach, barely bothering to look up.

      "You know that wedding function we've got on this weekend?"

      I nodded, coming closer to her. The up-coming weekend we were catering for - not to mention hosting – was a huge society wedding. We were all a little on edge, knowing that there was a lot riding on it. The reputation of the restaurant, our wallets... we'd all been instructed by Lucy several times already that we all needed to be extra careful, extra vigilant, and extra on-game. She'd directed a lot of these comments at me.

      "What about the wedding?" I asked anxiously.

      Emma grinned. "Apparently it might be called off. There's some customers out the front talking about it. Of course, they don't know I've been eavesdropping."

      "Emma that's terrible news!" I gasped. "Why would you want that to happen?"

      She shrugged. "I dunno, we might get the weekend off or something." She tossed her hair over her shoulder. "Plus, I hate weddings." She sighed. "It'll probably go ahead though. Unfortunately."

      Mick came over and interrupted our conversation, telling Emma to go back out the front, and growling at me to concentrate on what I was doing.
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        * * *

      

      The manager of Lucetta, Lucy, came over to me with a wary look on her face. She seemed to size me up before she spoke.

      "Hannah... you wouldn't..." She hesitated again. "No, never mind," she said, shaking her head and turning around, leaving to go back out the front.

      "Wait, what did you want to ask me?" I asked, anxious to know. "I'm not in trouble again, am I?" It suddenly hit me. "Oh, I know what you want to ask me. You want to ask me not to work this weekend during the Willbond Wedding function. You think I'll do something to screw it up. Okay, I understand if you want me to stay home." I said, sadly.

      She turned back around slowly, placing one hand on her hip. "It's not that Hannah. Quite the opposite."

      "The opposite?"

      She still seemed to hesitate as she started to explain. "It's just the dessert chef, Sandra, can't work this weekend... a family emergency or something."

      My eyes shot wide open. I controlled the urge to bounce up and down as Lucy, reluctantly asked me, "How would you feel about making your famous Tiramisu recipe for the dessert?"

      "Are you serious, Lucy?"

      She shrugged and nodded. "Yeah, why not? I don't see that we have a lot of other options at this point."

      I squealed, as she held a hand up. "Okay, okay, don't go getting too excited just yet. You'll need to do a trial for me this afternoon, so that I can taste it - make sure it's up to scratch for the wedding guests."

      "Not a problem!" I said, running over to my station to start prepping. "Now, I'm going to need a load of mascarpone cream..." I murmured, standing on tiptoes to look inside the shelves of the fridge. I turned back to look at Lucy. "Don't worry! I won't let you down!"

      She gave me the same reluctant shrug that she had earlier. "Just be careful Hannah - pay attention to what you're doing!"

      I gave her my 'scout's honor' sign and told her she didn't have a thing to worry about. As soon as she left the kitchen to go back to tend to the front of house, everyone else in the kitchen turned to stare at me in disbelief. Emma, the head waitress, came in to see what all the fuss was about.

      "Lucy asked you to make the dessert - for the Willbond wedding?" Emma asked. "I can't believe it."

      I grinned. "This is the dish the bride and groom are going to eat. It's such an
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