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MY STORY STARTS WITH STRAWBERRIES. Or, more specifically, a lack thereof.

We moved to Paris in January 2012—my now-husband, James, our bewildered Boston Terrier, Parker, and myself—departing a mild California and touching down on a blustery cold France, covered in snow.

It was to be a temporary move. James had received an interesting job offer. And since I legally wouldn’t be able to work, I decided to take the time to study the language. It was all a fabulous opportunity we simply couldn’t pass up. It was the City of Light, after all: magical even when iced over, and full of wintertime charm. We kicked the slush off our shoes as we entered our warm apartment for the first time and started our next chapter as Parisians.

As with any move, we spent the initial few weeks getting into the swing of what our normal life would be. That meant figuring out James’s commute on the metro, finding parks for Parker, and doing the basics, like unpacking, setting up utilities, and most important, scoping out local grocery stores.

Around the corner from us, I spotted a Monoprix, the French equivalent of the American Target chain, and grabbed my warmest coat and a shopping list to go scan the aisles for the items we’d regularly have in our kitchen. Despite still being new to French, I could find some items without any aid. Eggs. Herbal tea. Milk. Yogurt. But when it came to the fruit topping I wanted for that yogurt, I was stumped.

Strawberries were nowhere to be found.

In broken Franglais, I asked a clerk where to find them. She looked at me, confused. I assumed she didn’t understand me, so I repeated my question, pronouncing it as precisely as I could. She groaned. “C’est pas possible, monsieur!” she responded, incredulous. “Ce n’est pas la saison!”

I pieced together what she’d said, word by word. Strawberries were not possible. It was “not the season.”

Strawberries . . . impossible? She was speaking to a man from California, where, all year round, you could find almost any fruit for every bowl of yogurt or any type of smoothie you desired. Moreover, she was speaking to an American, whose country proudly includes strawberry next to vanilla and chocolate as one of its most treasured ice cream flavors. Had she ever heard of the classic triple threat that is a cone full of Neapolitan?

To me, strawberries were standard. And I thought we’d just moved to the country claiming to be the capital of all things “food.” I felt shocked—and soon thereafter, culture shocked: The French, I’d quickly find out, preferred to eat by the season, buying fruits and vegetables right when they’re harvested, when their flavor is at its natural peak. Though I was aware of this practice in theory, it wasn’t how we ate where I was from, a land with everything available at any time.

It had been my faux pas (how French of me), and the moment I realized my thinking needed to shift to seasonality. Strawberries, I’d learn, wouldn’t appear until the end of spring or start of summer. The fresh asparagus on my list? Also not available until springtime. Oranges and clementines? Here now, but it’s the end of the season, so enjoy them while you can. And the figs James had requested? Gone, but back come fall.

I’d have to get used to it. If my yogurt required strawberries, it would also require patience.

It was the first lesson my new country taught me.
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France is a country that likes to adhere to rules. That’s the second thing I learned from living here. And these rules are never more apparent than in the French approach to food, from how you slice cheese to how you present bread (hint: never upside down, as it’s considered bad luck, and always directly on the table, not on a plate).

Rules also extend to snacking, or goûter (pronounced “goo-tay”). Unlike Americans, who might be okay with snacking whenever they want, the French have a strictly defined snack time called l’heure du goûter. Like strawberries arriving in May and not January, there is an appropriate window in which to enjoy a snack: between 4 and 5 pm, the afterschool hour, because goûter (also called le quatre heures) is traditionally meant for children being picked up from school, returning home. It’s a sight I often see: When I take the newest member of our family, Fitz, for his afternoon walk, little kids run by with sticky fingers thanks to something chocolatey like a pain au chocolat brought to them by an indulgent grown-up. I’ve been told it’s a way for kids to sustain themselves until supper, as the French tend to eat dinner later than Americans do. To be sure, the goûter hour isn’t only enjoyed by kids. Adults of all ages find themselves hankering for something sweet around that late afternoon hour, a holdover from childhood.

Unbeknownst to me, I’d been practicing the art of goûter, against the rules, early on in my time in Paris. When we first moved to the city, I took French language classes at La Sorbonne, and both before and after class, I’d pick up a new-to-me pastry. That means I wasn’t paying particular attention to the hour at which I was indulging. Walking from my school, located near the Luxembourg Gardens, and back over to our apartment in the Marais, I got to know all the French grands classiques—from the decadent Paris-Brest, a wheel of choux pastry filled with praliné-flavored buttercream and created in honor of a famous bicycle race from Paris to Brest, to the divine St. Honoré, a pastry topped with cream puffs that have been dipped in caramelized sugar and named for the patron saint of pastry chefs, to the flaky chausson aux pommes, buttery puff pastry baked until golden and filled with apples. Whether the rules came naturally to me or not, I’ve since become a loyal adherent to the goûter philosophy. Not a day goes by, whether at home in Paris or on holiday elsewhere, that I forego the sacred ritual. In essence, it’s a moment to pause, a moment to focus on pure pleasure.

For me, my version of l’heure du goûter also extended to coffee. And I don’t mean just any cuppa: I mean having a high-quality, locally roasted cup in a specialty shop. It wasn’t something easy to find at the time, as coffee-shop culture was a scene that was only kicking off in Paris when we arrived. It was an odd experience to not have an excellent flat white or a beautifully poured cappuccino anywhere nearby, especially as we relocated from San Francisco, a city that takes coffee very seriously.

When I wasn’t in class, I’d often spend afternoons on my own in one of the two coffee spots available: Coutume, on the other side of the Seine in the 7th arrondissement, and Kooka Boora (now KB CaféShop), up by Sacré-Cœur. It took me two metro trains—and a half hour—to enjoy either. But I had no qualms about it because it was the kind of caffeination I craved. And as these shops, and ones that soon followed, were either expat-owned or inspired by Third Wave cafés from the likes of Australia, the UK, and the US, I found in them a bubble of comfort. These were places filled not only with the best brews but also with other expats. Moreover, these shops wanted to cater to their clientele, so instead of offering ubiquitous French pastries to accompany the coffee, they put out something unique: American-style baked goods like banana bread and cookies.

It was a good thing. Because after I’d gorged myself on all the French delicacies available, I was ready for tastes that reminded me of home. And as we soon learned that we’d be staying in Paris indefinitely, I was also ready to find ways to feel a little less alone.

As any expat will tell you, the first year away is the hardest. When we moved to Paris, I didn’t know anyone. After a year, I still hadn’t made a community of friends. Fortunately, however, excellent coffee came in to save the day. My timing was lucky: More and more expat-led coffee shops began opening, and with our dog Parker as my sidekick, I’d wander over to check them out. And the thing is, if you put excellent coffee in front of me and get me gabbing, I guarantee we’ll be friends before that cup is empty.
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While I worked on the friendships I’d been missing, I also happened to be working on replicating the tastes of home I missed, too. The ubiquitous loaves of banana bread and chocolate chip cookies on the counters of these coffee shops, some of which were run by foreigners accustomed to American-style baked goods, did help, but there was one particular thing I wanted.

Coffee’s most reliable sidekick. Cake, American-style. Because, while the French excel at fine pâtisserie and breakfast pastries like croissants and brioche, they were not reared with buttercream-filled layer cakes, cupcakes, and rainbow sprinkles. Locally, however, American and English specialty bake shops were emerging and, by extension, the Parisian palate was expanding. Heart emojis appeared on Parisian eyes when they discovered iced carrot cakes (the earliest version was certainly the one served at Rose Bakery, the pioneer of the English-style canteen), cheesecakes, and scones served with cream and jam.

Despite the handy new bolt-holes churning out cheesecake and blueberry muffins, I still rarely saw the cakes I craved most: yellow layer cake covered in chocolate buttercream, or squares of cinnamon-laced coffee cake topped with a crunchy streusel topping. So slowly, I began trying my hand at baking. Though I hadn’t baked much back in California, my mom had taught me a few things when I was growing up in San Diego. Somewhere in the back of my mind, I knew how to properly grease and line a cake pan. I could also recall how to shake a pan out with flour. But I was going to need to engage in a lot of practicing to be able to make all of the confections I was missing most.

The basics I learned from my mom gave me the confidence to attempt simple things, like loaf cakes, brownies, cupcakes, and thanks to some Nordic Ware in my cookware arsenal from the States, beaucoup Bundt cakes. I liked Bundts because they were easy and straightforward but can look complicated due to the beautiful mold. (And for added flair, you can add a glaze that drips down the side.) I especially remember making a cinnamon–brown sugar Bundt, a cake my mom often baked for us. It delivered everything I wanted it to. It was nostalgic. It made me feel a little less homesick. And it was fun.

From then on, I was hooked.

Best of all? I now had friends with whom to share my newfound skills. Excited to play host again, I began inviting them over to the apartment for a goûter in what I called “cake parties.” It gave me a chance to test out new recipes—often using fresh, seasonal ingredients—and it helped me solidify the new relationships I’d formed.

I even earned myself a title: “Cake Boy,” a nickname a few friends once jokingly called me at a party here in France. It’s from a scene in the movie Clueless, the seminal classic from 1996, where Christian, the character Alicia Silverstone’s Cher is in love with, turns out to be gay.

“Your man Christian is a cake boy!” Cher’s friend tells her. “He’s a disco-dancing, Oscar Wilde–reading, Streisand-ticket-holding friend of Dorothy, know what I’m saying?”

When that film came out, I was a teenager. I recall thinking, “‘Cake boy?’ Never heard of it.” I’m sure the term was originally meant disparagingly; but now, I liked the idea of taking it back. I also loved how the once derogatory term was meant to evoke everything a cake can be: over-the-top, fancy, sweet, decadent, and dramatic.

“I adore cake. And I’m a cake boy,” I thought. “Plus I appreciate a double entendre . . . so, I’ll own it.”

From that point on, cakes I made at home got photographed and posted on Instagram at @cakeboyparis.
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For a period of about six months, it was all about more, more, more. More cakes baked. More parties to celebrate those cakes. And more friends made, including several of the expat owners of the coffee-based cafés I now regularly frequented.

One Australian I’d befriended was Chris Nielson, who owned Fondation Café, a tiny specialty coffee shop in the Marais offering perfectly poured café cremes. In late summer 2014, I stopped by for a goûter, as I often did. It was August, the time in Paris when everything shuts down and almost everyone leaves for vacation—and Fondation was one of the few brave shops that remained open to serve people like us who’d stayed in town. Funny enough, Chris was on vacation, too, but had hired a couple friends to stay behind to run the café. When I got to the counter and said bonjour, there were no baked goods. “Our bakers are on holiday like everyone else,” the barista explained to me. “We won’t have anything for a couple weeks.”
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Sacrilège! The word swirled through my head. Whatever would I eat with my coffee?

“Not even a cookie?” I asked. He must have sensed my panic, because the barista immediately asked if I knew someone they could pay to bake something, perhaps a banana bread or a cake?

I wasn’t sure if he was serious. I asked him to repeat it. And when he did, Cake Boy responded.

“Yes, I do know someone,” I said—and I was on my way to creating my first cake for a Paris coffee shop.

It was the third lesson Paris taught me: Yes. Just say yes.

The barista gave me carte blanche to create whatever I wanted. I made a very dainty raspberry lemon tea cake with a pink glaze, topped with seasonal summertime raspberries. I brought the cake over to the café that weekend; I even had James take a photo of me walking it there.

“One slice, please,” I said after delivering it. I ate it in front, at a table on the sidewalk, sipping a fresh brew, happy as a clam. I was glad I’d said yes. The final product might have had an uneven glaze and lost a raspberry or two on the walk over, but it felt satisfying to have done it. And if nothing else, I got to have cake with my coffee.

So did I ultimately bake that first cake for selfish reasons? Probably. I figured it was a one-off thing. I had no aspirations to bake cakes in any professional capacity. But because we’re now in the age of social media, a few people stopped by and took photos of the cake. And I began to get Instagram notices that @cakeboyparis had been tagged.
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I gradually attempted more complicated layer cakes. I wanted to re-create the kinds of cakes I grew up with . . . those that can hold a hefty layer of buttercream and rainbow sprinkles and wish you a happy birthday at the same time. My initial iterations were wonky and disheveled, of course. I didn’t know how to do all the minor things that make a cake look more professional—correctly stacking the layers, adding a crumb coat, or even properly cutting a slice.

As I started to invest in a few baking books and practice my skills using online videos, I received some inquiries from people who saw the cake I made for Fondation Café on Instagram. “Do you make cakes for coffee shops?” they’d ask. “Could you make one for us?”

That’s when my cakes started showing up in select coffee spots around Paris.

One of my first cake pop-ups was for Boot Café, a former cobbler’s shop turned specialty coffee shop, right around the corner from our apartment. The owner, an American, messaged me to do a unique treat for the weekend. I brought them my mom’s cinnamon–brown sugar Bundt (topped with an elegant glaze and a spray of sunny yellow roses), then posted about it on social media. The majority of people who stopped by were my friends, of course, and the cake was gone in a few hours. I couldn’t stop grinning, though. Gathering those friends around my mother’s cake, enjoying it in the moment together, somehow felt meaningful to me.

Soon, thanks to Instagram and to those friends who like to chitchat with café owners over their coffee, other spots asked me to do pop-ups, too. I created cakes for places like Café Oberkampf, Loustic Café, and Honor Café, which had the, ahem, honor of displaying my first attempt at a layer cake. It was a simple blueberry swirl cake with a classic vanilla buttercream, decorated with flowers and sugared blueberries, a technique I’d only recently taught myself. Layer cakes like these, covered in buttercream, are rare occurrences in France, where birthdays are often celebrated with either a variety of fresh fruit tarts or a very simple pound cake.

And as these tales tend to go, those cakes in cafés led to private clients. They’d often be expats who’d tried my American-style layer cakes or Bundt cakes and asked a barista who made them. “Could you make me a birthday cake?” read their messages to me, time and again. Once, a couple even asked me to make their wedding cake.

Truth be told, I would doubt my capabilities when these inquiries came through. I’d feel like I couldn’t do it. I’d scold myself for not taking it seriously enough or for not being a trained pastry chef. But I’d already seen where oui could take me, so I pushed myself to accept every new challenge.

Layer by layer, cake by cake, I then realized that saying yes had given me a gift: a creative outlet. I was filling my time having fun while learning new techniques and new types of cakes. On top of that, with social media, it became an opportunity to improve my love of photography, a skill I already enjoyed exploring as a traveler.

But remember where my story started, with a lack of strawberries? That’s the lesson that helped me take my artistic endeavor to the next level. That is how my baking started to soar.
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For someone like me, coming from California, the initial thought I had about adjusting to seasonal eating was that I was now limited. I wouldn’t be able to create whatever I’d want, whenever I wanted. But what I didn’t expect was the discovery, excitement, and creativity it would offer me instead.

Certainly, there’s joy in trying something new—a feeling you’re no stranger to when you move to a foreign country. Not only did I learn when certain fruits and vegetables (and flowers!) would be in season and at their very best, I also added new tastes to my palate.

In fall, I now know to look for mirabelles, tiny golden-yellow plums that only appear for a short window of time. At markets in the winter, I seek chestnuts. And strawberries are a late spring/summertime arrival, but they’re also not just “strawberries” like we have back home. There are varieties—and at the market, you must know what you want. Do you need sweet? Tart? Or do you prefer the tiny forest type? You’ll hear names thrown about like gariguette, fraise des bois, fraise ronde, and la mara des bois. And, true to seasonal eating, these varieties arrive at different times in the season itself, so you have to stay in the know. Because if you’re shopping and ask for fraise des bois a week too soon, be warned: That vendor might snap back with a roll of the eyes and a “Non, monsieur! Une semaine!”

I have also learned the joy of anticipation. When you’ve waited for that fresh clementine or artichoke or peony to finally appear in a market stall, you appreciate it that much more. When everyone knows it’s the right moment to spotlight a particular item again, there’s a special buzz going around. “Great, we’re moving into stone fruit season now!” is the sort of thing I catch myself thinking. “Soon there’ll be peaches everywhere, plus all those varieties of nectarines and plums!”
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That’s when I get excited about coming up with ideas on how to use those items in my baking.

With every fruit that comes into season, it’s a new chance for me to get imaginative. I brainstorm on walks with Fitz to grab a goûter or stay up late researching online. When the cherries are abundant at the market, I now wonder about making cherry tea cakes—or maybe cherry ice cream? When white peaches arrive, what could I do? Ah! Strawberries are here. Am I going to make a layer cake, muffins, or something breakfasty? (To be honest, probably all three.) I try to get the most out of a season while it’s there—to celebrate it. And in turn, my cake making becomes more thoughtful.

Also, it becomes more delicious. When you use ingredients at the very height of their flavor, it elevates your baking, especially when you create something that lets that ingredient shine. For instance, there’s a fallen fig cake recipe in my Autumn chapter. It uses a simple cake base that’s not too sweet, because the intention is that it shouldn’t compete with the figs—it should allow the fruit flavor to be the star. You halve the fresh figs and place them face up in the batter as if they had just freshly fallen from a fig tree. As they bake, the figs caramelize deliciously in their natural juices. The cake spotlights the fig at its finest. I find it’s a beautiful way to use up all of the bounty that’s out in the markets come fall.
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As my baking evolved, I evolved away from pop-ups at coffee shops and from private clients, reducing my customer list to only the occasional birthday cake. I wanted to discover a new challenge in the realm of cake making. And, as social media has often played a helpful role in this creative project of mine, it again lent a hand, this time in the form of inquiries about leading cake-decorating workshops.

I had never considered it. I felt like I was still in a learning phase (and imposter syndrome was still a struggle). However, the idea of welcoming people into my home for an afternoon of seasonal cake decorating, and more importantly, cake eating, seemed like fun! Moreover, I felt I had the perfect space to offer it. A few friends had used our apartment to hold successful food photography workshops (including Joann Pai, this book’s wonderful photographer) so I had seen it in action.

My idea was that I would prepare layer cakes in advance, and then with a small group of people, we’d tie on aprons and make a frosting. Afterward, we’d stack those cakes, frost them, and I’d set out an array of flowers, berries, or fruits for the class to decorate the cakes, explaining how the items were in season and when I first spotted them at the market. Together, we’d swap suggestions and get creative. We’d also gab and gossip, with the occasional giggle if someone made a delightful mess, and a big cheer when someone felt they’d crafted their personal masterpiece.

After a few workshops, I couldn’t help but smile. It all dawned on me. Teaching people about cakes had somehow naturally brought together all the ingredients of my journey in Paris: learning from the creativity of cake making; the joy of baking—and decorating—by season; the nostalgia of American baking, infused with the elegant sophistication I discovered in all those countless Parisian pastry shops; the beauty of an afternoon in Paris; and the gathering of new friends around something sweet. At the end of every workshop, I made sure we’d slice up the cake I had decorated and enjoy it together with a cup of tea or a sparkling glass of champagne.

Because now that I’m in France, I know to follow the rules. And my number one is that every day, you should always say yes to a seasonally sweet moment with a good goûter.

I hope this book—my love letter to time spent baking throughout the year in Paris—inspires you to do the same.

A Note on Creating a Cookbook in the Time of Covid

The theme of my book is baking by the season and gathering with friends to enjoy the sweet results. But I created it when time outside and at markets was limited, as was getting together with other people. Paris went into lockdown in March 2020, just as I’d started writing.

In a country where there are already lots of “rules,” there were even more rules to life here, as there were in cities across the globe. The logistics of recipe creation became complicated. Though I never saw France’s butter shortage, flour and different types of sugar were harder for me to find. We weren’t allowed to travel more than one kilometer from our home, so I was unable to go across town for specialty ingredients. We could order items online, but it took longer for delivery. Most difficult of all, as the seasons shifted outside our windows, the rules continued to shift, sometimes preventing me from getting together with Joann, my good friend and the photographer of this book.

It was a challenge on the creative front, to say the least.

As everyone experienced in 2020, the emotional aspect was even more challenging. Other than the more existential elements—we all know how that felt—little thoughts would creep in. Would I still have a book to create? Should I even do it? Is this important? How could I get motivated to write about something as cheery as baking cakes when the world felt like it was falling apart?

Interestingly, I found comfort in baking. My mother’s ever-present cinnamon–brown sugar Bundt cake was a regular feature on our afternoon table, often paired with a homemade cappuccino that took me nearly as long to make as the cake.

The world, it seems, had also found the same consolation. It was beautiful to watch home bakers emerging on social media as we all spent time living slower. Baking, as we’ve all learned, is an art form. It takes patience and preparation. You must check and recheck that you’ve correctly measured ingredients or timed the oven just right. And unlike cooking, baking can bring about a host of disappointments (I’ve faced them all!). But the elbow grease you put into it, I find, is worth it. Especially if it’s taught you a lesson, allowed you to create something gorgeous, granted you the confidence to say yes to a new recipe, or simply given you a taste you remembered from growing up, at the moment you needed it most.

And while we’re all still watching how the world will evolve as we move forward, my wish is that this book will bring you some insight—and inspiration—as we celebrate new seasons of gathering together around a table again.

A Note on Buttercream

Buttercream making was an important teacher as I learned to adapt to baking as an American in France.

When I was regularly making cakes for coffee shops, I was in a steep learning curve, so I naturally asked for feedback from café owners. This was especially true at the newly opened Café Oberkampf, where friend and owner Guy Griffin wasn’t yet offering pastry. There was a three-month period where he asked me to bring cakes almost every weekend.

“Make whatever you want,” he’d say. “Whatever’s in season would be spot-on.”

I admittedly had some major cake fails, including times when I showed up with nothing in hand. But Guy stayed patient and made sure I understood what was working—and what wasn’t.

And the thing that really didn’t work? American buttercream.

“Some of the European customers don’t understand the buttercream, as it’s really sweet,” he explained. “They’re leaving it on the plate and not finishing it all.”

Leaving it behind? Buttercream, the most beloved part of a cake experience? My American friends and I felt cake was simply a vehicle to deliver the frosting. Just give us a bowl of the sweet stuff and we’d be happy.

It was another cultural moment. The American classic was much too much.

I started researching other frostings that might satisfy their tastes. I knew about whipped cream frosting, but I also knew it didn’t go with everything. That’s when two European beauties crossed my path: Swiss meringue buttercream and Italian meringue buttercream. They are both luscious, rich, and very buttery—yet vastly less sweet than their American counterpart.

As I started to practice creating them, I noticed they required a bit more effort than the American version. Swiss meringue buttercream involves cooking eggs and sugar over a double boiler before adding in the butter, where Italian meringue requires you to boil a sugar syrup, whip egg whites into a meringue, and slowly add bits of butter. It’s a longer, more complicated process, but the end result is a mildly sweet buttercream that’s perfect for stacking and filling layer cakes.

I quickly incorporated these new frostings into my cakes. And yes, they were a much bigger hit with the customers at Café Oberkampf and beyond. You might notice that the majority of layer cakes in this book use Italian meringue buttercream, because it’s become my favorite. Very user-friendly once you get the hang of it, it’s a good base frosting that can be flavored endlessly (think chocolate, caramel, and strawberry). But don’t worry: There is a cake with a mascarpone whipped cream frosting (see here) that you’ll love, too. And as a full-blooded Californian, I, of course, included one traditional American buttercream. You’ll find it on my Vanilla Celebration Cake. I simply couldn’t resist.
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A Few of My Essential Tools

a peek inside a baker’s pantry



STAND MIXER. While this is a big investment, it really makes a baker’s life much easier by allowing you to multitask in the kitchen. Note that most of the recipes in this book can be adapted to a hand mixer—they just may take a bit longer and require a bit more coordination.

SPRINGFORM CAKE PANS. I have a big collection of springform pans in different sizes, though I tend to use my 6-inch (15-cm) cake pans the most. Springform pans are my go-to for cake baking because I know the baked cakes will always easily release from the pan.

BUNDT PANS. Nordic Ware is constantly updating their Bundt pan designs, so pick your favorite and start planning your next Bundt cake. Here are some ideas: Banana Bundt Cake, Blueberry Lemon Bundt Cake, Cinnamon Swirl Bundt Cake, Persimmon Bundt Cake, and Blood Orange Mini Bundt Cakes.

FRIAND MOLDS. These oval aspic molds make a charming addition to your bakeware collection. Look for ones with an embossed star on the bottom. Use them to make Cherry Friands.

8- AND 9-INCH (20- AND 23-CM) TART PANS WITH REMOVABLE BOTTOMS. These are great for reducing stress, as they greatly reduce the chance of a broken tart when unmolding.

WIRE RACK: Perfect for cooling all your cakes and tarts on, and comes in handy when glazing a loaf or Bundt cake.

CAKE TURNTABLE. I love my Ateco cake turntable! It helps me achieve a smooth buttercream finish on all my layer cakes.

PASTRY TIPS AND DISPOSABLE PIPING BAGS. A basic set of piping tips will come in handy for cake decorating—I use my French star tip often. Disposable piping bags are wonderful and one less thing to clean up.

OFFSET PALETTE KNIFE. Invest in two different sizes—small and large—for applying buttercreams and ganache.

KITCHEN TORCH. A fun tool to have in your collection and essential for brûlée-ing a lemon meringue cake!
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