


Beauti  stood before the mirror,  frowning at her 
curls.  "I  wish  my  hair  was  straight  like  in  the 
storybook,"  she  sighed.  Little  Adore  skipped  in, 
beads clicking in her braided ponytail, her princess 
dress swishing. "But Beauti, your curls are like a 
crown!" Adore giggled, twirling. Beauti smiled a little, 
touching her soft curls. "You really think so?" Adore 
nodded, her pretty teeth flashing a big smile. "Let's 
be proud together!" she cheered, pulling Beauti's 
hand toward the sunny window.
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At breakfast, Beauti hummed a gentle tune about 
loving yourself. Adore bounced in her chair, beads 
swinging. "Sing it again, Beauti!" she giggled. Beauti 
smiled and sang, "My hair is wonderful, my skin 
shines bright!" Her worries started to melt as she 
clapped along. Adore twirled in her princess dress, 
laughing with joy. "See, Beauti? We are beautiful 
just as we are," Adore said softly. Beauti hugged 
her little sister tight. "You're right, Adore. We adore 
ourselves!" They laughed together, feeling warm 
and happy inside.
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That afternoon, the sisters played hairstylist. Beauti 
gently  braided tiny  beads  into  Adore's  ponytail, 
matching her own soft curls. "Your hair looks like a 
princess crown," Beauti said, admiring the sparkly 
beads. Adore clapped, her pretty teeth showing in a 
wide smile. "Now let's do yours!" she said, carefully 
twisting Beauti's curls into a fluffy puff. They giggled, 
looking in the mirror together. "We look amazing!" 
Adore cheered. Beauti nodded proudly, loving her 
natural curls more than ever before.
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The next day,  the sisters walked outside,  heads 
held high. Beauti's curls bounced freely, and Adore's 
beads sparkled in the sunlight. "We're beautiful just 
the way we are," Beauti said, smiling wide. Adore 
grinned, twirling in her princess dress, her pretty 
teeth sparkling. "Let's dance, Beauti!" she giggled, 
spinning in circles.  Beauti  joined in,  laughing as 
they twirled together under the warm sun. Holding 
hands,  they  skipped down the  sidewalk,  feeling 
proud, happy, and beautifully themselves, just as 
they were meant to be.
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