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I never thought being a baby would be this beautiful, 
I will never give that up.





Part 1





Dear Moonkid,
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This is the first letter I write to you.

It’s past midnight, all the lights in the house are 
out except for my little lamp at my desk. Part of 
me wants to stay in the dark and try to drift to 
sleep again, but I’m scared, and I just woke up with 
my heart beating like a drum. Do you remember 
that Christmas carol, Little Drummer Boy? That’s 
how my chest feels like. Pum-pum-pum. Strong 
drumming and it makes my ear buzz anxiously.

It feels like my heart might break out of my ribcage, 
and it has my hand shaking a bit. Still, here I am, 
writing to you once more in the dead of night. Not 
that I have a choice. I don’t know why but writing 
to you makes it easier to cope with the fact that 
you’ve moved away and you’re almost always out of 
reach. 

Thursday, May 15th, 2019



1 2

I know that the boarding school you were sent to 
is very strict and you can’t message me back, but I 
still write to you. On paper of all things. Like old 
letters from old movies. Surprisingly, writing to 
you with my fist and pen feels better than typing 
anything. Feels more intimate, even when intimate 
usually makes you afraid.

The thing that hurts the most is that I know your 
fears and being shipped off all the way to Europe is 
probably making you freak out. I still know you.

Or I want to believe I do. It’s hard to be sure of 
anything these days.

I want to believe that even after the car accident 
you still want to talk to me. Especially because 
we’re both going through a customized type of 
Hell. How does it feel on your end? Do you have 
weird dreams like I do? I have weird dreams, 
Moonkid. I don’t know if you’d understand because 
I don’t think I do.

There’s so much going on, and I feel like I need to 
tell you. 

The accident is fresh in my head, and I have 
to live with those fresh memories in my head. 
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What happened changed who I am so much, you 
wouldn’t recognize me. I don’t know if they told 
you, but I was in a coma for weeks and I had a 
brain injury that changed my wiring. Scary suff.

But whatever happens to me is nothing compared 
to knowing that I may write these letters and 
maybe even send them out and you still won’t reply 
to me. That you hate me now after what happened, 
and you’d throw these letters on the chimney 
of that Switzerland boarding school room they 
shipped you off to.

I don’t think I wanna know if you hate me or not. 
Maybe that’s why I don’t send the letters, because 
I’m afraid what your reply would be. It was my fault 
this tragedy fell upon us so I would understand if 
you don’t ever want to know about me.

Still, I can’t erase you, so I will keep writing to you 
even if the letters pile up on my drawer and you 
never get to read them. Writing you makes me feel 
you’re still close and you still listen and love me.

You probably wouldn’t love me now. I don’t.

So, tonight is my second night since I was 
discharged from the hospital. I was pretty hurt after 
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that terrible night, my father told me your mother 
was hysteric and she wanted to send you away 
even if you’re basically an adult. I don’t think I’ve 
ever cried like I did, even after they told me about 
the nearly fatal blow I got on my head, I think all I 
wanted to do was cry for what was going on with 
you.

I don’t know if they told you, but I… I must wear 
diapers now. All the time. The accident was bad, 
and they told me I got a pretty severe trauma in 
the head that might have huge repercussion in my 
personality and mind. We didn’t want to think of it, 
but soon enough I was… wetting myself.

Wetting my pants like a baby, Moonkid. 

It was so intense. 

And the worst part is that all examinations say 
that my bladder is well, it’s unharmed and working 
properly. Still, I couldn’t hold my pee anymore and 
it got scary. Finally, they thought maybe wearing 
diapers could be a temporary solution until they 
figure out what was wrong with my control.

The moment a nurse put me in diapers, something 
weird happened, Moonkid. I started to feel at 
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ease and calmed and the overwhelming chaotic 
emotions started to regulate. They just put me in 
diapers and poof… I felt fine. As if wearing diapers 
turned out to be a magical solution  that instantly 
worked.

But I guess you wouldn’t like hanging out with the 
‘Dude in Diapers’. I would be embarrassed too.

Funny thing is that they tried to take the diaper 
off for a day or so to see how I reacted and the 
moment they took it off, I started to panic, and the 
anxiety began to rise to the point I started crying 
and bawling.

An eighteen-year-old crying and bawling like an 
infant in need.

They quickly put me back in diapers, and once 
more everything seemed bearable. I bet you’re 
reading this and thinking how much of a fuck-up I 
am.

I don’t blame you.

So, there was nothing they could do so they 
discharged me from the hospital, and I’ve been 
home for a day and a half, and I can’t get used to 
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anything. I thought coming home would mean 
things would get easier, but they get even harder. 
Because now it’s a reality what I must live with 
now: dependent to diapers and deprived of you.

I really can’t tell I’m pissing myself until I feel that 
warm sensation on my crotch and around my butt 
and it makes me blush so badly. It’s overwhelming 
and I don’t know how to handle it yet. Yesterday 
I was so upset that my dad walked upon me and 
asked me if I had wet my diaper.

I couldn’t say anything, so he checked me as if I 
was a real two-year-old.

The funny things is… when he checked my diaper, 
I felt safe for the first time in weeks. I don’t know, 
Moonkid, but when my father told me I needed a 
change and then led me to my room to change my 
diaper I got a weird sensation. For the first time 
since the accident, I felt comforted.

My dad is a mean diaper changer. 

He didn’t say anything to embarrass me, and 
he just worked on changing my diaper as if his 
eighteen-year-old son was a real baby. He said that 
he understood how it was tough now, that soon I’d 
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get used to it and I’ll be able to change myself or 
maybe even regain bladder control. I don’t know if 
I want that.

Don’t laugh, but I liked having someone change my 
diaper.

After he was done, I broke into tears again, because 
all I could see was that I would need diapers 
forever and that you would be disgusted. I was 
mostly crying for you. Then dad held me in his 
arms until I was calming down, he was rubbing my 
back like he used to do when I was a little boy who 
had a night terror.

Do you remember my dad’s comforting? He used 
to comfort you too if you were scared when we 
were little kids. Now I really can’t believe we’ve 
been friends since we were five and now, we’re so 
apart and our lives have changed so much, and you 
are on the other side of the globe and I’m back at a 
home that doesn’t feel like home.

I’m trying to make things feel normal, but they’re 
never normal anymore. My dad and Matty look 
at me as if they’re watching a stranger or a ticking 
bomb. 
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Maybe I am a stranger. 

And a ticking bomb. I am not the same kid I was 
a few months ago before our whole lives were torn 
apart. Before we got torn apart. I don’t even know 
if we’re friends anymore.

Are we still the best of friends, Moonkid?

Do you forgive me?

Just three weeks ago we were celebrating our high-
school graduation. Talking about our dreams and 
our crazy plans and making sure we were together 
every step of the way. Every step of the way. Now 
all of that’s been erased and your mother hates me, 
and she sent you away without much choice and I 
think you went along because you hate what I did 
to us.

You were upset, it was my fault. 

Now every movement I make, the crinkle of the 
diapers that is way too loud, the feeling of warm 
wetness when I wet myself and the sagginess of 
a damp diaper, remind me how my life is turned 
upside down and that the only person I ever loved 
enough to let me move on isn’t around anymore.
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Maybe you’re happy I wear diapers now, maybe 
you’re glad of my punishment.

Or maybe you aren’t, and maybe you still love me 
to the stars as you said, and I’d tell you I’d love you 
to the moon and back. The stars are way further 
away than a round trip to the moon, so I guess by 
that logic it means you loved me more.

Sounds like you.

Love,
Starboy



Dear Moonkid,
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Friday, May 17th, 2019

Do you remember what Friday meant to us?

When were ten years old, Fridays meant getting out 
of school early and walking side by side with our 
bikes. You would joke about how Mrs. Hutcherson’s 
voice had a croaking that got you to laugh in class 
so bad that you were sent to detention. Then I 
would join the laughter just so you didn’t have to 
be alone there. 

How many times did that happen?

Back to the bikes, we would go to the tallest hill 
outside of the suburbs and we would climb on 
our identical bikes side by side. We could only tell 
the bikes apart because yours had scrapped paint 
on the neck after you accidentally hit a tree. That 
accident freaked me out, but I rushed to you, and I 
could breathe again when I saw you were alright.
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Every Friday of our childhood, riding backs side by 
side and feeling invincible. I thought that as long as 
we were together, we’d be invincible. Just two boys 
being boys and loving all boyhood had to offer.

But when we got to high school, Fridays became 
completely different. I want to write about it but 
right now I can’t, because it makes me think about 
everything I don’t want to talk about. It’s okay, I 
suppose. It took me a while to get over the fact that 
Fridays were no longer a you-and-me time but 
hanging out with our classmates and do stupid shit.

Okay, I just felt weird saying a bad word like “shit”. 
Yep, weird.

Anyhow, I hope you’re doing great over there, in 
Switzerland. I would ask you if you’ve made any 
friends yet or if you’re still looking for your place 
over there. I would ask you many things, but I’ll 
probably won’t send this letter. It will just stay in 
my drawer with all the other letters, and I’ll keep 
wondering why I keep writing.

So, things at home are very tense.

Things have changed a lot. I have changed a lot. 
And I don’t mean just who I am and how I act, but 
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I’ve had a lot of diaper changes too.

I’m trying to feel comfortable about the whole 
diaper thing. We still don’t know what’s going on, I 
mean, I just wrote to you two days ago. Not much 
happened and yet much is still happening. I think 
this whole thing is changing my entire family into 
people I don’t know. I am becoming someone I 
don’t know.

Dad has been very patient, especially since I can’t 
bring myself to get changed on my own. I mean, 
how hard can get changed into a clean diaper 
be? I’m eighteen and my motor skills are still 
untouched. I want to be able to change my diaper, 
but for some reason I can’t. Trust me, I’ve tried.

Yesterday I had flooded the thing and it was saggy 
and smelly, but I tried to change myself. I put the 
powder, the wipes and the new diaper aside. Yes, 
like a baby I need the baby powder and baby wipes. 
When everything was set, I lay down in my bed 
and prepared to take the sodded thing off.

I couldn’t.

My fingers paralyzed and I couldn’t even take off 
my pants. Something happened and it was awful 
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and suddenly I was there with you on that night, 
and we were laughing and then were crying and 
then we were…

I started crying, not like a silent adult cry, but baby 
wailing type. You would laugh your ass off if you 
heard my cries, my grown-up voice wailing in a 
way I don’t think I’ve wailed since I was a one-year-
old. The tears were flowing, and I was shaking. 

Dad entered my room and looked at me alarmed, 
he approached me and sat by the bed. Always 
wearing dressing pants and squared shirts and 
those glasses that make him look like Clark Kent 
before he becomes Superman. He was alarmed at 
my crying, and then he rubbed my shoulder as I 
lay there and cried.

“What’s wrong?” he asked softly, with so much 
love.

My lip was quivering. “I… I need a… change. I 
tried to… do it. Can’t. I can’t.”

I felt so broken because I felt so bad and yet Dad 
wrapped his arms around me and hugged me and 
let me cry in his shoulders. I was feeling so bad, but 
when Dad held me like that and rubbing circles in 
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my back and whispering loving words, things were 
better. I started to calm down and I was relieved to 
be in father’s arms.

“Let’s get you changed out of your diaper,” he said 
as if it was the most normal thing to do. To have 
your diaper changed at eighteen years old by your 
father. All I did was nod and Dad started to undo 
my pants and I kept sniffing snot and wiping my 
tears.

As my dad changed me, I… felt safe and 
comforted.

Moonkid, something very wrong is happening to 
me. And I wish you were here because I know you 
love enough to put up with your best friend acting 
like a baby. I know you would, but also, I don’t 
know if I’ll ever be sure.

After Dad changed me into a new diaper, one 
that was so thick I couldn’t even close my leg, I 
smiled a little and extended my arms to him and 
made grabby hands. I wanted a hug, and I couldn’t 
verbalize it so I let him know like babies do. 

Unfazed, my father hugged me as I felt the cry 
clean diaper wrapping me softly and securely. 
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That’s when I called him “Daddy”.

The word escaped my lips and I blushed, but my 
Dad didn’t seem upset or angry. So, I said it again. 
“Daddy, Daddy, Daddy”. I kept saying it until I was 
giggling like an infant.

Moonkid, I’m glad you’re not here.

It would break you to see the shitshow I’ve become.

Love,
Starboy



Dear Moonkid,
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This weekend made me realize that I’m not the 
only one changing.

You always knew the love I have for Matty has 
always been enormous. Even though he’s just 
thirteen years old, he’s always so mature and yet 
he never lost that bright smile of child bliss that 
made him the most amazing kid in the world. Most 
big brothers pick on their little brothers or plainly 
ignore them as if they were invisible.

I could never do that; my little brother was always a 
treasure. He loved you too. Like, a lot. 

Once he told he was happy you were my best friend 
because I would always have someone to take care 
of me. Matty idolized you, and sometimes I felt 
a bit jealous that my own little brother thought 
I needed someone to take care of me, his older 

Monday, May 20th, 2019
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brother by almost five years.

But with you all the way to the coldest corners of 
Europe, Matty is dealing with your absence too, 
and because of this strange thing that’s happening 
with me… you know, the diapers and infantile-like 
crying outbursts, I think he’s hurting too much 
too. And it’s my fault, and I think he doesn’t feel it’s 
my fault, but I don’t know how to act around him 
anymore.

I’m a new person, and I think he’s realizing that he 
must become a new person too.

Big brothers should take care of their little 
brothers, but that has changed. That has totally 
changed now that we live in this new dimension 
where it flipped.

Last Friday, before I wrote that letter to you, he 
heard me walking to my room and the crinkle in 
my diaper was incredibly loud. Or at least that’s 
how it seemed to me. I stopped in the hallway, and 
he looked at me with those wide, terrified eyes. He 
was scared, I knew it. I don’t understand it all.

Ever since I got back from the hospital, Matty’s 
been ever vigilant of me. 
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He silently watches me even when he thinks I 
don’t notice, and I wish I knew what’s going on 
in his head. What is he thinking? “My big brother 
is a freak now”. “What a big baby my big brother 
has become”, “My big brother has to wear diapers 
and can’t even change himself ”. All those things of 
insecurity felt awful.

I’m not his hero anymore, clearly.

Yet, there’s a light of love in him, so I guess he 
doesn’t think that. Whatever the case is that one 
thought I’m certain he has is the same thought I 
have. I know that Matty tells himself “I’m the big 
brother now.”

In a way, he’s right. I’m the one acting like an 
infant, and he’s the one who’s been watching over 
me ever since I got back. He’s now the one who 
takes care of me and not the other way around. I 
think it must be a very heavy burden for a thirteen-
year-old to suddenly have to mature and take care 
of an eighteen-year-old in the most basic sense. All 
overnight.

It’s summer break and he should be out and 
hanging out with his friends, going to sleepovers 
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filled with junk food and videogames.

He stays home to help Dad take care of me.
I know he’s the one who told Dad I needed a 
diaper change once or twice; he doesn’t want me to 
notice but he’s not good at pretending. I heard him 
yesterday tell Dad “Dad, my brother needs a new 
diaper, I think.”

Just then, Dad approached me and asked me to 
stand up, and he checked my diaper and took my 
arm and gently pulled me to my room to change 
me. I know Matty thinks he was hiding but I saw 
him watch the whole thing. What did he feel when 
he saw Dad checking my diaper like an un-potty-
trained toddler?

As Dad changed me, I thought about Matty over 
and over again, and I felt so much shame and yet, 
so much love. 

You should see him soldier on, Matty is growing 
up faster because I can’t get my shit together and 
instead of growing up, I’m “growing down”. I know 
he’s quite perplexed to see me like this, all broken 
and needy and dependent.

I love Matty so much, Moonkid, and I wish you 
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could see how his heart is pure gold and how much 
he cares for me.

We don’t talk much, I’m still getting used to 
everything, getting used of this new personality I 
have and not having you around anymore. We both 
are.

I just wish things didn’t happened like they did. But 
if I have a little brother so amazing that he doesn’t 
make fun of me for what I now wear and need, 
then maybe everything is not so bad.

Still, the weekend went slow and today is Monday 
and its summer break and all I do is sleep most of 
the day or watch TV. I don’t see any of our friends 
or talk to them.

It’s boring, but I feel safe here.

My room is where you and I used to hang out the 
most, and I still see you in the corners and I still 
smell your cologne and body spray on my table. 
And most importantly, I can’t let go of your pillow.

It smells like you still, and I can’t stop sleeping with 
it. 
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I miss you.

So.

Damn.

Much.

Love,
Starboy



Dear Moonkid,
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I know it’s way too early to be writing a letter, but 
I want to tell you about the dream I had last night. 
It was so weird, and it was a little bit spooky to be 
honest. Well, it was spooky at first, but at the end 
it was very nice and when I woke up, I was feeling 
very strange, and I guess I want to tell you about it 
just for the sake of rereading this letter and maybe 
making some sense of it.

The dream begins with you and me.

It’s all about you and me.

You and I were at the grassy slope of the small hill 
behind your old place, just as we were a couple 
months ago. You had that smile in your face as 
we watched the sunset from the spot we claimed 
as ours a long time ago. We were just lying in the 
grass, and you had a bottle of wine in your hands.

Tuesday, May 21st, 2019
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Yeah, like the one you stole from your mother’s 
wine cabinet.

I don’t think I remember what we were talking 
about, you know how no one can fully recall their 
dreams. But you and I were smiling at the stars that 
started to be visible, sharing sips of wine directly 
from the bottle. We were happy, just two young 
men ready to seize the world. I remember how we 
used to sneak out with that bottle and do that for 
so many nights.

I would have loved the dream to stay like that, but 
then the dream shifted, and we weren’t eighteen 
anymore. 

We were ten.

We were at the park that used to be in front of our 
old elementary school, and we had a picnic blanket 
over the grass and the blue sky was upon us as we 
talked about silly TV Shows and shared a big bag 
of chips and popcorn, and you drank an insane 
amount of coke. I felt even happier in that part of 
the dream, how you and I were in our childhood.

Memories or dreams, those two scenarios felt so 
comfortable, and then the spooky part came and I 
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don’t know what it means.

The dream shifted, suddenly there was a nursery 
that I recall being my own when I was very young. 
The details are fuzzy, but it felt like it was mine. I 
was a baby this time, I was in a crib watching the 
ceiling as I breathed, and I became aware how 
small and helpless I was. I started crying.

Baby bawling, true high-pitched wails.

And then you walked in, again eighteen years old. 
And it doesn’t make sense. I was a baby, and you 
were a young adult. Dreams rarely make sense, but 
I am pretty sure my recent experiences came up 
with that scenario. That part of the dream felt more 
real than the other two.

You came to the crib and picked me up, and you lay 
me in your arms and started cradling me as if I was 
the most precious thing in the world. You looked at 
me to the eyes and started singing a lullaby. I really 
don’t remember how the lullaby sounded like, but 
your voice calmed, and you swayed me so softly 
and lovingly.

You started patting my infant back and also my 
diapered bum.
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Feeling safe, I fell asleep in the dream and woke up 
in the real world.

Moonkid, when I woke up, my thumb was in my 
mouth.

I didn’t notice at first, I was still dazed, but I knew 
I had something in my mouth and when I realized 
I was sucking my thumb, I didn’t pull it out. I don’t 
know how the sucking reflex felt so natural, but 
it was calming and just thinking about the dream 
make me feel at peace even if you weren’t here.

I sucked my thumb and curled in bed for a while, 
maybe an hour, before getting up to write this 
letter. 

Part of my mind kept saying that I shouldn’t be 
sucking my thumb, because I’m eighteen years old 
and that I must act my age. And then another part 
didn’t care and I kept the bliss of innocence and 
sucked my thumb.

Now that I write about it, I’m even more confused, 
but also, I’m overwhelmed because I need a diaper 
change and I want to suck my thumb some more 
and I want to remember the last part of the dream. 
It was nice having you take care of me as a baby.
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I’m having so many weird thoughts, aren’t I, 
Moonkid?

Love,
Starboy



Dear Moonkid,
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Thursday, May 23rd, 2019

I haven’t written to you because I have been trying 
to make sense of how life should look like for me 
now. Every day I come to new realizations that tell 
me that the world will never be the same again. 
Well, not the entire world, but my world. Because 
I used to think my world was the same as your 
world. We shared a world you and I, and now you 
are in frosty Switzerland in a boarding school you 
probably hate while I’m here…

Here acting in a way I never thought I would.

I don’t think I want to ask what you think of the 
new me. I bet to you the new me sounds pretty 
lame. I don’t do much, I seem to be behaving like 
any depressed and hurt person should..

Sleeping has been a great refuge; I take a lot of 
long naps. They say it’s normal after a traumatic 



3 8

event, to end up depressed and wanting to sleep all 
day. Well, it’s true, the accident was traumatizing, 
and I’d rather sleep than face the fact that our 
friendship has come to an end, and I’m meant to 
walk this world alone now.

My dad has been very worried, checking on me 
constantly, making sure everything is alright. He 
comes into the room when he thinks I’m asleep 
and rubs my hair and I like that, and then he 
checks my diaper to make sure it’s not overcapacity. 
I kind of feel safe when he checks my diaper.

That’s weird, right?

Matty is still very warry of me. He doesn’t know 
how to act around me anymore, and I guess it’s the 
same when I’m around him. Our relationship is 
floating around in a weird cloud that drifts slowly 
as the wind blows. I don’t know why it’s so hard for 
my little brother and me to talk like we used to.

Then I remind myself that I’m not acting like the 
big brother he used to know.

I wonder what I can do to bridge the distance 
Matty and I have between one another. I want my 
little brother to feel he can relax around me, but 
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honestly, I don’t know if that’s true. At least not 
right now, at least until I know who I am again.

What am I without you?

So, there was one thing I think it’s worth 
mentioning. It’s a pretty big deal because I didn’t 
tell you and you were shipped off before you saw 
me. My head has been bandaged partially for days, 
from the blow I got on my head on the accident, 
and one they said almost killed me.

I always try to avoid looking at the bandage, which 
hides an injury shook my entire being and, if I 
heard correctly, could be the reason my whole 
personality is… not the same. They told me the 
injury might be the reason I can’t control my 
peeing and I act differently than before, but it’s still 
“too early to tell”.

Well, I don’t have to worry about the bandage, 
because my dad took me to the doctor for a check 
of the problem.

It was so embarrassing walking around the hospital 
with the crinkle of my diaper sounding loudly. 
My face blushed deeply as I felt everyone in the 
building could tell I was wearing a diaper. A wet 


