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All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced without permission,

though life will reproduce its cruelties upon you regardless.

Some names and identifying details have been changed

to protect the guilty. The innocent need no protection—they don't exist.

First Edition

For everyone who was promised the world

and got this instead.

And for my mother,

who tried to warn me.

I should have listened.

"Life is what happens to you while you're busy making other plans."

— John Lennon

"In three words I can sum up everything I've learned about life: it goes on."

— Robert Frost

"We are all fucked. I am fucked. You are fucked.

The whole department of store-Loss Prevention is fucked.

The world is dying. But we have each other."

— Bo Burnham, Inside

"Nobody dies a virgin. Life fucks us all."

— Kurt Cobain (attributed)
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A Warning, If You Need One

This is not a self-help book.

I want to be clear about that from the start, because we live in an age where every piece of writing about human suffering is expected to end with a sunrise, a lesson learned, a list of actionable steps toward healing. This book will not heal you. I am not qualified to heal anyone. I can barely manage to floss consistently.

This is also not a nihilism manifesto. I'm not here to tell you that nothing matters and we should all give up. That's lazy thinking disguised as depth, and there's enough of that in the world already.

What this is, I hope, is honest. These essays are about the specific ways life has disappointed, betrayed, and fundamentally altered me—and by extension, the ways it does the same to everyone. Because here's what I've learned in my years on this planet: we're all getting fucked. Not in the fun way. In the slow, grinding, inevitable way that transforms optimistic children into adults who understand why their parents drank.

The title of this book comes from a quote often attributed to Kurt Cobain, though like most great quotes, its origins are murky. What matters isn't who said it first—what matters is that it's true. Nobody dies a virgin. Life fucks us all. The question isn't whether you'll get fucked. It's how you'll deal with it when you do.

Some notes before we begin:

The stories in this book are true, as far as memory allows. Memory is a liar, of course, which is one of the ways life fucks you—you can't even trust your own recollections. I've done my best to be accurate, but I've also changed names, identifying details, and occasionally the sequence of events to protect privacy and serve the narrative. If you recognize yourself in these pages and disagree with my portrayal, I invite you to write your own book. It's very therapeutic.

This book contains profanity, frank discussions of sex, mental health struggles, and dark humor about mortality. If any of those things offend you, I'm genuinely curious why you picked up a book with "fucks" in the title. But here's your warning anyway. Consider yourself officially warned.

Finally, and I cannot stress this enough: if you're in crisis, please put this book down and call someone. A friend. A hotline. A therapist. This book is meant to make you laugh at the darkness, not drown in it. I'm using humor to process pain, not to minimize it. If you're in a place where jokes about suffering feel like permission to give up, that's not what this is. That's never what this is.

Life is going to fuck you. That's not pessimism—it's physics. But somewhere in the fucking, there's also beauty, connection, and the absurd comedy of existence. I've written this book because I believe we can acknowledge the horror and still keep going. We can laugh at the void while the void laughs back.

So welcome. Get comfortable. We're all in this together—which is either comforting or terrifying, depending on your perspective.

With dark affection,

Fransesco Malila

Somewhere in the wreckage, 2025

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Introduction

[image: ]


Before We Begin

Or: How to Read a Book That Doesn't Want to Save You

I.

When I was seven years old, I had a plan.

I was going to be an astronaut. Or a paleontologist. Or possibly both—some kind of space dinosaur scientist. I had worked out the details: I would discover a new planet (preferably one with a cool name), find fossilized evidence of alien dinosaurs, become famous, marry a beautiful woman who understood the importance of my work, live in a big house with a pool, and die peacefully at 100 surrounded by my loving family and several dogs.

I'm now forty-three. I am not an astronaut. I am not a paleontologist. I work in middle management at a company that makes software I don't fully understand, I'm on my second divorce, I rent an apartment that generously could be called "cozy," and the closest I've come to space is the existential void I stare into every morning while my coffee maker gurgles.

This is not a sob story. This is just a story. Your story is probably similar, with different details. Maybe you wanted to be a doctor and ended up in insurance. Maybe you were going to change the world and now you're just trying to change your oil before the engine light gets too angry. Maybe you believed in love, in justice, in the fundamental goodness of people, in the idea that hard work leads to success.

And then you learned.

That's what this book is about—the learning. Not the inspiring kind of learning where you overcome obstacles and emerge stronger. The other kind. The kind where you slowly realize that the rules you were taught don't actually apply, the promises that were made will never be kept, and the game was rigged long before you started playing.

II.

Let me tell you about virginity.

Not sexual virginity—that's a social construct with its own set of problems, and plenty of smarter people than me have written about it. I'm talking about a different kind of virginity. The virginity of experience. The virginity of assumption. The protected, untouched state of someone who hasn't yet been fucked by life.

We are all born virgins in this sense. We enter the world expecting it to make sense, to be fair, to follow logical rules. We believe what we're told: that good things happen to good people, that working hard leads to success, that love conquers all, that the arc of the moral universe bends toward justice. We believe that if we do everything right—go to school, get good grades, follow the rules, be kind, work hard, save money, find love, raise children—we will be rewarded with happiness and security and a death that comes gently after a life well-lived.

And then, one by one, those beliefs get fucked out of us.

Sometimes it happens suddenly. A parent dies. A job disappears. A diagnosis arrives. A spouse leaves. The world shows you its true face in a single, shattering moment, and everything you believed dissolves like sugar in hot water.

More often, though, it happens slowly. The dream job turns out to be a nightmare. The relationship that was supposed to last forever starts crumbling at year three. Your body, which you assumed would always cooperate, starts making demands and issuing warnings. You realize that the promotion is never coming, the debt will never be fully paid, the anxiety will never completely fade. You watch your parents age and understand, for the first time, that the same thing is happening to you.

This is life, fucking you. It's not personal. It's not punishment for something you did wrong. It's just the way things work. Everyone gets fucked eventually. The billionaire and the beggar, the genius and the fool, the saint and the sinner. Life doesn't discriminate. Life fucks us all.

III.

So why write about it?

Because we don't talk about it enough. Not honestly, anyway. We have two cultural modes for discussing life's disappointments: toxic positivity and dramatic despair. Either everything is a blessing in disguise, a learning opportunity, a stepping stone to greater things—or everything is hopeless, meaningless, a cosmic joke with no punchline. Neither of these is true. Neither of these is useful.

The truth is somewhere in between, and it's much funnier. The truth is that life is fundamentally absurd—a brief, confusing, often painful experience that we didn't ask for, can't control, and don't fully understand. The truth
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