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Disclaimer

The characters and situations described in this book are fictionalized or exaggerated for humor and entertainment purposes. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental. The intent is to entertain, not to insult or demean.
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To those who love to peek behind the velvet curtain — may you find laughter in the quirks of every class.
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Welcome to the Untidy Side of Opulence

If you think being filthy rich means spotless hands, pristine manners, and an Instagram feed full of flawless moments, think again. Behind the velvet ropes, marble floors, and champagne toasts lies a world that’s far less polished—and a whole lot more entertaining.

This book peels back the velvet curtain to reveal the secret quirks, odd habits, and downright weird rituals of the ultra-wealthy. From biting corks instead of using their gold-plated wine openers, to hoarding luxury gift bags filled with junk, these are the things they hope you never find out.

Why? Because in the kingdom of the absurdly affluent, perfection is a performance—and the messy, human stuff is strictly off the record.

Inside, you’ll meet a cast of characters who navigate their lavish lives with a mix of charm, denial, and unapologetic weirdness. They don’t wash their hands like you might expect. They nap in their clothes. They quote movies instead of reading books. And they’ll do just about anything to avoid small talk—even at their own parties.

This isn’t a takedown or a pity party—it’s a playful, no-holds-barred look at how the other half lives when no one’s watching. It’s a celebration of imperfection behind impeccable façades, and a reminder that money might buy comfort, but it can’t buy normal.

So buckle up, pour yourself a drink (bonus points if you open it with your teeth), and get ready to dive into the filthy, funny secrets of the filthy rich. Because once you know these quirks, you might just never look at a billionaire the same way again.
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They Don’t Wash Their Hands After Using the Bathroom

The powder room in the Halcyon Private Club was wallpapered with gold-foil koi fish and smelled like bergamot anxiety. It was the kind of place where you could cry into an $800 silk hand towel and someone would thank you for moisturizing it.

Declan Moreau emerged from the toilet stall with the smug tranquility of a man who had just passed a solid gold ingot. His cufflinks caught the soft lighting like they were winking. He paused at the row of pristine sinks, considered them like one might regard a salad bar in a bus station, then briskly pivoted to the door—hand hovering over the handle like a surgeon deciding where to cut.

“Sir,” came a hesitant voice behind him—Caleb, the 22-year-old bathroom attendant dressed in a tuxedo of quiet regret. He held out a warm towel with tongs, as if offering a peace treaty.

Declan blinked. “Oh, I’m good,” he said, waving it off with the same hand he had just wiped on the inside of his custom Loro Piana blazer. “Didn’t touch a thing.”

He pushed the door open with his palm and walked out into the dining room like a man who'd just delivered a TED Talk on gut health. Behind him, Caleb stared at the towel in his hands, then dropped it into the bin like it might file a lawsuit.

At table 14, his wife, Saskia, was mid-story about her friend’s emotional support koi pond. Declan slid back into his seat, grabbed a slice of focaccia, and tore into it with all five fingers.

“You washed, right?” Saskia asked without looking up.

“Didn’t need to,” Declan said, reaching for the truffle butter. “Did the hover.”

The man at the next table—some mid-level prince or VC or probably both—glanced over, caught a flash of Declan’s fingers glistening with butter and... possibly more, then quickly turned back to his steak tartare, now with less enthusiasm.

Their server arrived with the wine, holding the bottle like a relic. Declan reached to inspect it, his pinkie skimming the label.

“Oh—uh—let me,” the server said quickly, jerking the bottle just out of reach and giving it a loving wipe with a cloth that now felt deeply inadequate.

Declan raised an eyebrow but said nothing. He took a generous sip of his wine, then leaned over to fist-bump the hedge fund manager two tables down.

“You’re looking viral, Raj,” he said. “In a good way.”

“Trying to stay sanitized,” Raj muttered, pulling out a discreet pocket spritzer and giving his knuckles a quick mist.

Declan chuckled and wiped his hand on the linen napkin. “We’re mammals. It’s supposed to be messy.”

Caleb, from his post by the bathroom, watched it all unfold with the dead-eyed focus of someone trying to astral project into a career in IT.

The koi wallpaper in the powder room shimmered slightly in the air-conditioned breeze. Another door opened. Another billionaire walked out. No sink visited.

Declan insists his immune system is "ancestral." He says it like it’s a bloodline, not a fluke of privilege and probiotic marketing.

“There’s bacteria in the dirt,” he once told a horrified German ambassador at a Gstaad dinner party. “And I used to eat dirt. Straight out of the flower beds. Immune system? Built different.”

Back in boarding school, he bragged about never catching mono because he “let the germs know who’s boss.” He’s been giving TEDx talks (uninvited) in sauna lounges about "natural immunity cycles" ever since.

His inner circle, which includes a former astronaut, two aging DJs, and his osteopath-slash-best friend Kenny, have heard the monologue so many times they can lip-sync it.

“You wash all the oils off,” he explains while dousing his fingertips in Grey Goose, mid-jet ride to Sardinia. “Sanitizer kills the bad stuff but keeps your biome sharp. Soap is for the paranoid.”

Once, at a private yoga retreat in Bhutan, a woman asked him to please wash before joining the communal meal circle. He rinsed one pinkie under a waterfall and said, “Namaste.” She cried.

Saskia used to fight him on it—back in year one of their marriage, when she still thought love was reformative. But after the dinner party where Declan high-fived a rabbi immediately after using the downstairs powder room, she stopped trying.

“Maybe he’s just... European,” she told herself. Declan is not European. He’s from Connecticut.

The staff has adjusted. His housekeeper, Renata, wears gloves just to pick up his laundry. His assistant, Milo, has a pack of antiseptic wipes he pretends are for “keyboard smudges.” No one touches his phone. Ever. It has the grimy patina of a toddler’s iPad in a public waiting room.

At a fundraising gala last fall, Declan shook hands with a state senator and then immediately started eating shrimp cocktail with his fingers. The senator excused himself and was seen Googling "E.coli incubation period" near the coat check.

He justifies it all with stories. How he “took a squat in the Andes with no Purell and lived to tell.” How his gut flora “could beat up your gut flora.” How the “real pathogens are psychological.”

But even his dog, a genetically rare $40,000 Basenji named Kevin, side-eyes him after bathroom breaks. Kevin has witnessed things.

At a recent health conference in Aspen, Declan was spotted licking truffle dust off his knuckles while listening to a talk on superbugs. Someone handed him a complimentary sanitizer bottle. He used it... as a paperweight.
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