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 A woman, cranky because 
her husband was late coming 
home  again, decided to leave a 
note, saying,”I’ve had enough and 
have left you...don’t bother coming 
after me.”Then she hid under the 
bed to see his reaction.  

     After a short while, the hus-
band comes home and she 
could hear him in the kitchen 
before he comes into the bed-
room.  She could see him walk 
towards the dresser and pick up 
the note.  After a few minutes, he 
wrote something on it before pick-
ing up the phone and calling 
someone. 

     “She’s finally gone...yeah I 
know, about time, I’m coming to 
see you, put on that …… French 
nightie. I love you...can’t wait to 
see you...we’ll do all the naugh-
ty things you like.”  

     He hung up, grabbed his keys, 
and left.  She heard the car drive 
off as she came out from under 
the bed, … seething with rage and 
with tears in her eyes. 

     She grabbed the note to see 
what he wrote.  “I can see your 
feet.  We’re outta bread; … be back 
in five minutes.

Coco‘Nut’ Funnies

I had lunch with 2 of my unmarried 
friends.

One is engaged, one is a mistress, 
and I have been married for 20+ 
years

We were chatting about our rela-
tionships and decided to amaze 
our men by greeting them at the 
door wearing a black bra, stiletto 
heels and a mask over our eyes. We 
agreed to meet in a few days to 
exchange notes.

Here’s how it all went.

My engaged friend : The other 
night when my boyfriend came 
over he found me with a black 
leather bodice, tall stilettos and a 
mask. He saw me and said, ‘You 
are the woman of my dreams ... I 
love you.’ Then we made passion-
ate love all night long.

The mistress: Me too! The other night 
I met my lover at his office and I 
was wearing a raincoat, under it 
only the black bra, heels and mask 
over my eyes. When I opened the 
raincoat he didn’t say a word, but 
he started to tremble and we had 
wild sex all night.

Then I had to share my story: When 
my husband came home I was 
wearing the black bra, black stock-
ings, stilettos and a mask over my 
eyes. When he came in the door 
and saw me, he said, “What’s for 
dinner, Zorro?

As I stepped out of the shower, 
I heard someone in my kitchen 
downstairs. Knowing that my 
wife was out, I grabbed my 
1903 heirloom rifle-- which no 
longer works-- and crept down-
stairs, forgetting the fact that 
I was in my birthday suit.

I came around the corner with 
the gun raised, only to find my 
wife loading the dishwasher.

“What are you doing?” she 
asked.

“I thought I heard an intruder. 
I came down to scare him.”

Scanning the contours of my 
doughy, naked body, she mum-
bled, “You didn’t need the gun.”

A woman walks into the down-
town welfare office, trailed by 
15 kids. 

‘Wow,’ the social worker ex-
claims, ‘are they all yours?’

‘Yep, they’re all mine, ‘ the flus-
tered momma sighs, having heard 
that question a thousand times 
before. She says, ‘Sit down, 
Terry.’ All the children rush to 
find seats.

‘Well,’ says the social worker, 
‘then you must be here to sign 
up.  I’ll need all your children’s 
names.’

”Well, to keep it simple, the boys 
are all named Terry and the girls 
are all named Terri.” 

In disbelief, the case worker 
says, ‘are you serious? They’re 
all named Terry?’

Their momma replied, ‘Well, yes 
- it makes it easier. When it’s 
time to get them out of bed and 
ready for school , I yell, Terry!  
And when it’s time for dinner, 
I just yell Terry! And they all 
come a running. If i need to stop 
the kid who’s running into the 
street, I just yell Terry and all 
of them stop.  It’s the smartest 
idea i ever had, naming them all 
Terry.’

The social worker thinks this 
over for a bit, then wrinkles her 
forehead and says tentatively, 
‘But what if you just want one 
kid to come, and not the whole 
bunch? ‘

‘Then I call them by their last 
names.’


