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Coco‘Nut’ Funnies

In a Chicago hospital, a gentleman had made several attempts to get into the men’s
restroom, but it had always
been occupied. A nurse noticed his predicament.
Sir, she said “You may use
the ladies room if you promise not to touch any of the
buttons on the wall”
He did what he needed to,
and as he sat there he noticed the buttons he had
promised not to touch.
Each button was identified by
letters: WW, WA, PP, and a
red one labeled ATR.
Who would know if he
touched them?

Things are tough in the U.K.:
Lockdown Round
Seventy-effing Five
London and Southeast England see cases soar and are
placed in TIER 4... travel bans
imposed.
The Northeast with rapidly
falling numbers is now placed
in TIER 25 as two cows in a
field in Northumberland have
coughed and farted at the
same time. Households are
only allowed to venture downstairs on a Sunday and it is now
illegal to make eye contact
with any of your children unless
you are armed with a substantial meal.
Remember when air was free
at the gas station, now it’s
$1.50. You know why?
Inflation.

Boris continues to brush his hair
with a spade and has been inducted into the Cockwomble
hall of fame.

He couldn’t resist.. He
pushed WW. warm water was
sprayed gently upon his bottom.
What a nice feeling, he
thought. Men restrooms don’t
have nice things like this.
Anticipating greater pleasure, he pushed the WA button. Warm air replaced the
warm water, gently drying his
underside.
When this stopped, he
pushed the PP button. A large
powder puff caressed his
bottom adding a fragile scent
of spring flower to this unbelievable pleasure.. The ladies
restroom was more than a
restroom, it is tender loving
pleasure.
When the powder puff
completed its pleasure, he
couldn’t wait to push the ATR
button which he knew would
be supreme ecstasy.
Next thing he knew he
opened his eyes, he was in a
hospital bed, and a nurse was
staring down at him.
“What happened?” he exclaimed. The last thing I
remember was pushing the
ATR button.
“The button ATR is an Automatic Tampon Remover. Your
penis is under your pillow.”
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Two guys grow up together, but
after college one moves to Georgia
and the other to Texas. They agree
to meet every ten years in Florida
to play golf and catch up with each
other.

Ten years from now you’ll
put on a jacket and find a
mask in the pocket. “Oh man,
what a weird year that was,”
you’ll chuckle to yourself.
Then you’ll pick up your
machete and continue across
the wasteland, keeping to the
shadows to avoid the roving
gangs of cannibal raiders.

At age 32 they meet, finish their
round of golf and head for lunch.
“Where you wanna go?” “Hooters.
“Why Hooters?”
“They have those servers with the
big boobs, the tight shorts and the
gorgeous legs.” “You’re on.”

It's annoying to hear people
saying they don't believe in
the Covid vaccine because
they're not sure what's in it.
I have complete trust in it
because it is made by Pfizer,
the same company that
makes Viagra. If Pfizer can
raise the dead, I'm quite
sure it can save the living.

At age 42, they meet and play golf
again.
“Where you wanna go for lunch?”
“Hooters.”
“Again? Why?” “They have cold
beer, big screen TVs, and side action on the games.” “OK.”
At age 52 they meet and play
again. “So where you wanna go for
lunch?” “Hooters.” “Why?”
“The food is pretty good and
there’s plenty of parking.” “OK.”
At age 62 they meet again. After
a round of golf, one says, “Where
you wanna go?” “Hooters.”
“Why?”
“Wings are half price and the food
isn’t too spicy.” “Good choice”
At age 72 they meet again. Once
again, after a round of golf, one
says, “Where shall we go for
lunch?” “Hooters.” “Why?”
“They have six handicapped parking spaces right by the door and
they have senior discounts.” “Great
choice.”
At age 82 they meet and play
again. “Where should we go for
lunch?”
“Hooters.” “Why?”
“Because we’ve never been there
before”.

And now, in the new year
2021, is the first time
hindsight is 2020 for real!

