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INTRODUCTION BY LEWIS BLACK

My parents are going to be beaming with pride when they find out that I have written an introduction to a book filled with dirty jokes. This is the moment they have been waiting for since I was born. “We were hoping he’d become a doctor, but since that didn’t work out, this is a dream come true.” But seriously, why in hell would I agree to add my name to this project? Well, it’s a dirty job but someone had to do it. I guess everyone else turned them down. And you know what I think? There’s nothing better than a good dirty joke. It takes you out of yourself for just a few moments and transports you into another space-time continuum, where silliness is the coin of the realm.

I can’t remember the first dirty joke I ever heard. I do remember a moment of shock, a minor sense of panic that I was doing something wrong and that my parents would find out. I remember howling with laughter, laughing in a way that I never had at all of those idiotic knock-knock jokes of my childhood. I do know it was a life-changing experience, not a major one, but I knew that things would never be the same. A door had been opened and I would never want to close it. I had discovered the dark side and it was funny. And that’s precisely what attracts us to such jokes: the fact that they are forbidden—that they are not jokes for everybody. This form of humor is called “profanity” for a reason. It is the opposite of the sacred. The sacred serves to remind us about what is important in our lives, while the profane reminds us not to take it too seriously. Pretty important, then, that profanity.

I have always wondered why these jokes upset some people. It’s a joke, for crying out loud! It doesn’t matter in the greater scheme. It’s designed to help us blow off a little steam and then move on. These people who object to “blue humor”—how do they maintain such a state of innocence, where do they find the energy, and what is it that they do for fun?

Ultimately humor is a question of taste, of what makes you laugh. And as a comic who uses profanity, dirty makes me laugh. As you grow older, your brain gets cluttered with more and more shit, and you need a more screwed-up shovel to get the shit out. Sometimes, you just need to be shocked out of the nonsense that inundates you on a daily basis. It’s good for the soul.

Can someone explain to me why certain words are considered dirty? These are the words we use to express our anger and outrage. What other words do we have at our disposal that do the job so well? (The word “fuck,” uttered gutturally or shouted to the winds, releases all the pain, anguish, horror, and disgust one might feel in one great expulsion of air.) What words do people spontaneously use when they watch a horrifying event of epic proportions, such as a tsunami? When you’re watching a body of water rise up and crush everything in its path, don’t words like “Son of a bitch” or “Holy shit” cross your mind? Does anyone really think, “Aw, pshaw” or “pussyfeathers”?

There are a number of critics who believe that comedians can get easy laughs just by swearing. That isn’t true. I am a comic who is considered “edgy,” which means that I use profanity and tell jokes on topics that tend to make people uncomfortable—all the more reason that I have to know what I’m doing every second—because the audience isn’t stupid. They know when you are not delivering the goods. And in that case, all of the “fucks” in the world won’t save your ass. This book includes commentary from a number of comics whose work I admire. These geniuses help to illuminate what it’s like to “work profane” and tell jokes that make people uncomfortable. You’ll also find a discussion of The Aristocrats, the all-time classic Big Daddy of dirty jokes. One that comics have crafted to their own sense of humor. Reading about it offers real insight into the twisted recesses of the comic mind.

But let’s face it—you didn’t buy this book for the “commentary” any more than people buy Playboy for the articles. This is a book jam-packed with dirty jokes that the Friars have shared over the years (and mercilessly ripped off from one another), along with a nice big dose of some of the finest barbs ever flung at a Friars Roast.

This is definitely not a coffee-table book, especially if you have children. It’s a book you keep in the bathroom—or the bedroom, even better.

So go ahead and enjoy the jokes that the Friars have honed over time and feel free to spread them around, but remember: don’t tell these jokes to people who you know will be upset by them—it’s not worth it. And they don’t deserve them.



CHAPTER 1
Take My Spouse, Please
Lots of proof that you can’t live with ‘em... but you’re screwed if you leave ‘em.

A woman asks her husband if he’d like some breakfast. “Bacon and eggs? Perhaps a slice of toast? Maybe a nice grapefruit and a cup of fresh coffee?” He declines. “It’s this Viagra,” he says. “It’s really taken the edge off my appetite.”

At lunchtime, she asks if he would like something. “A bowl of homemade soup, maybe, with a cheese sandwich? Or how about a plate of snacks and a glass of milk?” Again, he declines. “No, thanks, it’s this Viagra. It’s really taken the edge off my appetite.”

At dinnertime, she asks if he wants anything to eat, offering to go out and buy him a burger. “Or would you rather I make you a pizza from scratch? Or, how about a tasty stir-fry? That’ll only take a couple of minutes...” Once more, he declines. “Again, thanks, but it’s this Viagra. It’s really taken the edge off my appetite.”

“Well, then,” she says, “would you mind getting off me? I’m fucking STARVING!”

A woman is having an affair while her husband is at work. One wet and lusty day she’s in bed with her boyfriend when, to her horror, she hears her husband’s car pull into the driveway.

“Oh my God, hurry! Grab your clothes,” she yells to her lover. “And jump out the window. My husband is home early!”

“I can’t jump out the window!” comes the strangled reply from beneath the sheets. “It’s raining out there!”

“If my husband catches us in here, he’ll kill us both! He’s got a very quick temper and a very large gun! The rain is the least of your problems!”

So the boyfriend scoots out of bed, grabs his clothes, and jumps out the window!

As he begins running down the street in the pouring rain, he quickly discovers he has run right into the middle of the town’s annual marathon. So he starts running along beside the others, about three hundred of them. Being naked with his clothes tucked under his arm, he is trying to “blend in” as best he can. It isn’t that effective.

After a little while, a few of the runners who have been studying him with some curiosity jog closer. “Do you always run in the nude?” one asks.

“Oh, yes” he replies, gasping. “It feels so wonderfully free having the air blow over your skin while you’re running.”

Another runner moves alongside. “Do you always run carrying your clothes under your arm?”

“Oh, yes,” our friend answers breathlessly. “That way I can get dressed right at the end of the run and get in my car to go home!”

Then a third runner casts his eyes downward and queries, “Do you always wear a condom when you run?”

“Only if it’s raining.”

[image: image]

We’re always looking for Miss Right. I found my Miss Right. I didn’t know her first name was Always.

—MICKEY FREEMAN, SALUTE TO FREDDIE ROMAN, 2003
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A man and his wife decide to go back to their honeymoon hotel for their twenty-fifth anniversary. As the couple reflects on that magical evening a quarter-century earlier, the wife asks her husband, “When you first saw my naked body in front of you, what was going through your mind?”

The husband replies, “All I wanted to do was fuck your brains out and suck your tits dry.”

As the wife undresses, she asks, “What are you thinking now?”

“It looks as if I did a pretty good job.”

The newlyweds are in their honeymoon room and the groom decides to let the bride know where she stands right from the start of their marriage. He takes off his trousers and throws them at her, saying, “Put those on.”

The bride says, “I can’t wear your trousers.”

He replies, “And don’t forget that! I will always wear the pants in the family!”

The bride takes off her panties and throws them at him with the same vehemence, saying, “Try those on!”

“I can’t get into your panties!”

“And you never will if you don’t change your attitude.”

Why doesn’t Smokey the bear have any kids?

Because every time his wife gets hot, he covers her with dirt and beats her with a shovel.

[image: image]

We all know Brett Butler was a little shaky, and during that time she had her breasts done. But the general rule of construction is you don’t put a second floor on a house with a shaky foundation. I’m only kidding. I’m glad you are here and wish you luck in the future, though I kind of miss the old days when Brett would let you touch her tits for a Valium.

—ADAM FERRARA, ROB REINER ROAST, 2000
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Maria is a devout Catholic—no birth control for her! She gets married and has seventeen children and then her husband dies. She remarries two weeks later and has twenty-two children by her second husband. She dies.

At her wake, the priest looks tenderly at Maria as she lies in her coffin, looks up to the heavens, and says, “At last... they’re finally together.”

A man standing next to him says, “Excuse me, Father, but are you referring to her and her FIRST husband, or her and her SECOND husband?”

“Neither,” the priest says politely. “I mean her LEGS.”
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Susie Essman is not your typical Jewish girl; she’ll blow you even if you don’t have good credit.

—RICHARD BELZER, RICHARD BELZER ROAST, 2001
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A guy walks into a sperm bank wearing a ski mask and holding a gun. He goes up to the nurse and demands that she open the vault.

“But sir, this is a sperm bank! There’s no money in there.”

“I don’t care, open it now!!!”

So she opens the door to the vault. The guy says, “Take one of those sperm samples and drink it!” She looks at him, aghast.

“DO IT!” he says, so the nurse takes a deep breath and polishes it off.

“That one there, drink that one as well.”

Once again the nurse drinks. After four more samples are consumed, the man takes off his ski mask and says, “See, honey—it’s not that hard.”

Mrs. Schmidlap hires a maid with beautiful blond hair. The first morning, the girl removes the hair and says, “I wear a wig because I was born totally hairless. Not a hair on my body, not even...down there.”

That night, Mrs. Schmidlap tells her husband. He says, “I’ve never seen anything like that. Please, tomorrow ask her to go into the bedroom and show you. I want to hide in the closet so I can have a look.”

The next day, Mrs. Schmidlap does as her husband asked, and the two of them go into the bedroom. The girl strips and shows her. Then she confesses, “I’ve never seen one with hair on it. Can I see yours?” So Mrs. Schmidlap pulls off her clothes and shows her.

That night, Mrs. Schmidlap says to her husband, “I hope you’re satisfied, because I was pretty embarrassed when that girl asked to see mine.”

“You think YOU were embarrassed? I had my four poker buddies in the closet with me.”

A man goes to the police station wishing to speak with the burglar who had broken into his house the night before. “You’ll get your chance in court,” says the desk sergeant.

“No, no, no!” insists the man. “I want to know how he got into the house without waking my wife. I’ve been trying to do that for years!”

[image: image]

Don King knows the similarity between eggs benedict and a blow job. You never seem to get either one at home.

—NORM CROSBY, DON KING ROAST, 2005
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A woman asks her husband, “Will you please fix the cabinet in the kitchen? It’s been barely holding on to its hinges for weeks now.”

He replies, “Does it say ‘carpenter’ on my forehead?”

Surprised, she lets it go and returns to her housework. As she is cleaning the bathroom, she notices that the lever on the toilet is getting stuck. She yells from the bathroom, “Honey, the toilet lever is stuck again! Can you fix it?”

He responds, “Do I have ‘plumber’ written on my forehead?”

The next day the husband comes home from work to find the cabinet fixed, the toilet fixed, and a chipper spouse making the bed in the master bedroom. “Who fixed everything?” he asks.

“A kind young gentleman came by today, said he was a handyman, and asked if I needed anything done around the house. When he finished, I told him I didn’t have any cash in the house to pay him with. He said in that case, I could pay him by sucking his dick or cooking him a good meal.”

“What did you cook for him?” asked the husband.

“Does it say ‘chef’ on my forehead?”

Becky is on her deathbed, with her husband Jake at her side. He holds her cold hand as tears silently stream down his face. Her pale lips move. “Jake...,” she whispers.

“Hush,” he quickly interrupts, “don’t talk.” But she insists.

“Jake,” she says, “I have to talk. I must confess.”

“There is nothing to confess,” says the weeping Jake. “It’s all right. Everything’s all right.”

“No, no. I must die in peace. I must confess, Jake, that I have been unfaithful to you.”

Jake strokes her hand. “Now, Becky, don’t be concerned. I know all about it,” he sobs. “Why else would I have poisoned you?”

A pair of newlyweds, both virgins, are nervous about the wedding night. When the moment of truth comes, the wife quickly undresses and gets under the covers while the husband slowly sheds his clothes, one piece at a time. First, he takes off his socks, and his toes look strangely deformed. The wife asks, “What happened to your toes?”

“I had toelio.”

“You mean polio?”

“No, toelio.”

Then he takes off his pants and the wife sees that his knees are all discolored. The wife asks, “What happened to your knees?”

“I had kneasles.”

“You mean measles?”

“No, kneasles.”

Finally he takes off his underwear and she says, “Let me guess... smallcox?”

A couple is in bed getting busy when the girl places the guy’s hand on her pussy. “Put your finger in me,” she tells him. So he does, without hesitation, and she starts moaning.

“Put two fingers in,” she says. So in goes another one.

She’s really starting to get worked up when she says, “Put your whole hand in!”

The guy happily obliges, when she says, moaning aloud, “Put both your hands inside of me!!!” So the guy puts both of his hands in!

“Now clap your hands,” commands the girl.

“I can’t,” says the guy.

The girl looks him straight in the eye and says, “See, I told you I had a tight pussy!”

A couple has just gotten married and on their honeymoon night, as they are about to make love, the wife tells the husband, “Please be gentle, I’m still a virgin.” The husband, shocked, replies, “How is that possible? You’ve been married three times before.”

“Well, my first husband was a gynecologist and all he wanted to do was look at it. My second husband was a psychiatrist and all he wanted to do was talk about it. And my third husband was a stamp collector and all he wanted to do was... oh, do I miss him!”
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I was actually lucky enough to get invited to a party at the Playboy Mansion. I nearly came on the invitation. What a night. I got a hand job from Carrot Top.

—JEFFREY ROSS, HUGH HEFNER ROAST, 2001
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A newlywed couple shares their first night together. The bride comes out of the bathroom showered and wearing a beautiful robe. The proud husband says, “My dear, we are married now, you can open your robe.”

The beautiful bride opens her robe, and he is astonished. “Oh, oh, aaaahhh,” he exclaims. “My God, you are so beautiful, let me take your picture.

“My picture?”

“Yes, my dear, so I can carry your beauty next to my heart forever.”

She smiles and he takes her picture, and then he heads into the bathroom to shower. He comes out wearing his robe and the wife asks, “Why do you wear a robe? We are married now.”

At that, the man opens his robe and she exclaims, “Oh, oh, oh my, let me get a picture.”

He beams and asks why, and she answers, “So I can get it enlarged!”

What is the difference between a bachelor and a married man?

A bachelor comes home, sees what’s in the refrigerator, and goes to bed.

A married man comes home, sees what’s in the bed, and goes to the refrigerator.

“And will there be anything else, sir?” the bellboy asks, after setting out an elaborate dinner for two.

“No, thank you,” the gentleman replies. “That will be all.”

As the young man turns to leave, he notices a beautiful satin negligee on the bed. “Anything for your wife?” he asks.

“Yeah, that’s a good idea,” the fellow says. “Please bring up a postcard.”

One day, Sara is at home alone and the doorbell rings. She opens the door and a guy says, “Hi, I’m Chris. Is Tony home?”

“No, he went to the store, but you can wait here if you want.” So they sit down and after a few moments of silence Chris says, “You know, Sara, you have the greatest breasts. I’d give you a hundred bucks just to see one.”

Sara thinks about it for a second and figures, what the hell—a hundred bucks! She peels back her robe and shows one to him for a few seconds. He promptly thanks her and throws a hundred bucks on the table.

They sit there a while longer and Chris says, “That was so amazing! I’ve got to see both of them. I’ll give you another hundred dollars if I can just see them both together.”

Sara, amazed by the offer, decides, what the hell, why not? So she opens her robe and gives him a nice, long look.

A while later, after Chris has gone, Tony comes home from the store. The wife says, “You know, your friend Chris came over.”

“Did he drop off the two hundred bucks he owes me?”
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My wife and I have been married for a wonderful forty-three years. And I can tell you honestly, in those forty-three years, I have never thought of another woman. I’ve slept with a few but afterwards I never thought of them. (It takes balls to do a joke like that in front of your wife!)

—FREDDIE ROMAN, SALUTE TO FREDDIE ROMAN, 2003
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Wife: I dreamt they were auctioning off dicks. The big ones went for ten dollars and the thick ones went for twenty dollars.

Husband: How about the ones like mine?

Wife: Those, they gave away.

Husband: I had a dream too...I dreamt they were auctioning off cunts. The pretty ones went for a thousand dollars and the little tight ones went for two thousand.

Wife: And how much for the ones like mine?

Husband: That’s where they held the auction.


A FEW DIRTY WORDS FROM SUSIE ESSMAN

[image: image]

My father had a filthy mouth. He was always, “fuck this and fuck that,” so I was never brought up with “I’m going to wash your mouth out with soap.” I was always a little edgy.

Very early on, I realized you could always get a laugh with a dick joke but you needed to have a quality dick joke. I didn’t want to get away with just saying “fuck” and getting a laugh or just saying “dick” and getting a laugh, so I developed some quality dick jokes that were acceptable to me.

The language is not gratuitous; it has a reason for being. Like, when I talk about the Connecticut WASPs and how they crunch their teeth with lockjaw—what are they protecting? It’s almost as though they’re afraid a wandering dick might fly by and just pop into their mouth at any given moment. To me, that’s a quality dick joke.

I seem to talk about sex a lot onstage because it’s one of our most base impulses and instincts and for some reason there’s some taboo around it. Even the words “dirty joke”—I always felt like I wanted to talk about it.

I think that because I’m a woman I get away with things that a man wouldn’t get away with. I remember in the late eighties, during the comedy boom years, the male comics would get so annoyed watching me because I could get away with stuff that they could never get away with. An example: I’ll turn to a guy in the audience and say, “Did I fuck you?” A guy saying that would be considered sexist.

People will tell me the most intimate details of their lives when I’m onstage, in the same way that they’ll go on Jerry Springer. It’s amazing. If I can create an atmosphere where they feel safe, they will bare all. They will be sitting there with the girlfriend, and the wife is at home. They’ll admit to strange sexual peccadilloes and weird kinds of things in front of an entire audience of strangers.

Women love me because I’m giving them freedom. There are men that I think are a little bit frightened of me. Gay men are my best audiences. I think I’m the woman they want to be. Gay men always love a bawdy woman.

The first time I saw Richard Pryor, I thought, that’s what I want to do, because he had everything. He had that warmth and accessibility. He could tell stories, he could do characters, and he could tell jokes. He was as funny as you’re going to get as a stand-up comic. He knew how to craft bits, long bits, short bits—he just had everything. He was so real, and you felt there was a vulnerability, too. To me, he was possibly the greatest stand-up comic of all time.

I think there are boundaries, but they’re specific to each person. I don’t think that there’s a set of rules that everyone has to follow. There are things I don’t want to talk about, that I don’t find funny, that someone else can talk about and make funny. I might think they went over the edge; I’m sure people find that about me sometimes.

Mel Brooks made the Holocaust hilarious. There are a lot of people that would be afraid to talk about it. His point of view is, you take their power away by ridiculing these people. So, in a certain way, comedy and humor should not have boundaries. There’s taste, and everybody should have their own comfort level of what they like to talk about. I don’t know that I personally could make a rape joke funny.

What happens sometimes with audience members is that I’ll get very flirtatious onstage and they’ll take me seriously. Like a guy will think that I am really coming on to him and I’m not. I’ll say something about a blow job, and they think I’m going to give them one. No! It’s an act!

If I’m comfortable with the material, the audience is going to feel comfortable. If I’m feeling this material is not comfortable for me, the audience is going to feel uncomfortable. I have no problem talking about blow jobs and getting them to accept it. I’m just in conversation and telling them something, the way I would if I were with my girlfriends—believe me, women talk dirty when they’re with their girlfriends—and that’s always what I’ve tried to do, just turn it into a coffee klatch.

“Fucks” can be very funny, but they have to be used judiciously. “Did I fuck you?” is different than just fuck this and fuck that. There’s a reason for saying it. I’ll never turn to some big strapping, gorgeous guy and ask that question. It’s usually some schleppy, unassuming guy. The relationship then becomes funny because, of course, I’m never going to have sex with this man. Then again, at the Jerry Stiller Roast, I said to Chris Noth, “You’re the only fuckable guy on this entire dais,” so, it’s all context and you have to use the language judiciously, otherwise it loses its power and its shock value.

Sex in general is funny. Here is this biological need that we all have, without which the species would not exist. That’s just a reality—yet we’ve created so much mishegos around it. There’s so much misinformation out there that I feel that it’s my job to free it up for everybody.

An office manager arrives at his office to find an employee totally stressed out. He gives him some advice: “I was going through a tough time at work so I went home every afternoon for two weeks and had myself pampered by my wife. It was fantastic and it really helped. You should try it, too!”

Two weeks later when the manager gets to work, he sees the same employee looking happy and full of energy, typing away at his computer full speed.

“I see you followed my advice?”

“I did and it was great! By the way, I didn’t know you had such a nice house!”

A man tells his wife that he’s going out to buy cigarettes, but when he gets to the store he finds it closed. So he goes to the bar next door to use the vending machine. While he’s there, he has a few beers and begins talking to this beautiful girl. He has a few more beers, and the next thing he knows he’s in this girl’s apartment having wild sex. The next thing he knows it’s 3:00 a.m.

“Oh my god, my wife is going to kill me! Quick, give me some talcum powder!”

The girl shrugs and gets him some. He rubs it all over his hands and dashes out the door.

When he gets home his wife is up waiting for him and she’s furious. “Where the hell have you been?”

“Well, to tell you the truth, I went into a bar, had a few drinks, went home with this blonde, and slept with her.”

“Let me see your hands!”

He shows his wife his powdery hands.

“Damn liar, you were out bowling again!”

A husband comes home to find his wife in the living room with her suitcases packed. “Where the hell do you think you’re going?” he says.

“I’m going to Las Vegas. You can earn $400 for a blow job there and I figured that I might as well earn money for what I do to you for free.”

The husband thinks for a moment, goes upstairs, and comes back down with his suitcase packed as well.

“Where do you think you’re going?” the wife asks.

“I’m coming with you...I want to see how you survive on $800 a year!!!”

As a painless way to save money, a young couple decides that every time they have sex, the husband will put his pocket change into a china piggy bank on the bedside table. One night, while being unusually athletic, he accidentally knocks the piggy bank onto the floor, where it smashes. To his surprise, among the masses of coins, there are handfuls of five- and ten-dollar bills.

“What’s up with all the notes?” he asks his wife.

“Well, not everyone is as cheap as you are.”

A beautiful woman walks into a shoe store, and the clerk can’t stop staring at her. While helping her try on a pair of shoes he glances up her skirt to find she isn’t wearing any panties. Uncontrollably, he blurts, “I’d like to fill your pussy with ice cream and lick it all out!”

Shocked, the woman runs out and says to her husband, “Honey, the shoe salesman in there said he’d like to fill my pussy up with ice cream and lick it all out! Now go kick his ass!”

The husband replies, “Dear, anyone who can eat that much ice cream, I ain’t fuckin’ with!”

A widow has her late husband cremated and brings home the urn containing his remains. Picking up the urn, she pours him out on the counter. While tracing her fingers in the ashes, she starts talking to him.

“Irving, you know that fur coat you promised me? I bought it with the insurance money!” And after a minute, “Irving, remember that new car you promised me? Well, I also bought it with the insurance money!” Another pause and then, “Irving, that emerald necklace you promised me? I bought it, too, with the insurance money.”

Finally, still tracing her finger through the ashes, she says, “Irving, remember that blow job I promised you? Here it comes.”
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A guy gets into bed with his wife and he’s real horny. She says, “Not tonight. I’m going to the gynecologist tomorrow and I want to be fresh.” He says, “Well, you’re not going to the fucking dentist are you?”

—JACKIE MARTLING, FRIARS CLUB COMEDY MARATHON FOR POLICE AND FIREFIGHTERS, 2001
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A young husband and wife are sunning on a nude beach when a wasp buzzes into the woman’s vagina. She screams! Thinking quickly, the husband covers her with a coat, pulls on his shorts, carries her to the car, and makes a dash to the hospital.

After examining her, the doctor explains that the wasp is too far in to be reached with forceps. He suggests that the husband try to entice it out by putting honey on his penis, penetrating her, and withdrawing as soon as he feels the wasp.

The man agrees to try right there and then, but because he is so nervous, he can’t rise to the occasion.

“If neither of you objects,” the doctor says, “I could give it a try.”

The woman is clearly suffering, so both agree. The doctor quickly undresses, slathers on some honey, and mounts the woman.

The husband watches with increasing annoyance as the doctor’s thrusts continue for several long minutes. “Hey, what do you think you’re doing?”

“Change of plans,” the physician pants. “I’m going to drown the little bastard!”

A guy comes home from work, walks into his bedroom, and finds a stranger fucking his wife.

“What the hell are you two doing?”

The wife turns to the stranger and says, “I told you he was stupid.”

Gary and Mary go on their honeymoon, and the first night Gary spends six hours eating Mary’s pussy. The next afternoon, they go to an Italian restaurant. Suddenly, Gary starts to freak out. He screams, “Waiter! Waiter! Come over here!”

The waiter says, “Can I help you, sir?”

Gary yells, “There’s a hair in my spaghetti! Get it the fuck out of here!”

The waiter apologizes up and down as he quickly takes the spaghetti away.

Mary looks over at Gary, shaking her head, and whispers, “What a hypocrite you are. You spent most of last night with your face full of hair.”

“Yeah? Well, how long do you think I’d have stayed if I’d found a piece of spaghetti in there?”

A woman pregnant with her first child pays a visit to her obstetrician’s office. After the exam, she stammers, “My husband wants me to ask you...”

“I know...I know...” says the doctor, placing a reassuring hand on her shoulder. “I get asked this all the time. Sex is fine until late in the pregnancy.”

“No, that’s not it,” the woman confesses. “He wants to know if I can still mow the lawn.”

Two deaf people get married. During their first week as man and wife, they find that they are unable to communicate in the bedroom after they’ve turned off the lights because they can’t use sign language in the dark. After several nights of fumbling around and misunderstandings, the wife comes up with a solution.

“Honey,” she signs. “Why don’t we agree on some simple signals? For instance, if you want to have sex with me, reach over and squeeze my left breast one time. If you don’t want to have sex, reach over and squeeze my right breast one time.”

The husband likes this plan and signs back to his wife, “Great idea, now if you want to have sex with ME, reach over and pull on my penis one time. If you don’t want to have sex, reach over and pull on my penis...fifty times.”

One fall day Bill is out raking leaves when he notices a hearse slowly drive by. Following the first hearse is a second hearse, which is followed by a man walking solemnly along who in turn is followed by a dog. Then comes about two hundred men walking in single file. Intrigued, Bill goes up to the man and asks him who is in the first hearse.

“My wife,” the man replies.

“I’m sorry,” says Bill. “What happened to her?”

“My dog bit her and she died.”

Bill then asks the man who is in the second hearse.

“My mother-in-law. My dog bit her and she died as well.”

Bill thinks about this for a while. He finally asks the man, “Can I borrow your dog?”

“Get in line.”

A fifty-four-year-old accountant leaves a letter for his wife one Friday evening:

Dear Wife,

I am 54 and by the time you receive this letter I will be at the Grand Hotel with my beautiful and sexy 18-year-old secretary.”

When he arrives at the hotel there is a letter waiting for him:

Dear Husband,

I, too, am 54 and by the time you receive this letter I will be at the Breakwater Hotel with my handsome and virile 18-year-old boy toy. AND you, being an accountant, will appreciate that 18 goes into 54 many more times than 54 goes into 18.”
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It’s so easy to make racial jokes in front of this crowd, but Ice-T has become a good friend of mine. Does he hate Jews? Of course. But we all hate them. Susie Essman, for example.

—RICHARD BELZER, RICHARD BELZER ROAST, 2001
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Two men waiting at the pearly gates strike up a conversation. “How’d you die?” the first man asks the second.

“I froze to death.”

“That’s awful, how does it feel to freeze to death?”

“It’s very uncomfortable at first, you get the shakes, then you get pains in all your fingers and toes. But eventually, it’s a very calm way to go. You get numb and you kind of drift off, as if you’re sleeping. How did you die?”

“I had a heart attack. You see, I knew my wife was cheating on me, so one day I showed up at home unexpectedly. I ran up to the bedroom and found her alone, knitting. I ran down to the basement but no one was hiding there. I ran out to the garden but no one was hiding there either. I ran as fast as I could to the attic and just as I got there, I had a massive heart attack and died.”

The second man shakes his head. “That’s so ironic,” he says.

“What do you mean?”

“If you had only stopped to look in the freezer, we’d both still be alive.”

Roger’s wife knows that he is a hard worker and spends most of his nights bowling or playing volleyball. One weekend, she decides that he needs to relax a little and take a break from sports, so she takes him to a strip club. The doorman at the club spots them and says, “Hey, Roger! How are you tonight?”

Surprised, the wife asks her husband if he has been here before.

“No, no. He’s just one of the guys I bowl with.”

They are seated and the waitress approaches, sees Roger, and says, “Nice to see you, Roger. A gin and tonic as usual?”

His wife’s eyes widen. “You must come here a lot!”

“No, no,” says Roger. “I just know her from volleyball.”

Then a stripper walks up to the table. She throws her arms around Roger and says, “Roger! A table dance as usual?”

His wife, fuming, collects her things and storms out of the bar. Roger follows her and spots her getting into a cab, so he jumps in beside her. She looks at him, seething with fury, and lets Roger have it with both barrels.

At this, the cabby leans over and says, “Sure looks like you picked up a bitch tonight, Roger!”

As an ultimate test of his will power, a man decides to give up sex for Lent. Although not thrilled with the idea, his wife agrees to support him in this effort. The first few weeks aren’t too difficult. Things get tougher as time goes on, though, so the wife starts wearing her dowdiest nightclothes and chewing on garlic before going to bed. The last couple of weeks are extremely hard for the husband, so the wife starts locking the bedroom door and forcing her husband to sleep on the couch.

Easter morning finally comes and there’s a knock on the bedroom door where the wife is still sleeping.

“Guess who?”

“I know who it is!”

“Guess what I want?”

“I know what you want!”

“Guess what I’m knockin’ with?”
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My first wife died of natural causes, my second wife wouldn’t.

—ROSS BENNETT, SALUTE TO JACKIE GREEN, 2003
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A husband and wife decide to take golf lessons at a local country club. They meet the pro and all head onto the driving range. The man goes up to hit first. He swings and hits the ball a hundred yards. The golf pro says, “Not bad. But now hold the club as firmly as you hold your wife’s breasts.”

The man follows instructions and hits the ball three hundred yards. The golf pro says, “Excellent!”

Now, the woman takes her turn. Her ball goes thirty yards. The pro says, “Not bad, but now try holding the club like you hold your husband’s dick.”

She swings again and this time the ball goes ten yards.

“Not bad, but now try taking the club out of your mouth before you hit the ball.”

After the rowdy annual office Christmas party, John wakes up with a pounding headache, cotton-mouthed and utterly unable to recall the events of the preceding evening. After a trip to the bathroom he is able to make his way downstairs, where his wife puts some coffee in front of him. “Louise,” he moans, “tell me what went on last night. Was it as bad as I think?”

“Even worse,” she assures him in her most scornful tone. “You made a complete ass of yourself, succeeded in antagonizing the entire board of directors, and insulted the chairman of the company to his face.”

“He’s an arrogant, self-important prick, piss on him!”

“You did. All over his suit,”Louise informs him. “And he fired you.”

“Well, fuck him, then.”

“I did. You’re back at work on Monday.”

A man asks his girlfriend to marry him and she insists that he prove his love to her by getting her name, Wendy, tattooed on his penis. He obliges, and the tattoo is a beautiful thing. When it is erect it says “Wendy” and when it is limp it says “WY.”

The two lovebirds get married and go to Jamaica to a nude beach for their honeymoon. Wendy asks her husband to go and get her a drink, and while he is waiting at the bar, he notices that the bartender also has a “WY” on his penis. He says, “Excuse me, that’s an interesting tattoo. Do you have a wife named Wendy?”

“No, my tattoo says, ‘Welcome to Jamaica, have a nice day!!!’”

A husband and wife who have been married twenty years are doing some yard work. The man is working hard cleaning the barbecue grill while his wife is bending over, weeding the flower bed. He says, “Your rear end is almost as wide as this grill.”

She ignores the remark.

A little later, the husband takes his measuring tape and measures the grill, then he goes over to his wife, still bending over the garden, and measures her rear end. He gasps, “Geez, it really IS as wide as the grill!”

She ignores this remark as well.

Later that night while in bed, the husband starts to feel frisky. The wife calmly responds, “If you think I’m gonna fire up the grill for one little wiener, you are sadly mistaken.”

A couple decide to fly to Alaska for a romantic weekend. When they get to the rustic cabin it is frigid, so the wife asks her husband to go chop some wood for the fireplace. He comes in after five minutes and tells his wife that his hands were too cold to finish, so she says, “Put them between my thighs to warm them.” He does this, and when he feels better, he goes back outside to finish chopping wood.

He comes in after another five minutes and says, “Honey, my hands are cold again.” So they repeat the process.

When he comes in again five minutes later, complaining again, she says, “Damn, don’t your ears ever get cold?”

It is the mailman’s last day on the job after thirty-five years of carrying the mail through all kinds of weather to the same neighborhood. When he arrives at the first house on his route he is greeted by the whole family, who congratulates him and sends him on his way with a big gift envelope. At the second house they present him with a box of fine cigars. The folks at the third house hand him a selection of terrific fishing lures.

At the fourth house a strikingly beautiful blonde in a revealing negligee meets him at the door. She takes him by the hand and gently leads him into the house and up the stairs to the bedroom, where she makes love to him, the most passionate love he has ever experienced. When he has had enough they go downstairs, where she fixes him a giant breakfast: eggs, potatoes, ham, sausage, blueberry waffles, and fresh-squeezed orange juice. When he can’t eat another bite, she pours him a cup of steaming coffee. He notices a dollar bill sticking out from under the cup’s bottom edge.

“All this was just too wonderful for words,” he says, “but what’s the dollar for?”

“Well,” she says, “last night, I told my husband that today would be your last day and that we should do something special for you. I asked him what to give you. He said, ‘Fuck him. Give him a dollar.’ The breakfast was my idea.”

A farmer is lying in bed with his wife when he turns to her, grabs her tits, and says, “Honey, if you could get milk out of these, we could get rid of the cow.” Then he grabs her pussy and says, “Honey, if you could get eggs out of here, we could get rid of the chickens.”

She turns to him, smiles, grabs his dick, and says, “Honey, if you could get this up I could get rid of your brother.”

[image: image]

There’s been a lot of jokes about Hugh Hefner saying he takes Viagra. Let me tell you something, Hugh Hefner doesn’t need Viagra. He needs cement.... The only way Hugh Hefner can get stiff is rigor mortis.

—GILBERT GOTTFRIED, HUGH HEFNER ROAST, 2001
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Three hillbillies are sitting on the porch. The first hillbilly says, “My wife is so dumb, yesterday she drug home a brand-new washer and dryer, and we isn’t even got electricity!”

The second hillbilly says, “My wife is stupider than yers. Yesterday she brung home a new dishwasher and we isn’t even got runnin’ water!”

The third hillbilly says, “My wife is even stupider! Yesterday I was in the kitchen and I saw her purse on the table. Everything was spilled out of it and there was a bunch of rubbers layin’ there... and she isn’t even got a dick!”

A new bride goes to her doctor for a checkup. Lacking knowledge of the male anatomy, she asks him, “What’s that thing hanging between my husband’s legs?”

The doctor replies, “We call that the penis.”

“Well, what’s that reddish-purple thing on the end of the penis?”

“We call that the head of the penis.”

“Uh-huh. Then, what are those two round things about fifteen inches from the head of the penis?”

“Lady, on him I don’t know, but on me they’re the cheeks of my ass!”

A man takes his pregnant wife to the hospital. The doctor looks her over and tells them it will be a rather difficult delivery. He offers to let the couple try an experimental procedure. The woman would be connected to a machine that would transfer part of the pain to the father of the baby, thus reducing her own. The man quickly agrees. The doctor warns him, though, that there is a slight bug in the machine that causes it to amplify the pain sent to the father by ten times, and that if the pain became too much for the husband to bear, he should let the doctor know.

The doctor turns on the machine and watches the man, who says he feels absolutely fine and could take more. The doctor turns the dial up to 40, 60, 80, and finally 100 percent of the pain—times ten! The woman delivers the baby painlessly and the doctor stares at the man, astonished that he did not even flinch in spite of the prolonged and difficult childbirth.

The couple takes the new baby home. There, on the front step, the mailman lies dead.

A man and his wife get into bed for the night. The wife curls up and closes her eyes, ready for sleep. The husband puts on his bed lamp, to read a book. As he reads, he reaches over and fondles his wife’s pussy for a minute or two.

The wife rolls over with a smile and starts taking off her nightgown. The husband confusedly asks, “What the hell are doing?”

“You were playing with my pussy. I thought it was foreplay.”

“Hell, no! I was just wetting my fingers so I could turn the pages.”

Once there were twin brothers by the name of Jones. John Jones was married, and Joe Jones was single. The single brother, Joe, was the proud owner of a dilapidated rowboat. It happened that John’s wife died the same day that Joe’s rowboat filled with water and sank.

A few days later, a kindly old lady met Joe and, mistaking him for John, said, “Oh, Mr. Jones, I am sorry to hear of your great loss, you must feel terrible.”

Joe smiled and said, “Well, I am not a bit sorry. She was rather old from the start. Her bottom was all chewed up and she smelled of dead fish. Even the first time I got into her, she made water faster than anything I ever saw. She had a bad crack and a pretty big hole in her front, and that hole got bigger every time I used her. It got so I could barely handle her, but if anyone else used her she leaked like anything. The thing that finished her was four guys from the other side of town. They came down looking for a good time and asked if I could lend her to them. I warned them she wasn’t so hot, but they could take a crack at her if they liked. Well, the result was the crazy fools tried to get inside her all at once and it was too much for her. She cracked right up the middle.”

Before he could finish, the old lady fainted!

A married couple was in a terrible accident where the woman’s face was severely burned. The doctor told the husband that they couldn’t graft any skin from her body because she was too skinny. So the husband offered to donate some of his own skin. However, the only skin on his body that the doctor felt was suitable was on the husband’s buttocks. The couple agreed that they would tell no one about where the skin came from, and requested that the doctor also honor their secret.

After the surgery, everyone was astounded at the result. The woman looked more beautiful than she ever had before! All her friends and relatives just went on and on about her youthful appearance. One day, when she was alone with her husband, she was overcome with emotion at his sacrifice. She said, “Dear, I just want to thank you for everything you did for me. There is no way I could ever repay you.”

“My darling,” he replied, “Think nothing of it. I get all the thanks I need every time I see your mother kiss you on the cheek.”

A married couple has been stranded on a desert island for many years. One day another man washes up on shore. He and the wife are attracted to each other right away, but realize they must be creative if they are to engage in any hanky-panky.

For his own reasons, the husband is also very glad to see the second man. “Now we can have three people doing eight-hour shifts in the watchtower, rather than two people doing twelve-hour shifts.”

The newcomer is only too happy to help and, in fact, volunteers to take the first shift. He climbs up the tower to stand watch. Meanwhile, the couple on the ground is placing stones in a circle to make a fire to cook supper. The second man yells down, “Hey, no screwing!” They yell back, “We’re not screwing!”

A few minutes later they start to put driftwood into the stone circle. Again the second man yells down, “Hey, no screwing!” Again they yell back, “We’re not screwing!” Later, as they are putting palm leaves on the roof of their shack to patch leaks, the second man once again yells down, “Hey, I said no screwing!” They yell back, “We’re not screwing!”

Eventually the shift is over and the second man climbs down from the tower to be replaced by the husband. He’s not even halfway up before the wife and her new friend are hard at it. The husband looks out from the tower and says, “Son-of-a-gun. From up here it DOES look like they’re screwing.”

A woman and her boyfriend are necking on the couch when the phone rings. The woman gets up to answer it and is back in a few seconds.

“Who was it?” he asks.

“My husband,” she replies.

“Uh-oh! I better get going! Where was he?”

“Relax. He’s downtown playing poker with you.”

A man is feeling ill so he goes to the doctor. The doctor examines him, shakes his head, and says, “You know, you should have come to see me sooner. You have a grave illness and, unfortunately, you are going to die this evening.”

The man is distraught. He goes home and gently breaks the news to his wife, who takes it pretty well.

“Honey, we’re going to make this the best night of your life. I am going to treat you like a king.” She prepares a scrumptious gourmet dinner with wine, candles, the works. After dinner she slips away and returns in the most incredible negligee the man has ever seen. She leads him into their bedroom, where they make passionate love—the best ever. The man is beside himself. The wife rolls over to go to sleep, knowing she kept her promise.

Well, the husband is wide-awake watching the clock. He knows that he is doomed. He taps her, “Honey?” he whispers. She rolls over and again they make love. Again when they are done she rolls over—but again he taps her. She is getting cranky, but under the circumstances she grants her husband’s dying wish. Finally, the wife rolls over and begins to snore. But the amorous husband strikes again.

“Honey?” he whispers.

She rolls over and yells, “Look, buster! YOU don’t have to get up in the morning!!”

A wife arrives home after a long shopping trip and is horrified to find her husband in bed with a young, lovely thing. Just as she is about to storm out of the house, her husband stops her and says, “Before you leave, I want you to hear how this all came about. Driving home, I saw this poor young girl, looking very tired, and I offered her a ride. She was hungry, so I brought her home and fed her some of the roast you had left in the refrigerator. Her shoes were worn out so I gave her a pair of your shoes that you didn’t wear because they were out of style. She was cold so I gave her that new birthday sweater you never wore even once because the color didn’t suit you. Her slacks were worn out so I gave her a pair of yours that don’t fit you anymore. Then, as she was about to leave the house, she paused and asked, ‘Is there anything else that your wife doesn’t use anymore?’ And so, here we are!”

A married man keeps telling his wife, “Honey, you have such a beautiful butt.” And you know what? He’s right. His birthday is coming, so she decides to take a trip to the tattoo parlor and get the words “Beautiful Butt” tattooed on her ass.

She walks in and tells the tattoo artist that her husband thinks she has a beautiful butt. He looks and says, “You do have a beautiful butt.” She tells him she wants “Beautiful Butt” tattooed on her ass.

The artist says, “I can’t fit that on your ass, it takes up too much space. But I tell you what, I will tattoo the letters BB, one on each cheek, and that can stand for Beautiful Butt.”

She agrees and gets it done.

On the man’s birthday she is waiting for him when he comes home from work, wearing only a robe. She stands at the top of the stairs and when he opens the door she says, “Look, honey!” She takes off the robe, bends over, and the man yells, “WHO THE FUCK IS BOB?”

A couple is invited to a swanky masked Halloween party but she gets a terrible headache and tells him to go to the party alone. Being a devoted husband, he protests, but she insists that she is going to take some aspirin and go to bed, and there is no reason he shouldn’t go ahead and have a good time. So he takes his costume and off he goes. The wife, after sleeping soundly for one hour, awakens without pain and decides to go to the party after all. Since her husband won’t recognize her in her costume, she thinks she might have some fun watching him in secret.

She soon spots her husband cavorting on the dance floor, dancing with every pretty girl he can, copping a little feel here and a little kiss there. Being a rather seductive babe herself, the wife ventures onto the dance floor to entice her own husband away from his current partner.

She lets him go as far as he wishes, naturally, since he is, after all, her husband. Finally he whispers a little proposition in her ear and she agrees. Off they go to his parked car for a little bang. Just before midnight, when the party guests are planning to unmask and reveal their identities, she slips away, goes home, stashes her costume, and gets into bed, wondering what his husband will report about the evening.

She is sitting up reading when he comes in.

“How was it?” she asks, nonchalantly.

“Oh, the same old thing. You know I never have a good time when you’re not there.”

“Did you dance much?”

“I never even danced one dance. When I got there I met Pete, Bill Brown, and some other guys, so we went into the den and played poker all evening. But I’ll tell you... the guy I loaned my costume to sure had a real good time!”
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