�truth or dare >my story�Fri Jul 9 14:37:03 1999���>as long as AJ could remember, Howie had always been the quiet on. He never really got into fights like everyone else, and he always seemed together; he had a plan for his life.��> Very rarely did Howie drink when there was a case in the room(that didn't stop the others though!)Howie never talked about the women he had in his bed or the 'nice piece of ass' he was with earlier that morning like the other guys. D didn't watch the nightly porno flicks on spice with the other guys. NO, Howie just didn't do that kind of thing.��>so you could imagine they're surprise to see him come into Kev’s room and grab a beer from the fridge. And that was how truth or dare got started...��>At fist it was kid stuff, but after they were each loaded with a six-pack and at least 5 or 6 shots, it began to get good. I won't go into detail of how 'good' but I will say that parts were exposed and comparisons were made, and some very kinky stuff went down!��>that was when nick asked Howie how many women he had slept with. Howie got tense and knew he wouldn't be able to get them to buy a lie, and he didn’t' want them to know that he'd only had one woman his whole life(and no, he didn't have sex one time it's that he had just once, with a woman) he couldn't say the truth either and risk destroying the guy bond that they had created so he pretended to think.�"Come on D, if you need to use your fingers," AJ wriggled his hand in Howie’s face, "And your toes." AJ tried to lift his feet up and fell off the bed. The room erupted in laughter.��>They were seriously drunk and totally forgot to make Howie answer his question and allowed him to ask Kev. �"Kev, truthhh," he slurred "or dadaare?"��>"Truth." Kev said straightening himself.��>"have you ever been turned on by a man?"��>Kev nodded his head sleepily and took another swig of beer.��>"Who?" Nick asked.��>"Sean Connery"��>"No, Mel Gibson!" Brian answered.��>"Come on, I could give it to you better than those old guys." Howie answered. They thought he'd been joking but he had often imagined what it would be like for he and his business associates to be more than friends.��>Needless to say the conversation soon turned into one that their female fans would much rather have died than heard. The next morning the five band mates woke to some very unusual sleeping arrangements to which I will only say that the most people you can fit into a hotel bed is 3; which three stayed in that room and which to moved into the next is up to your imagination.


