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Some people really like to be loud during sex. 

For them the noise is part of the act. Every scream, moan and vocalisation, another foot planted on the quick ladder-climb towards their climax.For some it isn’t just involuntary noises, it's words, phrases, epithets, entire complex soliloquies that they shout, scream or growl at their lover as they fuck, signposts and markers of just how enthused they are, how utterly wrapped up in the moment. Sometimes they get inexplicably religious. “Oh God, Oh god, yes fuck me, there, like that, don’t you dare stop. Etc. Etc.”

I’m not like that. Never have been. In fact the best sex I ever had in my life was in almost complete, forced silence. In a university library. More on that later. 

To me the talking and all that over the top, put on screaming is just a distraction.I don’t want to be taken out of the act by having to think of things to say and phrases to use. In my mind conversation is for before or after sex, not for during. Not to mention that in a lot of cases the talking is literally off putting. 

To me the words used often sound hollow or disingenuous. Either like the person is literally trying to encourage and egg themselves on, or worse still cheer me on, or they’re trying to inhabit a character or a role that fit's them about as well as a size 8 dress fit's a rhinoceros. 

I’ve had it plenty of times. I remember one guy, a lovely graphic designer I met while on holiday in Prague. He was smart, funny and attractive. A little bit bookish perhaps but completely the kind of guy I tended to fall for. In all honesty I kinda did fall for him. Or at least was falling for him. Until we had sex. 

Now this is where some people might say that he ‘became a different person’. One of those ‘Meek on the streets and freak in sheets’ kind of scenarios that honestly I have never actually believed exist. It wasn’t that my Designer guy became a different person, it was that he was trying to be a different person. 

He started on this thing about how he was my ‘bad boy’ and my ‘wild man’ he kept insisting to me how I loved being fucked by my ‘wild stallion’. Seriously. I went through with the whole thing and even faked an orgasm to preserve his feelings but honestly? I’m all for fantasy in the bedroom but he was about as far from being a ‘bad boy’ as it was possible to be. 

He even carried on after we’d finished. Asking me how I liked being ‘nailed by a stallion’. Part of me wanted to point out that I wasn’t a mare and that with his diminutive downstairs dimensions, bringing up comparisons to well hung horses was probably not the best idea, but I didn’t. Sometimes it's best to stay quiet even when you're not having sex. 

As it happens, although I prefer to stay quiet, it isn't what I tend to do. There’s an expectation you see. A sort of unwritten rule that somehow a woman is obliged to make a guy feel good by giving him vocal encouragement. A sort of audible pat on the back for holding up his end of the bargain. I’ve done it hundreds of times, despite the fact that the only lover I’ve ever made me see stars, did so in complete silence. Now him,I would have given a standing ovation too. Had I not been comfortably on my back at the time. 
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