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●  “Three friends. One campus. Zero fear.”




●  “On this campus, confidence is currency.”




●  “Ambition. Desire. Loyalty. Who will rise?”




●  “When the stage calls, only confidence answers.”
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​Cover Concept 

Title: Confidence

An Erotic Drama by Antonio M. Wright

Visual Direction:


●  Foreground: Lo, Yosh, and Jungle standing together — styled like a rap trio, but with subtle differences in body language. Lo is in the middle, chain catching light, slightly forward (alpha energy). Yosh is cool, smooth, smirking, maybe holding a notebook or something slick. Jungle is broader, leaning with crossed arms, the protector vibe.



●  Background: A stylized college campus, maybe blurred slightly like a dreamscape — a mix of academia (brick halls, lecture buildings) and nightlife (neon glow, a faint mic/spotlight).



●  Color Palette: Deep burgundy, gold, and shadow black → sensual, dramatic, and bold.



●  Typography: Sleek serif font for Confidence, maybe with a faint gold shimmer. The author’s name in smaller, bold block font beneath.



●  Mood: Urban sophistication meets erotic heat. You should feel hip-hop, college life, and raw sexuality all woven together.
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​Prologue – The Summer Before

The night air was heavy with weed smoke and fried chicken grease, the block buzzing the way only summer could make it buzz. Cars lined the street, speakers on full blast, kids running between fire hydrant sprays.

Lo leaned against his truck, chain swinging against his white tee, eyes half on the dice game and half on the girls across the way. Yosh was perched on the hood, slick tongue working the crowd, making everybody laugh like he was hosting the whole party. Jungle sat low in a lawn chair, blunt in hand, eyes steady, watching everything like a guard dog who never slept.

Three different energies, but one gravity.

“Lo P!” somebody called, throwing up a hand. “When you back on campus, bruh?”

“Couple days,” Lo said, flashing a grin. “Junior year, we takin’ the whole place over.”

He said it casual, but there was weight in the air. Everybody knew Lo had already lived two lives—block hustler and rising artist—and now college was just another arena.

Yosh clapped his hands together. “Aye, I can already see it. Front row full of bad ones. Professors gon’ know our names before midterms.”

Jungle exhaled smoke, shook his head. “Y’all talk too much. We just gon’ show ‘em.”

The night stretched on, music louder, bottles lighter, women looser. But beneath it all, there was a pulse, like the streets themselves were whispering: this year gonna be different.



​Tab 4



​Scene Shift – The Morning Drive

The highway shimmered under the late August sun, asphalt waves blurring the horizon. Lo’s truck roared steady, bass thumping like it had something to prove. In the rearview, headlights followed—Jungle’s Impala, Yosh’s Nissan, all three of them rolling back to campus in formation like a convoy.

Lo tapped the wheel, chain bouncing, thinking about the move he was about to make. This wasn’t just about books and lectures. It was about respect, women, music, and carving a name that would outlive syllabi and student loans.

He cracked the window, breeze slapping his face. Yosh’s car slid closer, horn tapping twice. Lo grinned, hitting his hazards quick. They were synced, always had been.

And up ahead, campus rose—brick buildings, green lawns, and a thousand new faces waiting to figure out who ran the place.
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Chapter 1 — Back on Campus
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The sun beat down on the cracked parking lot, the heat shimmering off car hoods. Lo P eased his truck into a spot, bass rattling the mirrors. Behind him, Jungle’s old Impala rolled in, followed by Yosh’s silver Nissan. They parked tight, doors flying open in sync like they’d rehearsed it.

Back-to-back on the first day of junior year.

Lo stepped out, shades low on his nose, chain catching the sunlight.

Yeah... this year’s about to be a movie.

They’d been through it all together—sandbox days, block parties, and that stretch where Lo was heavy in the streets. But he had bigger plans now. College was just another arena, and today was game one.

There was a small crowd by the front steps, mostly freshmen, wide-eyed and clutching schedules. Lo clocked a few faces, but didn’t slow down. First period was Media, and Mr. Foo ran that like it was a talent incubator. Rap, dance, photography—if you had a skill, he’d make sure people knew.

The three of them pushed through the doors, the cool blast of AC hitting their skin. Jungle peeled off for the restroom while Lo and Yosh headed toward class.

That’s when he saw her.

Sy.

She was leaning against the wall outside Foo’s room, phone in hand, curls spilling over one shoulder. Her skin had that deep, warm glow, and her smile—when it happened—hit like a flashbang.

Lo slowed his walk.

“Yosh... hold up.”
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