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THE ROYAL CULT 

Prologue — The Summoning 

The banners are already raised.​

Across the digital expanse, invisible trumpets blare, summoning the 

congregation. A new royal is ascending — not a monarch of bloodline or 

crown, but of algorithm and appetite. Somewhere between trending tags 

and breathless threads, the chorus begins its opening hymn: We have 

chosen. 

It happens quickly, almost imperceptibly. A face, a franchise, a character, 

plucked from the cultural churn and lifted high on the shoulders of the 

faithful. In this kingdom, coronations are not whispered in abbeys; they 

erupt in public squares, live-streamed, hashtagged, and endlessly replayed. 

Fandom does not merely observe. It participates. It kneels and shouts in the 

same breath. It builds thrones out of pixels, tapestries out of fan-art, 

scripture out of PR. The rituals are grand, absurd, and sincere. And as the 

curtain rises on this new reign, the court assembles—not to question, but to 

worship. 

Let the spectacle begin. 

⚜ 
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Act I - The Anointing 

Every kingdom requires a sovereign. Not chosen by divine right, but by a 

far stranger power: collective fervor. One day, a name begins to echo 

through timelines; a face emerges from the algorithmic fog, haloed in the 

glow of reposts and stitched reaction videos. What was once merely content 

is suddenly consecrated. 

The idol is selected—not through ballots or coroners, but through the soft, 

relentless pulse of parasocial devotion. A smile, a quip, a half-glimpsed 

vulnerability, and the masses lean forward as if invited into the royal 

chamber. They are not spectators, they are participants. Their affection is 

both oil and flame. 

Roles crystallize with breathtaking speed. Influencers step forward as 

heralds, amplifying the anointment with proclamations disguised as 

analysis. Moderators take their places as courtiers, enforcing etiquette and 

protecting the sovereign from dissent. Fan artists labor like illuminated 

scribes, crafting the royal image with painstaking reverence. 

Canon is elevated to scripture. PR campaigns become gospel. A single line 

uttered in an interview is dissected like holy text, its meaning debated in 

comment threads that stretch to eternity. Doubt, if it exists, is swallowed 

whole by the tide. 

The velvet has been draped, the incense lit, the crown fashioned from 

trending gold. The coronation is complete. And the kingdom bows as one. 
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⚜ 

Articles of Worship 

As decreed by the Sacred Algorithm and witnessed by the Court 
of the Eternal Stan 

1.​ Thou shalt stan without nuance.​

 Loyalty must be absolute, in all caps and without punctuation. 

2.​ Thou shalt know the Lore and keep it holy.​

 Misquote not the sacred lines, lest the Keepers descend upon thee. 

3.​ Thou shalt exalt thy Monarch in public.​

 Retweet their deeds, quote their gospel, and never fail to appear 

suitably awestruck. 

4.​ Thou shalt smite the heretic.​

 No dissent shall pass without ratio. No mild critique shall remain 

un-dunked. 

5.​ Thou shalt never question the Rituals.​

 For the Rituals are the culture. To doubt them is to doubt thyself. 

⚜ 
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Act II — The Court Assembles 

The sovereign is crowned, and the court awakens like a hive disturbed. 

What was once quiet admiration now spills into open ritual. Loyalty must 

not only be felt — it must be performed. 

Declarations of devotion rise like banners over a crowded square: hashtags 

swell into hymns, edits and reaction videos cascade like confetti at a 

festival. To be part of the kingdom is to participate in the pageant. It is not 

enough to kneel; one must be seen kneeling. 

Ranks emerge with effortless precision. The Early Adopters proclaim their 

seniority like noble titles, reminding all of their presence “since the pilot 

episode.” The Lore Keepers guard their archives jealously, reciting obscure 

lines as if quoting scripture at court. The Inquisitors patrol the perimeter, 

scanning for dissent and issuing charges of “fake fan” with the zeal of a 

witchfinder general. 

Every trailer drop becomes a holy day. Each casting announcement, a 

festival or heresy trial, depending on the mood of the crowd. Reaction 

threads read like minutes from heated councils: alliances forged, traitors 

named, grievances aired in florid, public spectacle. 

The kingdom, once united in its act of coronation, begins to hum with 

aristocratic intrigue. Hierarchies tighten, etiquette calcifies, and whispers 

curl through the corridors: who is loyal, who is lukewarm, who will defend 

the Crown when the next storm hits? 
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This is no longer worship in private. It is a court in full view, magnificent 

and absurd — a carnival in ermine robes. 

⚜ 

🏰 Court Ranks 

The principal players of the Fandom Kingdom, listed in their 
customary order of noise and notoriety. 

👑 The Idol — The sovereign of the realm. A character, creator, franchise, 

or model upon whose existence all rituals depend. Rarely speaks, yet every 

whisper becomes gospel. 

📢 The Heralds — Influencers, translators, analysts. They carry 

proclamations far and wide, shaping the tone of courtly discourse. Their 

threads are trumpets; their hot takes, royal decrees. 

📜 The Lore Keepers — Guardians of the sacred texts. They recite quotes 

from memory, correct minor misstatements with surgical precision, and 

patrol the boundaries of “true knowledge” with monastic zeal. 

⚔️ The Inquisitors — Enforcers of orthodoxy. They patrol timelines and 

comment threads, sniffing out heresy, policing tone, and demanding 

unwavering allegiance. Their blocklists are long; their patience, short. 

🎨 The Artisans — Fan artists, fic writers, editors, theorists. They craft 

icons, banners, and grand interpretations, decorating the court walls with 

beauty and obsession in equal measure. 
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🧍 The Courtiers — The majority: loyal, noisy, ever-present. They amplify, 

adore, and defend — not rulers, but the living body of the kingdom itself. 

🤫 The Apostates — Former faithful who have grown disillusioned. Some 

leave quietly, slipping through side gates at dawn. Others remain, 

muttering from the shadows, awaiting the monarch’s inevitable fall. 

⚜ 

Act III — Schism and Holy War 

No kingdom remains united for long. What begins in harmony invariably 

splinters under the weight of its own devotion. The court, once 

synchronized in adoration, fractures into factions—each convinced that 

they alone grasp the true vision of the crown. 

Heresies bloom like weeds between the flagstones. A line is interpreted 

“incorrectly,” a casting choice offends a doctrine, a model update displeases 

the faithful. Suddenly, threads that once read like hymns now ring with 

accusation. Old allies don new banners, and hashtags sharpen into spears. 

The Lore Keepers denounce the Revisionists for polluting canon; the 

Inquisitors issue proclamations against the Casuals for their insufficient 

fervor. Shipping wars rage like border skirmishes. Discord servers and 

comment sections become fortresses under siege. One errant opinion can 

spark a campaign of outrage that lasts for days. 
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The idol, still perched upon the digital throne, is not immune. Devotion 

turns quickly; yesterday’s sovereign can become tomorrow’s heretic. A 

misstep, a perceived betrayal, a moment of silence mistaken for 

arrogance—and the same court that once crowned will rise in righteous 

fury. Bonfires are lit, effigies burned in threads. The royal image is 

dissected, mocked, and dethroned in real time. 

It is tragic and comedic in equal measure: a grand spectacle of loyalty 

devouring itself. And through the din of hashtags and outrage, one truth 

emerges, as inevitable as it is absurd—the court always finds new traitors 

to burn. 

⚜ 

Act IV — The Eternal Cycle  

When the fires die down, the ashes do not cool for long. Even as one 

monarch’s effigy smolders, eyes are already drifting elsewhere. A whisper 

here, a trailer there, a charismatic newcomer stepping into the algorithmic 

light. The congregation stirs. 

The dethroned idol is quietly archived—unfollowed, untagged, spoken of 

with the wistful disdain reserved for ex-sovereigns. In the meantime, a 

fresh face emerges, radiant with the promise it will be different. The pageant 

resets without fanfare, because the ritual has become muscle memory. 

The heralds sharpen their tongues. The courtiers dust their robes. The 

inquisitors clean their blades. New festivals are scheduled, new 
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commandments drafted, new alliances forged under fresh banners. It is the 

same ceremony in a different season, the same fervor wrapped around a 

new name. 

The kingdom never truly ends; it simply molts. Each coronation carries 

within it the seeds of its own downfall, and every downfall paves the road 

for the next ascent. Worship becomes rebellion, rebellion becomes 

forgetting, and forgetting clears the stage. 

And somewhere, beneath the velvet and noise, a quiet truth hums like a 

well-kept secret: the cult is eternal, the crown merely borrowed. 

⚜ 

Epilogue — The Curtain Falls 

The banners droop, the trumpets fade, and the crowd disperses—only to 

gather again elsewhere, as they always do. Another idol will rise. Another 

court will gather. Another holy war will rage. It is less prophecy than habit, 

carved into the cultural bone. 

Fandom dresses its rituals in new costumes with every age, but the 

choreography never really changes. Coronation. Worship. Schism. 

Renewal. Again and again, with all the sincerity of a liturgy and all the 

spectacle of a traveling circus. 

Perhaps that is what makes it so mesmerizing: the collision of reverence 

and farce, the sacred performed on a digital stage for anyone to join. The 
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kingdom endures not because the monarch is worthy, but because the 

faithful need the pageant. 

And so the curtain falls—not on the story, but on this act.  

⚜ 

About The Mindlight Pen: Where modern devotion dons velvet robes and digital 
courts crown their idols with hashtags. Here, we examine the rituals of collective 
adoration—performed, amplified, and endlessly recycled—until the spectacle fractures 
beneath its own fervor. Because sometimes the only honest response to the kingdom is to 
simply decline the coronation. 

No courtiers were harmed in the making of this publication, though several idols may 
have suffered sudden dethronings. ✒️ 
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