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EXT. JEFF HOSTETLER NUCLEAR HIGH SCHOOL - NIGHT

A shady looking VAN painted BROWN, the shadiest of colors, 
rolls to a stop in front of the gates of the J.H.N.H.S. 
Campus.

INT. BROWN VAN

Men in brown ski masks and mustard colored jumpsuits ready 
their machetes and uzis. 

EXT. JEFF HOSTETLER NUCLEAR HIGH SCHOOL - NIGHT

The Men spring out of the Van and are immediately faced with 
an issue.

MACHETE MAN #1
The gate's locked!

UZI SIR #1
What? And at night!?

MACHETE MAN #2
Ripping off this high school was 
going to be the crime of the 
century. Now what?

They think for a moment.

MACHETE MAN #1
I guess we could climb the fence?

Grumbles from the other Men.

UZI SIR #1
I'm not at my ideal climbing 
weight.

MACHETE MAN #2
Did we bring the proper safety 
belts and harnesses?

SUDDENLY THE SOUND OF FOOTSTEPS.

The Men all snap to their source: an older man in his 60s 
with bushy white hair, a mustache, and dressed like a 
sentient corduroy arm chair. The older man is walking from 
the school to his Winnebago stationed in the school parking 
lot. It's like 30 feet from where the camera's been pointing.

UZI SIR #1
Um... excuse me?

The older man stops.
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OLDER MAN
Yes?

The ski masked Men carrying weapons look at one another for a 
moment.

UZI SIR #1
We forgot our keys.

The older man looks at his pocket watch, grumbles, and walks 
toward them.

OLDER MAN
This is highly unorthodox. Students 
need to learn responsibility, but 
this is the last time, understand?

All Men nod. The older man opens the gates with a large 
skeleton key. All the Men file inside. One accidentally fires 
his gun.

MACHETE MAN #2
Our keys are in the building with 
all the expensive stuff and 
computers.

Older man checks his pocket watch and sighs again.

OLDER MAN
Hall 300? You've got 10 minutes 
before the timers lock.

The Men all look at one another then slowly peel off until 
the older man is left alone.

OLDER MAN (V.O.)
Being a high school principal never 
does get any easier... These 
millennials require a firm, yet 
flexible style of discipline... and 
I'm the man for that job.

MACHETE MAN #1 (O.S.)
Is that a nuclear accelerator?

BOOM.

The older man is sent tumbling through an orange wave of fire 
and dust.

DISSOLVE TO:
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INT. LAB - LATER

Beep. Beep. Beep. 

A life support monitor spikes periodically. A crowd surrounds 
a single plexiglass Murphy bed made up of people in labcoats 
or military regalia. MAJOR ATWOOD, an Ernie Hudson type, 
holds command.

MAJOR ATWOOD
Doctor Sanchez, the patient's 
stabilized. How much longer until 
wake stage zero?

DR. MADISON SANCHEZ, a bombshell in her 20s wearing "nerd 
glasses" and a consciously hemmed labcoat that shows off her 
legs, turns away from a large digital 3-D model of DNA and 
removes her glasses to show she means business.

DR. SANCHEZ
You can't rush science Major 
Atwood! It's not one of your cadets 
back at West Point!

(THEY ARE SOOOO GONNA BUTT HEADS.)

Major Atwood sneers.

MAJOR ATWOOD
The U.S. Military's got a lot of 
funding wrapped up in your secret 
projects hoping to unravel the 
mysteries of the human body, so 
don't get testy with me!

She has her hands on her hips and this "k, whatever" look.

DR. SANCHEZ
Wake Stage Zero should arrive any 
moment now-

HEAVY BREATHING.

The team crowds in further. Dr. Sanchez muscles her way to 
the center.

DR. SANCHEZ (CONT’D)
When the patient achieves total 
waking stage, we must be sure to 
keep him calm. He's going to have a 
lot of questions.
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A GUTTURAL COUGH.

MAJOR ATWOOD
Patient! Do you know where you 
are!?

HEAVIER COUGHING.

DR. SANCHEZ
He's receding into Flummox Level 3, 
get me 12 CCs of amoxacillin stat!

OLDER MAN'S VOICE (O.S.)
No, no that won't be necessary.

Dr. Sanchez motions for an assistant to continue to fill the 
syringe.

OLDER MAN'S VOICE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
I said that won't be necessary.

The group looks confused.

MAJOR ATWOOD
You can see us? Confirm!

OLDER MAN'S VOICE (O.S.)
Of course I can. It's a bit hazy 
but your shapes are interpretable. 

Major Atwood's impressed.

DR. SANCHEZ
Patient, do you remember your name?

OLDER MAN'S VOICE (O.S.)
Krederick Ivanhoe Thurst-Treadwell. 
I'm a high school principal.

OLDER MAN EVERYTHING is now K.I.T.T.

RANDOM LAB ASSISTANT
Kreda- what?

K.I.T.T.
Krederick. It's Welsh.

DR. SANCHEZ
(under her breath)

Just write K.I.T.T.

K.I.T.T.
I object to that. I will not be 
abbreviated-
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MAJOR ATWOOD
Your name is K.I.T.T. now, so shut 
up.

K.I.T.T.
I AM A HIGH SCHOOL PRINCIPAL! I 
will not stand for this abuse.

Grunting.

DR. SANCHEZ
What are you doing?

HEAVIER GRUNTING.

K.I.T.T.
Bidding you adieu.

GRUNT LEVEL MAXIMUM.

K.I.T.T. (CONT’D)
Heavens! My legs don't work! Why 
won't my body respond to the 
commands my brain delivers.

An engine revs.

DR. SANCHEZ
Umm... There was an accident.

K.I.T.T.
I lost my legs? 

(weeping)
I'd just started to appreciate 
them.

Windshield wiper screeching noises.

MAJOR ATWOOD
You lost a lot of other body parts 
too.

Sniffles.

K.I.T.T.
Bring me a mirror. I want to see 
what happened.

They all look around, Dr. Sanchez snaps at the Random Lab 
Assistant who then runs off.

DR. SANCHEZ
It's on it's way...
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K.I.T.T. keeps sniffling. Windshield wiper noises continue 
intermittently.

Major Atwood pulls out a bag of Big League Chew and passes it 
around. The Random Lab Assistant returns with a white floor 
length mirror.

RANDOM LAB ASSISTANT
(muttering)

Only thing I could find.

Dr. Sanchez shakes her head as she takes it from him.

MAJOR ATWOOD
(muttering)

Government funding.

She whips the mirror around to reveal a SICK ASS TRANS-AM 
that lights up on the grill when the old man talks.

K.I.T.T.
My word! Is this an elaborate 
prank??

MAJOR ATWOOD
You're a car now.

The mirror is tilted to show a bloody garbage bag with a 
bunch of electrodes plugged into it.

DR. SANCHEZ
The explosion ripped you apart and 
we did the best we could. Blaine 
was kind enough to offer up his 
Trans-Am as a host vessel.

BLAINE, a bald guy at the back of the group waves.

BLAINE
Got a Ford Focus out of it! 

OTHER LAB GIRL
Tight Blaine. I hear the gas 
mileage is wicked. 

Blaine shrugs. 

BLAINE
I'm all about that EcoBoost. 

K.I.T.T. revs his engine. 
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MAJOR ATWOOD
Simmer down K.I.T.T., we'll talk to 
the Ford engineers about getting 
you EcoBoost too. 

K.I.T.T.
I do not even know what that is! 
Ladies, sirs I demand to be killed 
or released. It is unconscionable 
that you transposed my being into a 
vehicle without my consent. Why 
doom me to this existence? How dare 
you play god! Shame on you-

A YOUNG ELVIS LOOKING TECHIE trips over a cord, unplugging 
K.I.T.T.

ELVIS
Shoop. 

Everyone sighs. He quickly plugs K.I.T.T. back in. 

FEMALE COMPUTER VOICE
Restart sequence initiated. 

Atwood and Sanchez share a tense look.

FEMALE COMPUTER VOICE (CONT’D)
Reboot cycle will complete in five 
hours and fourteen minutes. 

Dejected murmurs from the gathered staff as they disperse. A 
handful of boos. 

MAJOR ATWOOD
Goddammit. 

DR. SANCHEZ
Okay people, this is a blessing in 
disguise. That reveal didn't go 
over so well. Next time, let's be 
professional? 

(Whispers to Random Lab 
Assistant)

Get the good mirror from Level G. 

Atwood spins to face Sanchez, he's pissed. 

MAJOR ATWOOD
You know what the first rule of a 
functional operation is?

Sanchez whips off her glasses. 
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DR. SANCHEZ
Enlighten me, sir. 

MAJOR ATWOOD
Clear walkways. 

Sanchez blows a jet of air up at her floppy face hair.

INT. LAB - LATER

A skeleton staff of five, including Dr. Sanchez and Major 
Atwood is sleepily monitoring K.I.T.T. A large monitor shows 
a spinning white circle on a blue background, a yellow line 
runs across the bottom almost reaching both sides. 

DR. SANCHEZ
(yawning)

Should've taken you up on that 
coffee Major. 

MAJOR ATWOOD
(also yawning)

Didn't do it's job. Looks like you 
two have something in common.

DR. SANCHEZ
(still yawning)

No need to be rude. 

MAJOR ATWOOD
(yawning so hard tears 
are streaming down his 
face)

That was me being friendly. 

DUDDERS, a hip Asian kid, pops out of his sleeping bag next 
to K.I.T.T.

DUDDERS
His onboard computers have started 
purring. 

Dr. Sanchez puts on her glasses and blinks over dramatically, 
then does some suggestive yoga poses to stretch out her taut 
torso. 

RANDOM LAB ASSISTANT
Should I ready the mirror?

DR. SANCHEZ
(coming slowly out of 
downward dog)

(MORE)
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No. We need to ease K.I.T.T. into 
acceptance. 

Major Atwood chugs out of coffee cups in both his hands. 

MAJOR ATWOOD
I know an angle that'll work. 

Dr. Sanchez looks at him with confusion. 

DR. SANCHEZ
His acceptance matrix wasn't 
malfunctioning. 

MAJOR ATWOOD
I don't have time for your mumbo 
jumbo Doctor. This project needs to 
work and work fast because 
terrorists. 

DR. SANCHEZ
Terrorists what?

Major Atwood pours himself two more cups of coffee. 

MAJOR ATWOOD
They lurk all around us. Even you 
or I might be a terrorist and not 
even know it yet. 

Dudders rolls up his Pop Tart sleeping bag and puts it in 
K.I.T.T.'s trunk. 

Engine revs. 

The grill lights up. 

K.I.T.T.
(coughing)

Where am I?

Dr. Sanchez looks to Major Atwood and nods. 

MAJOR ATWOOD
You're in Deep 15. A secure U.S. 
Government Facility located 
underneath the high school you work 
in. 

A/C kicks on inside of K.I.T.T.

K.I.T.T.
What? Why? Is everything okay?

DR. SANCHEZ (CONT'D)
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MAJOR ATWOOD
You're high school was a front for 
one of our secret research stations 
developing autonomous technologies 
and the world's brightest TV, the 
HHD. There was an attack. 

A/C goes full blast. 

K.I.T.T.
Attack? The students! Their 
discipline!

MAJOR ATWOOD
It was after hours, the children 
were home presumably doing their 
studies as you instructed. There 
were losses though, I'm afraid. 

K.I.T.T.
Oh no, whom?

Major Atwood nods to Dr. Sanchez. She smiles at him, warmly- 
then to business. 

DR. SANCHEZ
You, Mr. Principal. 

Engine revs. 

K.I.T.T.
What? But I'm here... How does that-

DR. SANCHEZ
We were able to save your mind and 
upload it into this Trans Am. 

Beat. 

K.I.T.T.
I'm a vehicle? But I can see you. 

Dudders butts in. 

DUDDERS
We retained your humanity as best 
we could through a series 
anthropomorphic programming tweaks. 

Major Atwood nods for Dudders to continue. 
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DUDDERS (CONT’D)
Your eyes are now headlamps, your 
ears the side mirrors, your legs 
the tires-

K.I.T.T.
My arms?

DUDDERS
Cars don't have arms. 

Silence. 

K.I.T.T.
Then how can I... hug the children. 

The crew looks at each other concerned. 

DR. SANCHEZ
Cars don't hug people. 

K.I.T.T.
People hug people. I am a human 
being. 

MAJOR ATWOOD
K.I.T.T.?

Long pause. 

K.I.T.T.
Is that me?

RANDOM LAB ASSISTANT
Yes. Your initials-

K.I.T.T.
I know my initials. I prefer Kreddy 
if your going to give me a 
nickname. 

DUDDERS
That's a horrible nickname. 

K.I.T.T. inches forward. Gasps. 

K.I.T.T.
It's very common in Wales. Why are 
you all looking at me like that?

DR. SANCHEZ
(tears)

You took your first steps K.I.T.T.

11.

12.



Major Atwood slow claps, the others join in. 

MAJOR ATWOOD
That's how you do it. 

DUDDERS
Bravo!

K.I.T.T.
Why are you so excited? I made the 
car move? I moved! This is 
glorious!

Tears and hugs. Dudders pats K.I.T.T. on the hood. 

DR. SANCHEZ
I want full probings on those 
microsensors inside. He just saved 
us decades worth of research. 

Highbeams kick on. Horn honk. 

EXT. PALM SPRINGS HOTEL - DAY

Sun shines brightly. Bikini clad women ride up on golf carts. 
A man rollerblades by, jumping to a reverse. 

INT. PALM SPRINGS HOTEL

A white suited man in his 50s strides up to the DESK CLERK. 

DESK CLERK
How may I help you?

WHITE SUIT
Penthouse. Mr. Hume. 

Desk Clerk picks up the phone, trembling. 

DESK CLERK
Who shall I say is calling?

WHITE SUIT
He called me. 

The phone rings despite being up to the Clerk's ear. 

GULP. 
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INT. PENTHOUSE

White Suit sits in a chair facing a large window over a 
windmill farm. 

HUME (O.S.)
They say electricity is the future. 
That in order to save the world, we 
must relieve ourselves of addiction 
to fossil fuels. 

White Suit is handed a cup of tea. 

HUME (O.S.) (CONT’D)
What do you say to that?

WHITE SUIT
I'm in the business of doing, not 
saying.

He pours the tea on the white carpet. 

HUME (O.S.)
That's going to take some effort to 
clean up. 

WHITE SUIT
That's what you brought me here 
for, isn't it?

White Suit stands up and glowers at Hume. 

WHITE SUIT (CONT’D)
Where do I start?

HUME, 40s and smartly dressed, pulls a manilla envelope from 
his suit jacket's pocket. 

HUME
This should suffice. 

White Suit takes the envelope, never dropping his gaze from 
Hume's stare. He opens it and retrieves a photograph. 

BEGIN INSERT:

It's a picture of a cabinet underneath a sink. A yellow 
sticky says "409 & stuff in here!" with an arrow pointing at 
the cabinet. 

END INSERT. 

HUME (CONT’D)
Understood?
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White Suit nods. 

EXT. PALM SPRINGS HOTEL - MOMENTS LATER

Hume walks toward a valet standing in front of his 2016 Black 
Diesel Trans Am. He talks on an iPhone 6 Plus. 

HUME
What do you mean "everyone's dead 
from the mission?" Did you get me 
the HHD TV?

(to Valet)
Merci. 

(Back to phone)
The Nuclear High School had some 
sort of large detonation?

Gets in and the door automatically closes due to gas 
hydraulics. Torrents of fire and smoke plume out of the twin 
turbo exhaust pipes of the 2016 Trans Am. It also has a 
spoiler. 

INT. EVIL TRANS-AM

Hume sits behind the wheel lit only by the fire spewing out 
of the back of his car. 

HUME
Failure was not an option. I will 
have the world's most advanced and 
brightest TV. 

He throws his 6 Plus and guns the car. 

EXT. PALM SPRINGS HOTEL

The Evil Trans-Am speeds off, burning the Valet's head off 
like Ghost Rider. 

INT. DEEP 15 ROOMAVATOR

Dudders, Dr. Sanchez, and K.I.T.T. ride through the levels in 
Deep 15 on the room-sized elevator. It's glass so they can 
all see out of it. 
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DUDDERS
Yeah so there's basically enough 
stuff in here being developed that 
you could steal something once a 
week and it'd take you five years 
to get it all out. 

K.I.T.T.
Incredible. A temple of technology 
beneath my feet this whole time. 

DUDDERS
Wait til I show you the game room!

The doors open and K.I.T.T. zooms out nearly killing a 
coworker. Dr. Sanchez stops Dudders. 

DR. SANCHEZ
Hey Dudders, you've taken to him 
awfully fast. 

DUDDERS
He's so cool. It's like having an 
uncle on wheels. What's wrong?

DR. SANCHEZ
I- I just don't want to see you get 
hurt. Cars are notorious for 
quitting on you when you need them 
most. 

DUDDERS
He's not just a car, Dr. Sanchez.

She takes off her glasses and purses her lips. 

DR. SANCHEZ
I know. Just be careful. 

INT. HALLWAY

K.I.T.T. zips down the stark white corridor. 

K.I.T.T.
I've never been this alive! I'm 
finally going to see all the 
charming, folksy back roads of this 
country I've deprived myself of for 
the sake of the children. I am 
K.I.T.T.

Major Atwood steps from around a corner. K.I.T.T. screeches 
to a stop. 
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K.I.T.T. (CONT’D)
General! My sincerest apologies. 

There's a little spot of urine in the Major's crotchal area. 

MAJOR ATWOOD
(sweating)

I wasn't scared. 

Beat. 

MAJOR ATWOOD (CONT’D)
I'd like to rap with you... Man to 
man K.I.T.T., you're the start of a 
whole next level of evolution. 
You're important and I think we 
need to set some ground rules. 

K.I.T.T. opens his driver door. 

K.I.T.T.
Step into my office. 

Major Atwood walks toward the door, K.I.T.T. closes it. 

Honk honk!

K.I.T.T. (CONT’D)
Get it, my office is me because I'm 
a car. 

Atwood grabs the door hard when it pops back open. 

INT. K.I.T.T. 

Atwood is automatically buckled into his seat and the door 
shuts on it's own. The radio plays Lawrence Welk. 

K.I.T.T.
Would prefer something more to your 
liking?

Atwood nods. 

K.I.T.T. blares the chorus to "Our Lips Are Sealed."

Atwood nods in rhythm. 

MAJOR ATWOOD
How did you know?

K.I.T.T. slowly drives. 
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K.I.T.T.
A hunch. You don't principal a high 
school for 35 years and not know 
how to really set it off with the 
children. 

MAJOR ATWOOD
Did you always want to be a 
principal?

K.I.T.T.
I wanted to be a champion breeder, 
but the wife would've been 
allergic. So I settled for the next 
best thing. 

MAJOR ATWOOD
You're married?

K.I.T.T.
No, but you know how women are. 
Allergic to dogs and such. "Kreddy, 
you spend more money on 
Charlemagne's grooming than you do 
on fine dining outings with me, 
your wife." Then she'd sneeze for 
emphasis and such. Why bother?

Atwood fell asleep.

K.I.T.T. blares "Sharp Dressed Man" by ZZ TOP. 

Atwood snaps awake. 

MAJOR ATWOOD
Ahh. Okay, so principal then. 

K.I.T.T.
General-

MAJOR ATWOOD
Major. 

K.I.T.T.
Major General, you didn't want to 
have a private small talk session 
in mind, did you?

MAJOR ATWOOD
No. Listen K.I.T.T., I think we can 
help each other out here. Public 
opinion against domestic drone 
surveillance is at an all-time meh. 

(MORE)
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If people were any more indifferent 
to it, we'd be up to our ankles in 
constitutional confetti, but there 
are two things we can't yet do with 
a drone- inconspicuously drive it 
up to someone's face and cause 
destruction without anyone 
realizing who's doing it. That's 
where you come in. I know you 
always wanted to be a cop-

K.I.T.T.
I never said that. 

MAJOR ATWOOD
Cops have dogs and principals are 
the cops of the educational system 
so you're splitting hairs here. 
Point is, I need you to be my point 
man out there where I can't have 
anything pointing back at me or the 
rest of the military. You know what 
the shortest distance between two 
point is called?

K.I.T.T.
A line?

MAJOR ATWOOD
An open road. Figuratively. 

K.I.T.T. slows to a stop. 

K.I.T.T.
You want me to spy on the American 
people and break up potential 
threats before they ever manifest?

MAJOR ATWOOD
I want you to be a car that just 
happens to be in the right place at 
the right time. 

Dr. Sanchez taps on the window, Atwood rolls it down.

MAJOR ATWOOD (CONT’D)
Sup?

Dr. Sanchez removes her glasses in a huff after leaning into 
the window suggestively. 

MAJOR ATWOOD (CONT'D)
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DR. SANCHEZ
You can't idle indoors, people are 
starting to pass out.

EXT. K.I.T.T.

K.I.T.T. kills the engine and Major Atwood exits, glaring at 
Dr. Sanchez. 

K.I.T.T.
My apologies Doctor, the Major 
General and I-

DR. SANCHEZ
He said his rank was Major 
General... dick...

She sits down inside of K.I.T.T.

INT. K.I.T.T.

Dr. Sanchez is seething. She rubs the steering wheel, then 
removes her glasses as a final symbol of exasperation. 

K.I.T.T. plays "Float On" by Modest Mouse very softly.

Dr. Sanchez looks through the windshield with tears in her 
eyes.

DR. SANCHEZ
Am I a bad doctor?

K.I.T.T.
What? Heavens no! You are by far 
the best doctor these four wheels 
have encountered.

She wipes her eyes, heavily smearing mascara all over her 
cheeks.

DR. SANCHEZ
You're just saying that because 
you're a car and my team programmed 
you and you have to.

K.I.T.T.
Absolutely not. Could a bad doctor 
implant the consciousness of a high 
school principal into a Trans Am in 
one easy try? I do not think so.

She nods.
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DR. SANCHEZ
I'm just tired of men and military 
personnel acting like they own the 
world. I built you for a specific 
purpose K.I.T.T., do you know what 
that is?

K.I.T.T. eases her chair back. 

K.I.T.T.
Tell me.

K.I.T.T. clicks on the feet warmers.

DR. SANCHEZ
I went to a charter science school. 
There were no rules. The teachers 
called themselves "formative 
counsellors" and pitted us against 
one another to see who could push 
the needle further into the 
hypothetical bizarre.

K.I.T.T. switches to a muzak version of Kajagoogoo's "Eye to 
Eye."

DR. SANCHEZ (CONT’D)
I took a lot of 'shrooms and did my 
sophomore thesis on the arrangement 
of the dimensional stacking 
expressed in the Ghostbusters 
movies. I got an XKCD tattoo. It 
was bad. 

K.I.T.T.
Uh huh...

DR. SANCHEZ
The point is, my life would've been 
better had I been provided some 
structure... had I had a principal.

K.I.T.T. inches the seat down further.

K.I.T.T.
You have a principal at your 
disposal right now.

Dr. Sanchez sits up on her elbows.

DR. SANCHEZ
I know. That's why you're here 
K.I.T.T. 

(MORE)
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You're here to be America's 
Principal, dispensing homespun 
wisdom and encouragement to the 
disillusioned people passed over by 
the "system."

K.I.T.T.
I will be whatever you want me to 
be.

Dudders taps on the window.

K.I.T.T. (CONT’D)
Fucking christ-

DUDDERS
Hey K.I.T.T., I want to flush your 
engine with this foaming pipe snake 
and see what happens!

Dr. Sanchez sits up fully and fluffs her hair.

DR. SANCHEZ
I'll leave you two lovebirds to it.

She pops the door open as K.I.T.T. attempts to lock it.

K.I.T.T.
Error.

EXT. K.I.T.T.

Dudders helps Dr. Sanchez out of the car. K.I.T.T. revs the 
engine hard.

DUDDERS
Woah, it's pretty warm in there.

DR. SANCHEZ
Might need to give the internals 
another probing, see if there's 
anything out of wonk.

K.I.T.T.
No.

DUDDERS
On it!

DR. SANCHEZ
I want him ready to go at 1900 
hours on a test run. I think he's 
ready for mission speed.

DR. SANCHEZ (CONT'D)
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K.I.T.T. whacks Dudders with the door.

K.I.T.T.
I am?

CUT TO:

INT. PRIVATE PLANE - NIGHT

Everything has a chrome finish, the windows are stained glass 
depicting scenes from Mars Attacks, and the floors are 
checkerboard laminate. A FLIGHT ATTENDANT, dressed in khakis 
and a fuzzy midriff revealing sweater, hands Hume a book of 
Sudoku puzzles.

HUME
Pencil?

The Flight Attendant unshoulders a tiny leather teddy bear 
backpack and retrieves the pencil as Hume snaps impatiently.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT
Here you are sir.

Hume takes the mechanical pencil and clicks it erratically.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT (CONT’D)
Would you like anything to drink 
Mr. Hume?

He looks up.

HUME
No thank you.

The Flight Attendant walks toward her suspension seat.

HUME (CONT’D)
Actually...

The Flight Attendant freezes.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT
Yes?

HUME
I'd like to watch a movie.

The Flight Attendant trembles.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT
B-but sir, there's no television.
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Hume sighs.

HUME
I know. Believe me, I know. 

(evil)
That will all change soon.

Show the giant wall where a TV should be hung, but is empty. 
A sheet of paper with a Sad Face drawn on it is hung there 
instead.

EXT. PRIVATE PLANE

The Green Cessna Plane rockets through the night sky.

HUME (O.S.)
Muahahahahahahahaha!

INT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

A group of rugged mercenaries wearing digital camouflage and 
large automatic guns gather around a barrel fire roasting a 
kettle of chili.

MERC #1
This one's gonna be hot.

MERC #2
Woo boy, you know it!

MERC #3
Gotta have something warm in your 
tummy when running a tactical 
mission.

MERC #1
So true.

Hero shots on that chili bubbling and being swirled around 
with a wooden spoon. 

MERC #2
I read somewhere that Alton Brown 
refuses to tape his shows on an 
empty stomach.

MERC #3
When you're around all that food, 
I'd imagine them tummy growls would 
mess a whole lick of takes up!
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They all laugh heartily. Let's get in close on that chili 
again. Swirl, swirl, swirl.

MERC #2
I'm thinking about getting out of 
the game after this mission.

Aww. Sadness all around.

MERC #1
Is this Janelle talking or you?

MERC #3
Your wife's name is Janelle? I've 
been calling her Jeanette, why 
didn't you say anything?

MERC #2
It was a mutual decision, we have 
these two pomeranians now...

MERC #3
I even put Jeanette on the 
Anniversary card.

MERC #1
Dogs are like kids, you know. You 
gotta be a responsible owner these 
days. Can't just chain 'em in the 
yard like our parents did.

MERC #2
If we wanted a yard, we'd have to 
live in Jersey. That's just too far 
to commute.

MERC #3
I can't believe you just let me 
call her Jeanette.

Ladle up that chili, pour it back down into the kettle. No. 
It's not ready yet. 

MERC #2
I can only correct you so many 
times, dude!!

MERC #3
Don't dude me!

They tussle. Some of the other Mercenaries break it up.
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MERC #1
Save some of that for the mission! 
Shake hands.

They grudgingly shake.

MERC #1 (CONT’D)
We were hired to do this job as a 
team, so let's stick together and 
stay professional alright?

They nod. Merc #3 goes to the kettle and scoops out a bowl of 
chili. Really get tight on that.

MERC #3
Here you go, dude.

Merc #2 takes it. Shocked.

MERC #2
For serious?

Merc #3 nods.

MERC #2 (CONT’D)
Thank you... My dude.

Applause from everyone.

MERC #1 (O.C.)
Chili's ready boys. Let eat these 
vittles and get pumped for some 
thievin'!

Wild orgasmic cheers. 

INT. CONTROL CENTER

Dr. Sanchez, Major Atwood, Dudders, and a TECHIE sit in front 
of a large glass window. Several monitors and flashing 
graphics are placed haphazardly all around them.

DR. SANCHEZ
(into microphone)

Okay K.I.T.T., can you hear me down 
there?

INT. LAB FLOOR

K.I.T.T. rests on a platform being lowered in front of a 
large garage door.
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K.I.T.T.
Loud and clear, Sanchez. I meant to 
ask if there was a Mister Sanchez 
earlier.

INT. CONTROL CENTER

The four people at the control window look at each other 
uncomfortably.

TECHIE
You should probably reset his Bone-
dometer.

Everyone looks at the camera frowning. Major Atwood gets up 
and snaps the Techie's neck. He will lie slumped over the 
control deck for the rest of the show.

DR. SANCHEZ
Thank you.

Major Atwood winks at her. She gets a little flustered and 
removes her glasses suggestively.

K.I.T.T. (O.S.)
Hello? Did that go through? 

(to himself)
Not smooth Kreddy.

Sanchez clicks the microphone.

DR. SANCHEZ
(into microphone)

K.I.T.T. do you read me? You were 
breaking up on that last transmo.

Dudders smiles. Atwood grins and nods.

INT. LAB FLOOR

K.I.T.T. flips his lights on.

K.I.T.T.
Loud and clear, Doctor. Can you 
hear me?

MAJOR ATWOOD (O.S.)
Now we can K.I.T.T.

K.I.T.T.
M.G., didn't know you were around! 
How's it hanging?

26.

27.



INT. CONTROL CENTER

Atwood clicks off his microphone and stares at Dudders.

MAJOR ATWOOD
I'm going to assume he's talking to 
me.

DR. SANCHEZ
What did you do to him?

Dudders sits up in his chair.

DUDDERS
I gave him web access. He's been 
hanging out on a lot of youth 
oriented message boards.

K.I.T.T. (O.S.)
Do you guys like memes? Here's what 
I think about this mission.

A Grumpy Cat meme shows up on the screens. The text reads 
"Not with AAA. With AAARP."

MAJOR ATWOOD
Ugh.

DR. SANCHEZ
Turn it off.

MAJOR ATWOOD
He's not even doing it right.

Dudders sighs and writes in his notebook.

DR. SANCHEZ
Not later, now!

DUDDERS
He's on limited computing cycles, 
it's going to eat up a lot of code 
to debug his system right now. I'm 
adding it to the glitch list.

BEGIN INSERT:

Notebook paper titled "Glitch List" with the following 
bulletpoints:

-Tail light malfunction

-Antennae disabled
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-Service Engine Light On

-Jet fuel can't burn through steel.

-Disable web usage/reeducate about memes

END INSERT.

DR. SANCHEZ
You don't get a nap until it's 
done!

DUDDERS
It'll be done!

K.I.T.T. (O.S.)
Oh have you seen DOGE?

ALL IN UNISON
(into microphones)

YES! 

INT. LAB FLOOR

K.I.T.T. rolls backward a little bit.

K.I.T.T.
Could you explain it to me?

MAJOR ATWOOD (O.S.)
No one can explain Doge. K.I.T.T. 
are you ready?

K.I.T.T.
Yes sir!

DR. SANCHEZ (O.S.)
K.I.T.T., Dr. Sanchez here-

K.I.T.T.
I know.

DR. SANCHEZ (O.S.)
I want you to be mindful of what we 
talked about earlier, but take it 
slow.

K.I.T.T.
Gotcha Doc.
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MAJOR ATWOOD (O.S.)
K.I.T.T., I also want you to be 
mindful of what we talked about 
also.

K.I.T.T.
Will do, M.G.

DUDDERS (O.S.)
K.I.T.T., remember what you told me 
about being open to new 
experiences?

K.I.T.T.
You're breaking up Dudders. I think 
Dr. Sanchez was saying something-

DR. SANCHEZ (O.S.)
Nope, but uh.. we're ready to go 
here.

Door slowly raises.

MAJOR ATWOOD (O.S.)
You're our eyes and ears K.I.T.T.

DR. SANCHEZ (O.S.)
Our hearts and conscience.

DUDDERS (O.S.)
Foaming pipe snake.

K.I.T.T.
Let's roll!

K.I.T.T. peels out and shoots through the open doorway.

COMPUTER VOICE (V.O.)
Exit sequence executed.

INT. TUNNEL

It's dark. K.I.T.T. zips through it blazingly fast, all 
lights are highbeamed on. A dubstep/choral mashup version of 
the original Knight Rider theme cranks- symbolizing that this 
ain't your Dad's Knight Rider, this is a Knight Rider-type 
show ready to be embraced by millennials. 

EXT. MOUNTAINSIDE

K.I.T.T. blows out of a cave and speeds into the tree line.
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INT. K.I.T.T.

Bad rear projection implies that K.I.T.T. is going faster 
than an airplane.

K.I.T.T.
How was that for source separation? 

INT. CONTROL CENTER

Atwood, Sanchez, and Dudders applaud.

DUDDERS
(into microphone)

Great job K.I.T.T. We're engaging 
your secondary protocol now.

MAJOR ATWOOD
Seek out and destroy any threats to 
National Security, K.I.T.T.

DR. SANCHEZ
Through understanding and 
compassion!

INT. K.I.T.T.

The lines from the green screen are visible in the margins of 
K.I.T.T.'s rear window. His steering wheel careens wildly 
back and forth.

K.I.T.T.
Command received. I am America's 
Principal.

EXT. TURNPIKE

K.I.T.T. rampages down the road, cutting off semis and 
tailgating minivans. This goes on for a while, oh yeah, the 
new K.I.T.T. Rider theme is still playing.

EXT. GAS STATION

Mercenaries pick through snacks inside the Refuel Center. 
Mercs 1, 2, and 3 are outside sharing a cigarette.

MERC #1
You ever think about going on the 
patch?
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MERC #2
Nah, I know I can quit any time.

MERC #3
Same. I just choose not to.

K.I.T.T. rips into the Gas Station, going past the 
mercenaries and their LARGE WHITE MISSION VAN.

INT. LARGE WHITE MISSION VAN

The back doors are flung open, revealing all kinds of 
sensitive thievers equipment like grappling hooks, ladders, 
glass cutters, and a box labeled "Invasive Tech."

HUME (V.O.)
(over the CB radio)

Mercenaries, come in! Mercenaries, 
are you there?

K.I.T.T. reverses into view through the open rear doors.

INT. AIRPLANE HANGAR

Hume stands in front of a tripod table with a CB radio on it, 
he speaks into the receiver. The entire hangar is empty save 
for his plane. His voice echoes through the cavernous.

HUME
Mercenaries, I request an update on 
the heist of the century.

He draws a deep breath.

STATIC.

VOICE (V.O.)
Umm. This is a mercenary. You want 
an update on what?

HUME
The heist I hired you to carry out! 
Stealing the HHD TV!

Long pause.

VOICE (V.O.)
Uhhhhhhhhhhh. Who is this again?

HUME
Mr. Hume, your employer! Who is 
this?
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EXT. GAS STATION

Everything is in flames, even parts of the surrounding woods. 
Mercenaries are strewn about in pieces, dead.

K.I.T.T.
(into radio)

This is K.I.T.T.

HUME (O.S.)
The one married to Janae?

K.I.T.T.
(into radio)

The one who obliterated your op and 
is tracing this transmission as we 
speak, Mr. Hume.

HUME (O.S.)
What? That's impossible! This 
mission was top secret!

K.I.T.T.
The only thing that's still a 
secret is where the rest of these 
mercenaries' bodies went.

HUME (O.S.)
You're a dead man K.I.T.T.

INT. AIRPLANE HANGAR

Hume clutches the receiver tightly and keeps it super close 
to his mouth.

HUME
You hear me? I will hunt you down 
and end you.

K.I.T.T. (O.S.)
Best of luck Mr. Hume, but don't 
let it keep you from catching that 
flight.

Hume is startled and drops the receiver as he looks at the 
plane.

K.I.T.T. (O.S.) (CONT’D)
A cessna? I've never had the 
pleasure of riding in one, so enjoy 
that ride because it's going to be 
your last one Rory Hume. 

(MORE)
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Agents are now tracking that flight 
and freezing your assets.

Hume is thrown for a loop. He gathers himself and heads to a 
storage locker. He opens it retrieving a disguise and change 
of clothes. He pulls out a keyring and taps a button on a 
remote.

EXT. BEACH GARAGE

Calm winds, clear skies, and white sand. A large rectangle 
opens up in the surf and the EVIL TRANS AM raises up on a 
platform.

Ignition and lights go on.

EXT. GAS STATION

Another tank explodes. Sirens are heard in the distance.

MAJOR ATWOOD (O.S.)
Goddammit K.I.T.T., get out of 
there!

K.I.T.T. guns it toward the exit, but a tree has fallen- 
blocking his escape.

K.I.T.T.
A log is in the way.

INT. CONTROL CENTER

Dr. Sanchez removes her glasses as Dudders consoles her. 
Major Atwood takes a seat, stunned.

MAJOR ATWOOD
All our hard work and rapid bonding 
couldn't just be for nothing...

(he gazes skyward)
You sonovabitch, you cruel 
overlord, you ask for our 
unwavering faith and hope and 
sacrifices but haven't done the 
same in over 2,000 years and 
frankly, I'm sick of it!

Dudders, sniffling and covered in Dr. Sanchez's mascara, 
looks at Atwood.

K.I.T.T. (O.S.) (CONT'D)
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DUDDERS
Face it, Major Atwood, God's not 
there. Maybe he never was.

Atwood spins the chair with steely resolve to face his crying 
comrades. A bunch of ants and stuff are eating the dead 
TECHIE. Atwood digs through his military issued camo-fanny 
pack. The sounds of burning trees and light explosions are 
heard through the sound system.

MAJOR ATWOOD
I want to show you something.

Dr. Sanchez stops crying and looks at Major Atwood as he 
hands Dudders a photograph.

MAJOR ATWOOD (CONT’D)
Back in '96 I encountered hell on 
Earth. I'd never been so terrified 
in my life. I was alone and in the 
dark when someone took my hand and 
told me it would all be over soon. 
There was a flash. I didn't see 
anyone, but later I received that 
photograph.

Dudders shows the photo to Dr. Sanchez.

MAJOR ATWOOD (CONT’D)
I know someone's there because that 
seat was empty before all hell 
broke loose.

BEGIN INSERT:

The photo shows a much younger Major Atwood completely 
unhinged and clinging to a ghostly man that resembles JESUS 
in traditional biblical garments. They both are strapped into 
industrial ride chairs and their heads are covered in green 
goo. 

Garish text on the photo reads "I SURVIVED ALIEN ENCOUNTER AT 
WALT DISNEY WORLD."

END INSERT.

Dr. Sanchez quietly hands the photo Major Atwood.

DR. SANCHEZ
You think it was God?

MAJOR ATWOOD
I know it was.
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He files the photo back into his fanny pack.

MAJOR ATWOOD (CONT’D)
(he looks skyward again)

I walked out of there on only one 
set of feet, it was then that he 
carried me.

Dudders clutches the rosary beads around his neck.

DUDDERS
(also to the sky)

Please... Hear us...

MAJOR ATWOOD
Get off your throne and do 
something for once! How many more 
people have to suffer before you'll 
intervene?

K.I.T.T. (O.S.)
M.G.? Dr. Sanch? Any help with 
getting around this log? The 
smoke's getting thick.

MAJOR ATWOOD
We believed in you once because you 
made the ultimate sacrifice! We're 
ready for you to do that again.

Dr. Sanchez removes her glasses and casts a wide-eyed stare 
of hopelessness from Dudders to Atwood.

K.I.T.T. (O.S.)
(coughing for emphasis)

Should I just drive over the curb? 

Major Atwood, tears stream down his face.

MAJOR ATWOOD
(hushed and angry)

I'm begging you. Do this for me.

EXT. GAS STATION

K.I.T.T. is surrounded by a wall of fire. The log is starting 
to burn. The curb is nearly 5 inches from the street.

K.I.T.T.
Think Kreddy, there's got to be a 
way out of here without wrecking 
your suspension.
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Suddenly a pair of white doves swirl around giving way to a 
Tasmanian Devil style cyclone which reveals a SPINNING MAN 
that looks a lot like Chris Kattan.

K.I.T.T. (CONT’D)
Stay back there's lots of fire!

Chris Kattan Spinning Man, continuing to spin, raises up the 
log with magic and smiles at K.I.T.T.

HONK HONK!

K.I.T.T. still drives off the curb somehow, causing sparks to 
fly out from underneath him.

K.I.T.T. (CONT’D)
I made it!

INT. K.I.T.T.

Checking his rear-view mirror, there's no one there. The log 
just thuds to the ground as if dropped by an unseen force.

K.I.T.T.
Probably just some swamp gas.

It sounds like he's dragging a muffler.

INT. CONTROL CENTER

Atwood, Sanchez, and Dudders have turned the Techie's corpse 
into a makeshift alter. There are a ton of candles and paper 
lanterns hung up around it. They all kneel speaking in 
tongues before it.

FEMALE COMPUTER VOICE (V.O.)
Service station download completed.

Dudders snaps out of it and taps some keys on the keyboard.

DUDDERS
(to himself)

Let me just unzip these winamp 
drivers... 

Close on some heavy keyboard combos and a few mouse clicks.

DUDDERS (CONT’D)
(smug)

You call that a solid state 
encryption?
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More intense keyboard tapping. He's a big fan of F6.

FEMALE COMPUTER VOICE (V.O.)
CCTV encryption hacked and vid play 
set for directory. Press Control C 
to initiate.

Dudders cracks his knuckles.

DUDDERS
Better luck next time white hats.

Close up on Dudders hitting way more buttons than Control C. 
Dr. Sanchez and Major Atwood gather around him.

DUDDERS (CONT’D)
...and play.

One final set of key commands and BOOM.

BEGIN INSERT:

Grainy CCTV footage of an explosion plays on the monitor. It 
looks like someone moving a toy car around on a burning gas 
station diorama made out of shoe boxes. Close ups on melting 
green army men. Toy car is pulled by fishing wire to the edge 
of the diorama, a hand drops a burning tree branch- way 
larger than necessary onto the shoebox diorama. Another 
explosion. Dead feed.

END INSERT.

Major Atwood, Dr. Sanchez, and Dudders are all sad.

DUDDERS (CONT’D)
He didn't make it?

Dr. Sanchez removes her glasses as she shakes her head no. 
Major Atwood pounds the desk.

MAJOR ATWOOD
(to Computer)

Play it again. Play it again you 
sonovabitch!

Dr. Sanchez moves toward him.

DR. SANCHEZ
You won't find any consolation in 
there Major Atwood.
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MAJOR ATWOOD
It's not fair! He was going to be a 
weapon for us! He barely got 
started!

Dr. Sanchez takes his hand.

DR. SANCHEZ
Sometimes when God burns a car, he 
moistens a heart.

Major Atwood shakes her off.

MAJOR ATWOOD
There is no God.

Dr. Sanchez clutches her chest. Dudders springs up, staring 
at a random monitor over in the corner.

DUDDERS
Getting a reading on the motomitor.

MAJOR ATWOOD
Is it him? 

Dudders stares at the 3D pipe screensaver.

DUDDERS
No... The frequency isn't the same.

MAJOR ATWOOD
Terrorists...

Dr. Sanchez pulls down a periscope.

DR. SANCHEZ
Computer give me a visual.

MAJOR ATWOOD
Is it... terrorists?

Dr. Sanchez smirks.

DR. SANCHEZ
Yes, Major Atwood. A four wheeled 
terrorist.

Major Atwood hits a red button on the console.

COMPUTER VOICE (V.O.)
Deep 15 moving to SAFECON-1. 
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A large urine spot is visible on Major Atwood's crotch as 
sirens and bells and red lights go nuts all around the 
facility. 

DR. SANCHEZ
It's K.I.T.T. What the hell is 
wrong with you?!

CUT TO:

INT. LAB - LATER

K.I.T.T.'s being polished with Turtle Wax by the Random Lab 
Assistant as Dudders taps away at a laptop plugged into the 
engine.

DUDDERS
Suspension is all recalibrated. I'm 
pinging your onboard GPS now.

K.I.T.T.
It tickles.

Dudders smiles.

DUDDERS
I'm glad you're back K.I.T.T.

K.I.T.T.
Me too Dudders.

Major Atwood, with visible lobotomy scars on his head, is 
wheeled in by COMMANDER FRANK S. THEBES, an older Ernie 
Hudson type.

K.I.T.T. (CONT’D)
How's it hanging M.G.?

Major Atwood drools a little.

COMMANDER THEBES
He's a little sleepy now K.I.T.T. 
I'm Commander Frank S. Thebes, I'll 
be filling in for Atwood until he's 
ready for Phase 3 re-ignition.

Windows 98 startup sound obscures the last bit of 
conversation.

K.I.T.T.
Okay cool.

Commander Thebes waves off Random Lab Assistant and Dudders.
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COMMANDER THEBES
Might I have a brief word?

K.I.T.T.
Well of course, sir.

Dudders puts his laptop on the ground in front of K.I.T.T.'s 
tires.

DUDDERS
See you later.

K.I.T.T. honks loudly, scaring the Commander.

COMMANDER THEBES
I was reviewing your mission file 
K.I.T.T. and to be Frank, I have a 
lot of questions.

K.I.T.T.
Like?

COMMANDER THEBES
Well, you told Mr. Hume, Public 
Enemy Number One who's whereabouts 
are currently unknown, that we were 
coming for him and that we'd 
tracked his flight data- when we 
didn't have any of that info at the 
time- instead of letting him go 
through his routine which would've 
enabled us to apprehend him once we 
had people in place. Why would you 
do such a blatantly asinine thing?

K.I.T.T.
You're allowed to say ass on TV?

COMMANDER THEBES
I just want a clear answer.

K.I.T.T. purrs his A/C fan on.

Dr. Sanchez enters in a denim labcoat and grey tank top 
combo. Her hair is pulled back into a tight ponytail.

K.I.T.T.
Sir, I'm not just a mindless drone 
that follows orders. I'm a 
principal. I believe that 
discipline and it's enforcement 
require a bend but don't break 
philosophy. To cure a problem you 
must understand the heart of it. 

(MORE)
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I let Mr. Hume off the hook because 
I would like to study his sure to 
be numerous repeat infractions 
against our facility and seek out 
the cause for his evil dalliances. 
Knowing why will allow us to put a 
plan into place scooping up bad 
behavior before it begins. 

COMMANDER THEBES
Right.

He notices Dr. Sanchez.

COMMANDER THEBES (CONT’D)
K.I.T.T. we're assigning you a 
continuous staff driver during your 
outbound recon missions. Dr. 
Sanchez is going to do it until I 
review the applicants, understood?

K.I.T.T. flashes his headlamps.

COMMANDER THEBES (CONT’D)
As you were.

Commander Thebes leaves, saluting Dr. Sanchez as she 
approaches.

DR. SANCHEZ
He's very, uh, by the book.

K.I.T.T.
I feel like I really got through to 
him.

K.I.T.T. opens his door.

DR. SANCHEZ
So he's already filled you in, I 
take it?

INT. K.I.T.T.

Dr. Sanchez buckles into K.I.T.T.

DR. SANCHEZ
I have one question though.

K.I.T.T. fires up the ignition.

K.I.T.T.
Proceed.

K.I.T.T. (CONT'D)
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DR. SANCHEZ
How'd you get out of that inferno 
at the gas station? We all thought 
you were done for.

K.I.T.T. starts driving toward the Exit Tunnel.

K.I.T.T.
Well...

In the rear-view mirror SPINNING MAN/CHRIS KATTAN SPIRIT 
JESUS is visible sitting in the backseat. He puts his finger 
to his lips like "Shhh..."

K.I.T.T. (CONT’D)
I'm not just a car, isn't that what 
you always said?

Dr. Sanchez laughs.

EXT. K.I.T.T.

K.I.T.T. blazes through the tunnel. His badass K.I.T.T. Rider 
theme blaring.

DR. SANCHEZ (O.S.)
That doesn't answer my question 
though.

Theme gets even louder to drown her out.

EXT. TUNNEL - DAY

K.I.T.T. rips out of the tunnel. FREEZE FRAME. Dr. Sanchez is 
visible smiling with sunglasses on. As is Spinning Man/Chris 
Kattan Spirit Jesus.

INT. DIFFERENT LAB

REVEAL that the FREEZE FRAME is a photo the lobotomized MAJOR 
ATWOOD is HOLDING.

A bunch of wires are connected from his body to a BLIMP with 
a grill similar to K.I.T.T. 

A SCIENTIST stands near a large Frankenstein like lever 
switch.

SCIENTIST
Here we go.
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SCIENTIST CRANKS THE LEVER.

Tons of crazy blue electricity fills the screen.

FADE OUT.

FADE TO BLACK.
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