
Two Minute Massacre

“The idea came to me when I was watching some 
cheesy game show. A guy off the street had been 
given a week to practice for a studio challenge, 
shoot 15 hoops in two minutes.  Shit I thought as 
I cradled my Ruger Mini -14 in my lap I wonder 
how many people I could knock off in two minutes, 
a lot I bet at the Grand River Mall. That would be a 
darn side more interesting, real fucking entertain-
ing. I’d killed before, Bob and Marcus had too, but 
not in such a disciplined goal orientated way.  
The boys and I had a beer and I laid it out for 
them three shooters with three camcorders com-
peting for the most confirmed kills within 2 min-
utes. Bob scoffed, and then said there was no way 
on God’s green earth that I could out kill him on 
a live range. I said we’d see and I put forward 
the first mission, The K-Mart Revolver Challenge. 
The traditionalist in Marcus approved and Bob was 
game, so it was settled. Marcus totally understood 
the camcorder thing; how there was money to be 
made from the downloads and dvds. Cannibal Is-
land had been going for a year and it was huge; it 
was Cannibal Holocaust but for real, hell I signed 
up for a whole year and got another bitching site 
Death Pit for free, bargain. 
I now know I could have joined the Core and done 
my daddy proud because I planned the opera-
tion with military fucking precision. I acquired a 
non-descript side panelled van with false plates 
for transport, we all had plenty of hardware so no 
problem there. Bob was keen for wearing vests, 
said there were a lot of gun enthusiasts in the lo-
cality as well as the renta protect that might take 
a shot back. That was part of the thrill, the pos-
sibility of a bit of return fire, not that some dumb 
fuck on $7.50 an hour though would be up to even 
one of us opening up on him. But I digress. The 
plan was quite simple, pile out, steam in, shoot 
security before they could register what was hap-
pening, then start clocking up the kills. I’d drilled 
with the speed loader until I had it down to a fine 
art, I knew that was what would make the dif-
ference with the revolver, managing the reload. I 
was right, I notched up 11 kills to Bob and Mar-
cus’s 8 apiece. There were a shit load of wounded, 
but under the rules they didn’t count. There was 
one snag, something we hadn’t expected, a shelf 
stacker of all fucking things almost screwed up 
everything, when he went all hero on me with a 
tin of pineapple chunks. I was at the cigarette ki-
osk levelling the .357 magnum at a guy I’d just 
downed. He had a sucking chest wound, which 
meant he wasn’t long for this world, but paramed-
ics can work miracles these days, so he was get-

ting one between the eyes. I was squeezing the 
trigger when out of the corner of my eye I saw this 
tin hurtling towards me from the preserved fruit 
aisle. Damn thing split my scalp wide open and 
had me pulling down the magazine rack in a ring-
ing, fuzz of sight and sound. I was on my knees 
trying to regain my senses when I felt friendly 
hands jerk me to my feet. Alarms sounded in uni-
son, two minutes had elapsed, and it was time to 
haul ass.                      

WWW.Twominutemassacre.com is a spree kill 
site the brainchild of gun nut Preston Collins. A 
fan of the Diabolic Download Network Preston was 
inspired or perhaps warped towards starting his 
own site. Flesh eating and machetes weren’t his 
thing, but guns were, and Preston saw a gap in 
the market that he could fill. 

Organization. Three shooters Preston Collins, 
Robert Trellis and Marcus Ignati going by the han-
dles Double Tap, Full Auto and Sure Shot.   

Location. Atlanta, Georgia.

Area of Operation. Southern United States.

Targets. Any adult within the given location and 
time limit, though mistakes have been made.   

M.O. The shooters use various side panelled vans 
to drive up to their targets. They alight quickly 
and storm into the target area wearing masks and 
camcorders. The clock starts on entry with their 
watches synchronized to a 2 minute countdown. 
The trio are disciplined, strictly adhering to the 
time limit in order to beat the response time of 
the local police. After fleeing the immediate scene, 
they dump the van with a delayed incendiary de-
vice inside, and switch to the true getaway ve-
hicle.       

Membership. The site has 19,910 paid up mem-
bers and a shit load of browsers. Join up for $35.99 
month. The site is hosted by Diabolic Downloads 
from its mobile servers in the Philippines.  

Downloads. The Massacre boys have notched 
up nine downloads in the last 12 months with a 
combined body count of 142. The bloodiest bullet 
fest was in Episode 5’s “Bowling Alley Assault Rifle 
Challenge” where a total of 34 people wound up in 
the local obituary column.

News. The Massacre Boys are planning a tour 
special entitled “Three Killers In Manilla.” 


