"How many Marians does it take to..." 

There was a roar of laughter as the comic began drawing up a long string of random letters, making fun of the Marians' Roman numeral system. It was a cheap joke, but better than nothing for these tavern-goers in what had been the Illyrian Palatinate. 

From his seat, Mark watched silently, his mind wandering. The Marians, to their credit, had at least TRIED to be benevolent to their conquered foes. But many would rather be free in hell than serve in Caesar's heaven, and so the Marians had unfortunately been forced to stamp out the growing pockets of resistance with a growing amount of firepower. 

Not that the show much bothered Marcus, the Marian agent behind Mark's bland Illyrian cover identity. Even the most loyal of Caesar's spies were not above a joke behind their leader's back. 

However, those men in the corner were a different matter, and Marcus watched them carefully in the reflection from his glass. The one was a known resistance leader, and the other two, if he had to guess by the C-Bills that just changed hands under the table, were important contacts. This was worth making a move on, he decided, and keyed the radio that was wired into his clothing. He whispered into the collar mike under the cover of his glass, and looked at his watch. Exactly five minutes later, Mark, the Illyrian merchant, rose from the table andstopped at the bar. He paid his tab, shook hands and shared smiles with those he knew, and went home for the night. 

Exactly two minutes after Mark departed, the door to the bar was kicked in by a thin, evil-looking man in Marian uniform, backed by a pair of towering armored troopers whose broad shoulders barely fit through the doorway. The elaborate visors of their Roman style helmets peered coldly around the room, their arms flexing the massive guns they wielded. Silence fell as the Illyrians looked at the Murmilli, Caesar's finest soldiers, the erratic lights of the bar gleaming off the molded scrollwork of their breastplates. The dark-haired Marian strode over to the table where the three resistance fighters were talking, and pronounced them under arrest, in nomine Caesar. 

Then all hell broke loose. 

The Illyrians moved en masse. Some dropped for cover, others dove for doors and windows. The thin Marian man jumped back as the guerillas and several others pulled weapons, yelling an order as he dove to the floor. The Murmilli answered the yell with their guns, mowing the Illyrian resistance fighters down in a blaze of laser beams and automatic rifles. Some Illyrians returned fire, but most just tried to run. The two troopers stood stoically in the chaos, cutting down whatever got in front of their guns. Outside, the fleeing crowd found the other three members of the squad, who immediately opened fire on civilians and guerillas alike. 

One of the guerillas got back up, firing a pistol, and the troopers shot him down as they advanced. An Illyrian grabbed onto one of the troopers' legs, and was sent flying with a myomer-powered kick. Another man broke a chair across the other Murmillo's armored back, and the trooper turned and grabbed him. The man heard the trooper laugh, and then his neck snapped in the Murmillo's mechanical grip. 

The resistance leader stayed quietly on the floor until he saw that the troopers were distracted by the crowd. Then he jumped up and dove, crashing out the window and into the street. All around were dead and wounded Illyrians; screaming, yelling and gunfire continued sporadically, and he grimaced as he heard the WHOOSH of a rocket launcher. Smoke rose from the bar, where the troopers' lasers had set it alight. He shook his head clear, and took off running, only to hear heavy footsteps pounding behind him. 

The guerilla sprinted with all his might, but the Murmillo still closed, its tall powered legs moving faster than any unarmored human. He tried to change direction, but was hauled off his feet with a jerk. He screamed as his right upper arm crushed in the Murmillo's powerful grasp. The trooper observed his prey for a moment, dangling like a caught fish, his feet kicking somewhere near the Murmillo's knees. The armored figure did not speak, but simply turned and walked back towards the riot scene, carrying the guerilla back to face Caesar's justice. 
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Type/Model:    Murmillo BA  
Tech Base:     Inner Sphere / 3067 
Chassis Type:  Humanoid 
Weight Class:  Heavy Battle Armor 
Rules:         Level 2, Custom design 

Maximum Mass:  1,500 kg 
Ground Speed:  21.6 km/h 
Armor Type:    Standard 

==Overview:== 
In Roman gladiatorial arenas, the Murmillo was the traditional 
opponent of the heavily-armed Hoplomachus. The Murmillo's gear 
differed only slightly from the Hoplomachus, a change more of 
style than of power. It seems fitting then that the Marian 
Hegemony's Murmillo BA would be similar to the Hoplomachus in 
size, but different in approach. 

==Capabilities:== 
The Murmillo looks almost like a small Mech, with its twin-gun 
arms, powerful body and shoulder rocket pack. It is the most 
modern of all the Marian BA's, but even so includes old Roman 
stylings; the head is shaped like the helm worn by the ancient 
Murmilli (including the traditional "fish" symbol) and the armor 
includes much molding and decoration. 

The Murmillo has the same weight of armor as the Hoplomachus, but 
doubles the other suit's ground speed. This makes the Murmillo 
more of an offensive weapon than the Hoplomachus. 

The Murmillo's arms are both fitted with basic manipulators. On 
the back of each arm is a twin gun mount, with an AP weapon mount 
on top of a small laser. A rocket launcher drum sits on the left 
shoulder, with a searchlight on the right for night fighting. 

==Deployment== 
The Marian Legions have all but fallen in love with the Murmillo. 
It is easily the most popular of all the new Marian BA suits, and 
is deployed as a shock trooper, security unit, and other roles 
where the might of the Hegemony must be visibly demonstrated. It 
has gained infamy from suppressive actions in the conquered 
nations, and can be seen on propaganda posters as a symbol of 
Caesar's power.  

------------------------------------------------------------------ 
Type/Model:    Murmillo BA 
Equipment:                                          Slots    Mass 
Weight Class:  Heavy Battle Armor                     0       300 
Motive System: Ground Movement (2 MP)                 0        80 
Armor Type:    11 Points Standard                     0       550 

Manipulators: 
  Left Arm:    Basic Manipulator                      0         0 
  Right Arm:   Basic Manipulator                      0         0 

Weapons and Equipment                Loc     Shots  Slots    Mass 
------------------------------------------------------------------ 
Support Laser                        LA        30     1       200 
Anti-Personnel Weapon Mount          LA               1         5 
 (Anti-Personnel Weapon Space)       LA               0         0 
Support Laser                        RA        30     1       200 
Anti-Personnel Weapon Mount          RA               1         5 
 (Anti-Personnel Weapon Space)       RA               0         0 
LAW 5 Launcher                       Body             4       125 
Searchlight                          Body             1         5 
Mission Equipment (30kg Capy)        Body             1         0 
------------------------------------------------------------------ 
TOTALS:                                              10     1,470 
Slots & Mass Left:                                    2        30 

Calculated Factors: 
Total Cost:     400,500 C-Bills 
Battle Value:   40 (160 for 4)  Weapon Value: 33 (Ratio=.81) 
Cost per BV:    10,012.5 
Damage Factors: SRDmg = 4   MRDmg = 1   LRDmg = 0 
BattleForce2:   Class: IB   MP: 2   Armor/Structure: 3 / 0 
                Damage PB/M/L: 2/-/-   Overheat: 0 
                Point Value: 2    Specials: mec, car4 

CBT:RPG Data:   Armor Value (M/B/E/X): 9/8/8/8    Coverage: Full 
                IR: 0,  ECM: 0,  Camo: 0 
                Melee AP: 2,  Target Size Modifier: -2 
                Movement Modifiers: 
                  Walking: -2,  Running: -4,  Sprinting: -6 
                Attribute Modifiers:  STR: +3,  DEX: -1,  RFL: -3 
                Equipment Rating:  E/E/E 

                Created by HeavyMetal Battle Armor 




OOC: Here's an image of the original Roman helm...this is what the Murmillo's helm is modeled upon. 
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