
Table of Contents

Bennie Barrier’s Big City Adventures | The Tale Of Justin Case’s Lock

Check out the Cornelius Cone & Bennie Barrier series by Steve Boyce and John Roberts | EBOOKS

COMPILATIONS/PAPERBACKS

Are you looking for more Cornelius Cone and Bennie Barrier stories? Join the adventure on Patreon and unlock exclusive stories never before released publicly, behind the scenes gossip and features and early access to new releases. | For more information, take a look at Patreon.com/JohnRobertsAuthor and join the community today.

Adult Crime Fiction also available by John Roberts: The Blake Langford Adventures

The Alison Pearce Adventures - Coming Soon

John Roberts’ First Fantasy Novel - Coming Soon

John’s Non-Fiction Books

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]
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In the heart of Southampton City Centre, where the sun always seemed to shine a little brighter and the streets hummed with a special kind of magic, the new ring road had become the beating heart of the city. 

Cars, buses and bicycles zoomed along its curves, carrying people to work, school and all the fun places the city had to offer. And taking care of this vital road was Bennie Barrier and his trusty Maintenance Team, a group of friends who were as colourful as they were capable.

Bennie Barrier was the kind of leader everyone loved. He was a tall, sturdy fellow with a bright orange and yellow hi-visibility belt that glowed like a sunset and a smile that could light up even the cloudiest day. 

“Alright, everyone, let’s pick up the pace!” Bennie called out one sunny morning. “Today’s the big day, we’ve got the court case about the traffic light sabotage and Perry Painter’s putting the final touches on the lane repainting. Everything’s got to be perfect!”

Bennie’s sister, Beatrice Barrier, was right beside him, her hands busy sorting through her toolbox. Beatrice was the team’s go-to problem solver. She was a little shorter than Bennie, with a pair of glasses that perched on the end of her nose and a determined look in her eyes. She’d always been fascinated by how things worked from tiny clocks to big machines and she could fix just about anything with a little bit of patience and a lot of creativity. 

“Don’t worry, Bennie,” Beatrice said, looking up from her toolbox with a grin. “We’ve got everything under control. The traffic lights are working perfectly, the potholes are all filled in and Perry’s doing a great job with the paint. The court case is going to go off without a hitch, you’ll see!”

Standing nearby were Chester Cone and his nephew Costin Cone, two bright orange traffic cones who loved nothing more than rolling around and helping out. 

“Did you know that London has the biggest ring road in the UK?” Chester said as they continued keeping the traffic in line.

“I thought that was the M25?” Costin Cone asked.

“More like the biggest car park in the UK. At least our ring road keeps traffic moving,” Carlos Cone laughed.

“Hey, Beatrice, do you think we can roll over to the new section of the road now?” Costin Cone asked, bouncing up and down with excitement. “I want to see if Perry’s painted the new rainbow lane yet!”

Chester rolled his eyes, but he was smiling. “Patience, Costin,” he said. “We’ve got to finish placing ourselves here first, we need to guide the cars around Perry’s painting area. But once we’re done, we can go check it out. Promise.”

Costin Cone sighed.

“Do you remember the delivery lockers outside our old maintenance yard in Hammersmith?”

Costin Cone nodded. “Yeah, really annoying on Sunday mornings when they used to drop off the parcels and made so much noise that it woke everyone up.”

“Too much noise in London, as if,” Carlos Cone smirked.

“I’ll have you know there’s lots of quiet places in London,” Chester Cone replied. “There was this mush from Shepherds Bush who used to go down to the Thames every evening after work to refocus and have some quiet time after a busy day.”

“With all those noisy market traders?” Carlos Cone asked.

“Yeah, I asked him once how he found peace down by the river.”

“And what did he say?”

“Nothing, his hearing aid was turned off,” Chester Cone laughed as he walked away.

Perry Painter was busy at work a little way down the road, his paintbrush moving quickly and skillfully across the tarmac. Perry was a kind, gentle soul with a passion for art. He’d been painting since he was young and he’d turned his love of colours into a job that made the city a more beautiful place. He’d painted murals on the sides of buildings, decorated park benches and now, he was giving the ring road a fresh new look. Perry always said that painting was like magic, with a few strokes of a brush, he could turn something dull and boring into something bright and wonderful.

“Almost done with this section, folks!” Perry shouted, dipping his brush into a can of sunny yellow paint. “These lanes are going to be so shiny, cars will feel like they’re driving on a cloud! And wait until you see the rainbow lane,  it’s going to be the most beautiful thing in the whole city!”

“Or the most embarrassing,” Carlos Cone muttered.

Beatrice Barrier elbowed him in his side.

As the morning went on, the team worked hard, making sure everything was just right. Bennie, alongside Trevor Traffic Light, checked and double-checked the traffic lights, making sure they were switching colours at the right time. 

“Right,” Trevor said after completing the first round of checks. “I’m off for afternoon tea then I have to have my facial done with Rupert.”

“You’re not staying?” Bennie Barrier asked.

“No, you’re intelligent enough to handle this now.”

“Since when do Traffic Lights have facials?” Chester Cone asked. 

“We’re moving with the times, dear cone, LED lights, new fittings, arrows instead of standard beams, you should see the advancements in Traffic Light technology these days. Although it may leave you mere mortals feeling inadequate.”

“My ol’ work colleague Francis Featherstone never had any of that rubbish in the smoke. The best he ever got was an oily rag over his light after rush hour.”

“Was he another mush from...” Trevor began.

“No, he was a hardworking traffic light from Croydon.”

“What self respecting Traffic Light would call himself Francis Featherstone?” Trevor smirked.

“The same kind that called you Trevor Nathaniel Tomahawk," Bennie Barrier replied.

“I told Cornelius Cone that in confidence!” Trevor Traffic Light muttered through gritted teeth.

“Trevor Nathaniel Tomahawk!” Chester Cone laughed.

“Yeah, TNT so watch out before I explode!” Trevor snapped before walking away.

Beatrice Barrier fixed a small leak in one of the water pipes that ran under the road, using her trusty tools to get the job done quickly. Chester and Carlos rolled from spot to spot, placing themselves where they were needed most to guide cars safely around the work area. And Perry kept painting, his brush moving faster and faster as he got closer to finishing.

But just as things were going well, a worried voice called out from near the courthouse, which was just a short walk away from the ring road.

“Oh dear, oh my! What am I going to do?”

The team stopped what they were doing and looked over. Sitting on a bench near the courthouse steps was Justin Case, the famous briefcase who knew every business deal in the city. 

Justin was a sleek, shiny black briefcase with a gold lock and he was always well-dressed and put-together. He’d been around for as long as anyone could remember and he was trusted by everyone in the city from business owners to politicians to judges. 

Justin carried all the important papers and documents that kept the city running and he knew more about what was going on in Southampton than anyone else.

But today, Justin looked like a mess. His shiny surface was a little scuffed and he was fidgeting with his lock, his face full of worry. He’d tried twisting it, turning it, and even giving it a little shake, but it wouldn’t budge. 

Inside his case were all the important papers for the court case, proof of who had sabotaged the traffic lights on the ring road a few weeks earlier, and how it had caused so much trouble for Bennie and his team. The sabotage had happened late one night, when someone had tampered with the traffic light controls, causing the lights to stay red in all directions. For hours, the ring road had been gridlocked, with cars backed up for miles. Bennie and his team had worked through the night to fix the problem, but it had been a tough job, and it had left them all feeling tired and frustrated.

Now, the day of the court case had finally arrived and Justin was supposed to present the evidence to the judge. But if he couldn’t open his lock, he wouldn’t be able to get the papers out and the bad guys who had sabotaged the traffic lights might get away. 

What’s more, inside Justin’s case were also the plans for the new ring road expansion, a project that the whole city had been looking forward to for years. The expansion would make the ring road bigger and better, with more lanes and new traffic lights, and it would help keep the city moving for years to come. But if the plans were delayed because of the court case, the whole project could be put on hold and that would be a disaster for everyone in Southampton.

Bennie Barrier heard Justin’s cry and rushed over, his orange hi-visibility belt flapping in the wind. “What’s the matter, Justin?” he asked, his friendly face full of concern. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost!”

Justin looked up at Bennie, his eyes full of worry. “Oh, Bennie, thank goodness you’re here!” he said. “My lock won’t open! I’ve tried everything, but it just won’t budge. And inside my case are all the papers for the court case including the proof we need to catch the people who sabotaged the traffic lights. And the new ring road plans are in there too! If I can’t get these papers to the courthouse, the bad guys might get away, and the expansion project could be delayed for months! What am I going to do?”

Bennie put a hand on Justin’s shoulder, trying to calm him down. “Don’t worry, Justin,” he said. “We’ll help you. We’re a team, remember? And teams don’t let each other down. We’ll get that lock open, no matter what it takes.”

Beatrice, Chester, Carlos and Perry had all followed Bennie over, and they all nodded in agreement.

“That’s right,” Beatrice said, stepping forward and taking a look at the lock. “I’ve fixed lots of tricky locks before, and I’m sure I can fix this one too. Let me take a look.”

Beatrice Barrier pulled her toolbox closer and knelt down beside Justin. She examined the lock carefully, her glasses slipping down her nose as she focused. The lock was a shiny gold one, with a small keyhole in the center. It looked like it was in good condition, but there was something a little odd about it, there were a few tiny scratches around the keyhole, as if someone had tried to pick it or tamper with it.

“Hmm,” Beatrice said, frowning. “It looks like someone’s tried to mess with this lock, Justin. That’s not good. But don’t worry, I’ve got a few ideas.”

Beatrice reached into her toolbox and pulled out a small screwdriver. She gently inserted it into the keyhole and tried to twist it, hoping to loosen the lock mechanism. But the lock wouldn’t budge. She tried a few more times, using different angles and different amounts of pressure, but it was no use, the lock was stuck.

Chester and Carlos Cone rolled over, their cone tops bobbing with curiosity. “Maybe we can help!” Carlos said. “What if we roll into the lock and give it a push? We’re pretty strong, you know!”

Chester Cone nodded. “That’s not a bad idea,” he said. “We’ve rolled into lots of things before, maybe we can give it the extra push it needs.”

Bennie Barrier laughed. “Alright, you two,” he said. “Give it a try. But be careful, we don’t want to damage the lock or the papers inside.”

Chester and Carlos backed up a little way, then rolled as fast as they could towards the bench where Justin was sitting. They bumped into the bench right next to the lock, giving it a good hard push. But the lock still didn’t move. They tried again, this time bumping it a little harder but it was no use. The lock was still stuck.

Perry put down his paintbrush and walked over, his face full of concern. “What if I use a little bit of paint thinner to loosen it up?” he asked. “I use it to clean my paintbrushes, and it’s really good at getting things unstuck. Maybe it would work on the lock.”

Beatrice Barrier shook her head. “I don’t think that’s a good idea, Perry,” she said. “Paint thinner is pretty strong, and if it gets inside the case, it could damage the papers. We can’t take that risk, those papers are too important.”

Perry looked disappointed, but he knew Beatrice was right. “You’re right,” he said. “I’m sorry, I didn’t think about that.”

“That’s okay, Perry,” Bennie said. “We’re all just trying to help. That’s what matters.”

Just as everyone was starting to feel a little discouraged, Beatrice’s eyes lit up. “Wait a minute!” she said. “I remember something a mentor
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