
Tundratown was Judy's 2nd least favorite district in Zootopia. Where as Sahara Square was blisteringly hot and generally unpleasant, Tundratown was freezing cold and equally as unpleasant. She could overlook all that if it actually snowed there, but the air conditioners didn't tower high enough to affect the precipitation.


Judy speedily drove through the solitary road that connected the 2 districts. One instant burning up, and then mere moments later freezing. Such a dreadful thing. Judy drove rather slowly; the maintained cold temperature left the roads prone to freezing, making driving fast dangerous.

Those damn limos. Judy thought, the road bringing her past the limo lot that her and Nick had first encountered the polar bear mafia. She turned and drove right on past, it wasn't a limo that was going to give her a lead to Nick's whereabouts, it was the owners.

Mr. Big's mansion was one of the wonders of Zootopia. Definitely the biggest mansion in Tundratown, and probably second only to Mayor Lionheart's abode in Savannah Central. Judy pulled up the driveway and was stopped at the front gate by a polar bear guard.

The polar bear walked over to the car, his demeanor becoming more lax when he noticed it was her, “Hey Judy. What brings you out?”

“I came to see Mr. Big. I have a few questions to ask him.”

The bear took out a radio not to different from her police one, pressed the button, and put the box up to his mouth, “Hey Joe. Tell the boss that Judy's here to speak to him.

A few moments later the walkie gave a response, presumably from Joe, “Send her in.”

The bear walked over to the gate and hit a few buttons causing the gate to slowly creak open and allow her to drive the rest of the way up to the manor. The house was still a way past where the drive ended, so Judy walked the finely paved path and arrived at a small staircase that eventually arrived her at 2 elegant wooden doors with fancy opaque glass windows.

There was a polar bear ready to open the door for her, she thanked him, and walked into the momentous greeting hall of the manor. The very idea of a tiny shrew owning all this was absurd in more ways than just one. For what reason would such a small animal even want all of this? Traversing the colossal house must be a nightmare for him without some assistance.

One of the many black suited bears led her through the house. Through a maze of hallways and up a set of stairs, past various sculptures and paintings, and through more doorways than she'd probably gone through in her entire life. Finally, they came to the small office like room that she had first met Mr. Big in. A small office like room with a desk—probably 100 times too big for the Shrew to use—and a rug that covered a hole that probably led to the death of quite a few mammals.

A few minutes passed before another polar bear entered the room. The small shrew, formally known as Mr. Big, in his hands. He walked over to the table and sat the small mammal down. Mr. Big stretched his hand out, and the big polar bear brought his muzzle to it, giving the ring a brief kiss before taking his leave.

“Hello my dear.” Mr. Big greeted, his hand out stretched in her direction now, insinuated he expected her to do the same as his lackey. Judy moved towards it, letting it gently bump against her mouth before retreating back to her seat.

“Hello Mr. Big.” Judy responded, her mind still toying with the irony of his surname, “Has Nick been here today.”

“Yeah, he was here,” The rodent said in his rather preposterous accent, “He was asking around about dirt on the ZPD Chief.”

“Bogo?”

“Yeah that's him.”

 “Why would Nick be investigating Bogo?” It didn't make sense. Bogo may be an ass sometimes, but he wouldn't do anything illegal. Would he?

“I didn't ask; it's bad for business.”

“Do you know where he may have went?” Judy asked, her desperation growing. If Nick had found a conspiracy in the ZPD, he could be in danger. A corrupt chief wouldn't keep someone around that was investigating him. She had to find Nick.

“He didn't say,” Big responded, “I may know how you can find out though.”

The shrew clapped his hands, signaling for one of his men to come. A polar bear came to his side and put his ear down to the rodent's mouth. Mr. Big whispered something to him and the bear nodded and quickly rushed from the room. A few moments later he returned, and walked over to her instead. He opened his hand and held it out, gesturing for her to take the object present in it.

“Nick's phone” She took it, and hit a button. The screen came on bright and a picture of herself greeted her eyes. A picture of just her. Not her and Nick. Only her. What am I to you?

“He left it here earlier. Was gonna return it to him later, but you can when you find him.”

“Thanks Mr. Big.”

“Anything for my baby's godmother.”
_______________________________________________________________________________
Judy was soon back in her cruiser and parked a little down the road from the mansion. She would never admit it to Mr. Big or any of his guards, but she found being in his mansion unnerving. It may be a bit racist of her, but all polar bears look exactly the same! Then there's the fact that they're probably the biggest crime syndicate in Zootopia, and one step out of line could get her shot… or iced. The thought of it gave her shivers.

Now she could relax, and completely violate her partner, and best friend,'s privacy. She hit the button on the front of his phone, her own face greeting her again. Please don't let him have a passcode. She thought as her finger slid across the bar at the bottom. Luckily for her, the phone opened without issue and showed a big page of icons.

Not you too, Nick. Judy smiled seeing the Gazelle app at the very top of the list. Clawhauser must be rubbing off on you; Just don't start eating doughnuts.

Judy's eyes searched down the columns, looking for anything that may make sense of his disappearance. Calendar, that could be promising. Judy tapped the app, bringing up a big graph of days. The majority of the month was blank. Nick wasn't exactly the most organized, either that or he didn't feel the need to put “cop stuff” on every day. Judy looked at today, and to her surprise it wasn't blank: “Visit Manchas”
_________________________________________________________________________________

Judy stood in a gondola, riding down towards the bridge that would lead her to Manchas' house. The Rainforest District was probably the most interesting place in Zootopia. The layout of it made the majority of it not accessible by car, so walking and riding the gondola lifts pretty much defined it. 


She stepped off on to the bridge where her and Nick had fought off the drugged black panther, and nearly died a handful of times. Memories. The rickety bridge that lead to his house was barely walking distance from the station, and it looked just as unsafe and prone to failure as the first time.

Judy held her breathe as she traversed it, watching her feet carefully to make sure she didn't end up hundred of feet below. The only thing that stifled the relief of crossing it, was that she had to do it again when she was leaving. The door to Mr. Manchas' house was in front of her now. The rabbit knocked, and was quickly greeted by the black cat.

“Bunny cop.” Manchas observed, “What can I help you with?”

“Have you seen my partner Nick?”

The cat nodded, “The fox? Yeah, he was here a little while ago asking me follow up questions about that old investigation.”

“What kind of questions?” 

He thought for a moment before replying, “He asked if I remembered seeing a bull at all during my… captivity.”

“What'd you tell him.”

“The same damn thing that I told the Police a year ago, I don't remember anything about being dosed. I remember talking to you and then nothing until I woke up in the hospital a few weeks later.”

“Do you have any idea where he may have went?”

“No, he didn't seem very happy that I couldn't give him an answer. He asked me if I'd look at some photos he had on his phone—i said I would—and he couldn't find it, so he thanked me for my time and left.”

Judy probably left the panther's house equally as frustrated as Nick had. She had no idea where the fox was, and her trail on him was running out. 

None of this makes any sense! Judy groaned; why would Nick start an investigation on the chief after a year. What kind of evidence could he have found to make him act so reckless. Why didn't he tell me?

The last question hurt the most. They were partners, friends, maybe more… and from the very beginning they were kicking the ass of Zootopia together. She would have helped him, it would have been yet another case to add to their files. 


Pictures. She suddenly remembered. She pulled out the phone and quickly found Nick's photo app. Judy tapped the most recent one and the screen now depicted the Cliffside Asylum. That wasn't all though, there was a figure walking towards it, a black bovine-esque creature in a blue uniform. Chief Bogo.
