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			Foreword

			There are some things no one can really understand unless they were there. And that’s how I feel about the night Allison and I went onto a pitch-dark farm in the middle of Oklahoma looking for the exact location where several bodies had been buried. I thought she was nuts, but she pushed us to continue down the dark, dirt road. That’s how Allison and I operate together. When I’m nervous, she pushes me and vice versa. She gave the pep talk and I hit the gas past a chain link fence. The owner (who was armed by the way) was not initially happy to see us. And neither was his dog. But Allison talked to him, and an hour later he took us to the spot.

			How did this sophisticated Los Angeles lawyer turned journalist so quickly bond with an Oklahoma farmer in the middle of the night? I know, it’s hard to believe. But I’ve seen Allison do it countless times.

			There is nothing easy about what Allison Weiner does. The only way to truly get exclusive information on a developing crime story is to fully immerse yourself. And that is what she does every single time. There is no middle ground with Allison—and no sleeping. I realized that when we started working together years ago. There’s no phoning it in with Allison, and no giving up. Her fuel is Tootsie Rolls and an unrelenting desire to get to the truth.

			Allison has a way of talking her way into places journalists are not allowed. It’s because police, witnesses, and victims trust her—and they should. Her integrity guides her in every case. She isn’t afraid to take risks—but never at the price of an innocent victim.

			Nothing will stop Allison. I remember walking up to a courthouse with Allison to try and get an interview with a sheriff. Reporters had been trying for weeks. There was a big sign taped to the front door said No Interviews. No Media. I was discouraged, but Allison wasn’t. A few days later we walked through the door for an exclusive interview with law enforcement. Allison always finds a way to get in. 

			I think what is most special about the access Allison gets is unlike other reporters—she never sneaks her way in. She’s methodical, ethical, and respectful. She’s the real deal. And sources know they can trust her. It’s why Allison can deliver a crime story unlike any other journalist can.

			Brian Entin, News Nation Senior National Correspondent and host of YouTube’s @BrianEntinInvestigates

		

	
		
			Introduction

			This book is a compilation of four high-profile murder cases that I’ve covered during my twenty-five-year career as an investigative journalist. My focus in writing about these specific cases was to give readers a chance to learn new information and details that they couldn’t find out about any other way. The stories in this book are ones that I’ve never written about before in an article or discussed on a newscast or a primetime crime show. I wrote this book to give readers the unique experience of being a real investigative reporter, working behind the scenes, doing day-to-day reporting on a crime by speaking to a bevy of both reputable and disreputable sources—providing the down-and-dirty details of how real investigative journalism happens. In this book, I have written specific details about crimes that are rarely made public—including my conversations with a grieving family before a famous murder trial; interviews with friends of the killer that never made it into a television show about the crime; my chance meeting with one killer in a ladies’ bathroom; and a plethora of behind-the-scenes interviews with prosecutors, criminal defense lawyers, jury consultants, and law enforcement, all of whom were working diligently to control the narrative as they advanced their agendas. 

			I have always had a passion for finding out things that people didn’t want me to know—hence my choice of career. Even in the early years when I graduated from law school and began practicing law that dealt mainly with the entertainment industry, I spent a great deal of time researching the facts of any case I handled, sometimes even driving to where a particular event occurred to interview anyone who might have some helpful information. After leaving the practice of law, it seemed a natural progression for me to become an investigative journalist. I began my journalism career as a freelance journalist, covering a criminal case involving a murder that happened in Horn Lake, Mississippi, more than twenty-five years ago. The case involved a woman named Linda Leedom, a local accountant and nurse who murdered her best friend for insurance money. I flew to Mississippi from Los Angeles to interview the members of the law enforcement, fire department, and prosecutors involved in the investigation and prosecution of Leedom, along with the defendant’s family, friends, and neighbors. Next, I turned my attention to the victim and her family, ultimately spending weeks in Horn Lake collecting documents, transcripts, and photographs before covering Leedom’s trial. I learned during the Leedom case to employ many of the skills that I’d honed as an attorney: to look at the story from every angle and to gather my facts from a multitude of sources, through both formal and informal requests. When covering a trial, one cannot rely solely on what is allowed to be presented in court to understand what happened in the case. That is a story that must be woven together by a thorough and unrestrained investigation of all the supposed facts that both the defense and the prosecution present. 

			My career started to take off when Entertainment Weekly hired me to cover civil legal disputes and crime stories related to the entertainment industry. Not long after I started at the magazine, famed actor Robert Blake’s wife, Bonny Lee Bakley, was murdered after having dinner with Blake at a Studio City restaurant. One of my earliest stories for the magazine was about that case, written before Robert Blake was even arrested. I did numerous interviews for the story, including some rather revealing ones with Blake’s famed LA attorney, Harland Braun. During my time at Entertainment Weekly, I covered notorious Hollywood trials, including the Michael Jackson case in which he was acquitted of charges of sexual molestation, Phil Spector’s murder trial, Winona Ryder’s shoplifting trial in Beverly Hills, and Robert Downey Jr.’s arrest for drug use and three-year sentence in state prison, of which he served fifteen months.

			I left Entertainment Weekly to work at the New York Times, where I covered the wiretapping and conspiracy case against Anthony Pellicano, which resulted in the conviction of Pellicano and several of his high-profile clients. I also covered the trial for the Huffington Post, publishing a series of illegal recordings of various Hollywood celebrities who had hired Pellicano, including Courtney Love and Chris Rock, as well as those who had been victimized by the private detective and his clients, like comedian Garry Shandling. After publishing many of the documents and audio recordings for the Huffington Post, several defense attorneys attempted to have the court prevent me from publishing any more “sealed documents or recordings” and to have me held in contempt. They failed. The FBI also launched an investigation to discover my source or sources. They also failed.

			After years of writing about murder cases for magazines and newspapers, I transitioned into television. I also hosted my own YouTube channel, Crime Time, for several years, covering the major criminal cases of the day with renowned legal and law enforcement experts and newsmakers. I ultimately opted to end my involvement in the show and went to work for ABC News 20/20, where I covered some of the biggest crime stories in the country, both present and past. While at ABC, I worked on a multitude of stories, including the Holly Bobo case, which is included in this book. Although 20/20 featured exclusive interviews with Holly Bobo’s family shortly after her murder trial, those interviews did not feature much of the information that I wrote about in this book. Much of my work on the story didn’t make it into the final piece for a myriad of reasons. While at ABC News 20/20, I worked with Diane Sawyer and Mark Robertson covering the Turpin case involving thirteen children who were horrifically abused, starved, and held captive by their parents in Perris, California. The story was dubbed “House of Horrors.” I also covered the Phil Hartman murder, the Manson Family murders, the Noura Jackson case, Holly Bobo’s murder, Harvey Weinstein, and a lengthy list of other high-profile cases. I am currently working as a senior producer for NewsNation, where I have worked on crime stories all over the country, including notorious cases such as the murder of the “Idaho Four” by Bryan Kohberger and the Sean “Puffy” Combs sex-trafficking trial.

			Given my lengthy career covering murder cases for both print and television, I am always aware that much of my reporting on a case never becomes a public story. Some things happen before, during, and after a murder trial that don’t fit into a linear story for print and, particularly, for television. After years of working on crime stories, I’ve encountered hundreds of unknown moments. These include conversations with a victim’s mother, chats with the first responders, and observations of lawyer interactions during trials, all of which take place in courthouse hallways. These unknown stories are usually the ones that I tell my friends and family about during dinner or at a cocktail party or that I share with younger reporters just starting and looking for advice. My stories are varied, gleaned from years of experience, and often are about dangerous or difficult moments in my career. Sometimes they’re about something that happened long before a trial started—drinks with a defense attorney quietly expressing disgust for his client, an investigator who’s convinced that his co-workers arrested the wrong suspect, or getting evidence from a witness who discreetly drops a thumb drive into my handbag before a court hearing. These stories often involve secrecy or danger, with me driving miles to meet a witness in a private location, hoping to garner information that has yet to be published.

			Many of my best behind-the-scenes stories are included in the cases that I’ve covered here. The book is divided into four sections, each focusing on a different trial. Within each section, there are three chapters that lay out the details of the case. The first chapter covers the actual crime case and the key players. For example, in the first chapter, I cover the murder of Holly Bobo, a twenty-year-old nursing student who was kidnapped from her own remote Tennessee home and then raped and murdered. The second chapter of each section, which includes a great deal of never-revealed information about the murder case, covers the investigation, the media coverage, and includes most of the significant interviews that I conducted while covering the case. The third chapter of each section details how the trial ended, any appeals or other events that happened posttrial, as well as setting forth the current status of the case. 

			When you have finished this book, you will have an understanding of the following from someone who has been there: 

			1.How do the mainstream media and the alternative media cover a criminal trial? 

			2.How did I manage to get a victim’s family to speak to me? How do I convince anyone involved in a criminal case to speak with me? 

			3.How do I find witnesses or individuals with knowledge of a criminal case when I don’t have any obvious way to contact them? 

			4.Which people are most likely to provide me with information about the investigation during a criminal trial? Law enforcement, lawyers, prosecutors, or maybe witnesses? 

			5.What does it feel like to be a family member of a victim in a high-profile murder case? What does it feel like to be in the middle of a media storm?

			6.What is the dialogue that happens informally between the prosecution and the defense attorneys prior to, during, and after a trial? Are the dust-ups between attorneys and prosecutors in court merely performative? How do I find out what was discussed at sidebars? 

			7.How do the police investigation and/or interviews influence the prosecutor’s decision on the charges that are brought against the defendant?

			8.What is it like to be a family member of a notorious defendant charged with murder? 

			9.What are the roles of various private investigators, mediums, talking heads, and other ancillary figures in a notorious murder trial? Who ultimately profits? 

			When you finish this book, you will know how the criminal legal process works for all of the parties involved in a criminal trial. 

		

	
		
			Chapter One

			Tennessee Rose: 
The Murder of Holly Bobo

			The case of Holly Bobo gripped me long before I ever set foot in the courtroom. In 2011 Holly—a twenty-year-old nursing student—was abducted from her home in rural Tennessee, then raped and murdered. For three agonizing years, despite tireless efforts by law enforcement and her family, there were no answers. Her remains weren’t discovered until 2014. The case didn’t go to trial until 2017, seven years after Holly’s abduction and murder. By the time I attended the proceedings in 2017, many details surrounding the investigation and prosecution had never been made public. But through months of reporting, I uncovered key information that revealed what really happened behind the scenes—how the investigation unfolded, where it faltered, and who was ultimately brought to justice. I remained objective throughout. But even now, the horror of what happened to Holly Bobo lingers with me.

			All murder stories are hard to cover. But Holly Bobo’s case was especially difficult—both heartless and haunting in ways I still struggle to comprehend. Holly was twenty years old, beloved by her family and friends, and driven by a passion for nursing. She was dating a kind young man, studying hard for a future she was building piece by piece. Her life was unfolding exactly as it should have—until the morning of April 13, 2011, when everything fell apart. As the prosecutor, Paul Haggerman, would later tell the jury in his opening statement at the trial of Holly’s killer, she grew up in the ranch-style home that her father, Dana, built with his father. It was just outside of Parsons, Tennessee, in Decatur County. It was where they were supposed to be safe. It was their home. Dana and his wife, Karen, moved into the home in 1982, which was nestled on twenty-three wooded acres at the end of Swan Johnson Road in Darden, Tennessee. It was the kind of rural place where the gravel crunches under your tires long before you reach the house. The town had fewer than four hundred residents in 2011, and Nashville—the nearest city—was more than a hundred miles away.  Darden is now home to an estimated 612 people.1,2

			Holly’s childhood was shaped by the outdoors. She and her older brother, Clint, spent countless hours exploring the woods, riding ATVs, and swimming in nearby lakes. She loved horses. She loved her home. And the home itself was peaceful, surrounded by forest, set apart from view, and far removed from anything resembling danger. Dana Bobo ran a tree-service business. His wife, Karen, taught second grade. They’d been married for twenty-nine years, building a loving, tight-knit family where both children thrived. After high school, Holly enrolled in a nursing bridge program at UT Martin Parsons Center, just four miles from home. She and Clint still lived with their parents, sharing meals, laughter, and long conversations around the kitchen table.

			On school days, the Bobo house stirred early. Dana left first—out the door by 5:30 a.m. for work. Clint usually followed around 6:00 a.m., heading to UT Martin to study social work. Karen would generally head out by 7:00 a.m. for her teaching job. Holly’s schedule varied, but on the morning of April 13, she got up around 4:00 a.m. to study for a nursing exam. Dana didn’t see her before he left, but he noticed the light under her door and asked if she needed gas money. She said yes, and he left a twenty-dollar bill on the counter and told her he loved her. Karen, already awake, shut Clint’s door—his TV was too loud—then peeked in on Holly, who was sitting on her bed with a book in her lap. They chatted briefly, and Karen made her daughter lunch, slipping Dana’s twenty into Holly’s purse. After showering and dressing, Karen came out to find Holly now at the dining table, still studying. Holly asked for muffins. Karen placed some in the microwave and told her how to warm them up. At around 7:00 a.m., she hugged her daughter, said “I love you,” and headed out the door. She didn’t know it would be the last time she’d ever see Holly alive.

			Roughly forty minutes later, a neighbor heading to work heard a woman screaming, “Stop! Stop it!” He thought it was just an argument between family members. But then the scream cut off sharply, and the dogs began barking wildly. He paused, looked around, and eventually drove off—still uneasy. From his truck, he called his mother and asked her to check in on the Bobos. She called Karen at the school, leaving a message with the front office.

			Back on Swan Johnson Road, Clint Bobo had overslept. He woke to the dog barking and drifted back to sleep, but the barking continued and woke him again. Curious, he looked out the window and saw that Holly’s car was still in the driveway, which struck him as odd, as she should’ve been at school already. He left a voicemail for his mom, asking if Holly was home. Karen, who’d just received a message from the neighbor, immediately called Clint back. She told him Holly should have been in class. “Go find her,” she said, her voice rising. Then she hung up and dialed 911, but she reached the wrong county dispatcher. It would be the first of several critical delays.

			Clint moved to a window overlooking the carport and noticed Holly’s car was still there. He heard voices—one male, one female—and raised the blinds. He could see two people kneeling, but not their faces. He recognized Holly’s voice. The man’s voice sounded agitated. He assumed it was her boyfriend, Drew, and figured they were arguing. Still uneasy, Clint called both of their phones. No answer. Karen called back. When Clint told her he’d seen Holly walking into the woods with a man in camouflage, she screamed, “That’s not Drew!” Drew, she explained, was miles away on his grandmother’s land, turkey hunting. “Get a gun,” she said. “Shoot him!” Still thinking it might be Drew, Clint hesitated. But he grabbed his revolver and stepped outside. That’s when he noticed a pool of blood near Holly’s car. He followed the trail toward the woods, stopping at the tree line, listening. Then a neighbor, Cathy, pulled into the driveway. She’d heard the scream too. Now alarmed, Clint called 911. It was 8:10 a.m. when the first Decatur County deputy arrived.3 

			Meanwhile, Dana Bobo received a call at work: “Holly’s been taken.” He rushed home, grabbed his pistol, and joined the swelling crowd gathering on the property. Within hours, state and federal authorities arrived—the TBI, FBI, US Marshals, even a SWAT team. A helicopter circled overhead. Searchers fanned out across the twenty-eight acres, looking for any sign of Holly. In the chaos, Dana realized that no one had secured the crime scene. Neighbors and searchers were trampling through the carport where blood was still visible. Desperate to preserve what little evidence remained, he pulled out two lawn chairs and strung pink tape across the garage. Only later that morning would police arrive with the yellow tape.

			The Suspects

			The first law enforcement officer to respond that April morning was Deputy Tony Weber of the Decatur County Sheriff’s Office. After hearing a report from 911 dispatch that a young woman had been taken into the woods, Weber raced to the Bobo residence with lights and sirens. When he arrived, he found Clint Bobo standing outside with a neighbor, Cathy Wise.

			At first, Weber wasn’t convinced that a crime had occurred. Despite the dispatcher’s report that Holly Bobo had been taken against her will, he seemed uncertain. He began asking Clint questions that reflected doubt: Was it possible Holly had gone to school early? Could she have willingly walked into the woods? Was the man with her her boyfriend—or maybe a cousin?

			Clint stood by what he’d seen. He told Weber that Holly had walked into the woods with a man in camouflage and that it wasn’t her boyfriend, Drew. The man was bulkier, with dark hair spilling over his collar. Clint briefly considered whether it might have been their cousin Richie, who had a similar build. But what struck Clint most was the tension in their voices. He was adamant: Holly had not gone willingly.

			Even so, Weber remained dubious—until Clint pointed out the pool of blood next to Holly’s car. Only then did the gravity of the situation begin to register.

			Weber asked Clint to write down everything he could remember and began taping off the scene. Moments later, Karen Bobo arrived. Overcome with panic, she jumped from her car and sprinted into the woods, screaming her daughter’s name. Weber chased after her, trying to restrain her. Through her panic, Karen managed to tell him that Holly still had her cell phone. That single detail might have made a difference—if the next steps had been handled more effectively.

			Weber quickly called dispatch to initiate a phone trace. But technical red tape bogged down the process. AT&T required a supervisor’s signature before releasing location data. Weber faxed the necessary forms but made a crucial mistake: he requested cell tower “pings” every fifteen minutes, unaware that updates could have been provided every sixty seconds. When the ping data finally came through, it was emailed to his department inbox—delayed, and too imprecise to track Holly in real time. Worse still, Weber didn’t know how to interpret the GPS coordinates. He passed the data along to other agencies, but critical time had already been lost.

			For the Bobo family, that first hour became a source of lasting grief. The deputy hadn’t treated the situation without any urgency. No roadblocks were set up. No immediate perimeter was established. And Holly’s phone, which could have been used to triangulate her location, wasn’t tracked in real time. The first agent from the TBI to arrive at the Bobo home, Brent Booth, would later testify at trial that law enforcement got pings from Holly’s phone that could have helped locate her while she was still alive. However, experts noted that the phones in 2011 could locate a person in a general area, but not with the specificity they could in 2017. Investigators would testify at the trial in 2017 that the final pings on Holly’s phone came from the Yellow Springs area, where Holly Bobo’s remains were ultimately found three years later. According to investigators at trial, the first ping came in at 8:56 a.m., but by 9:06 a.m., Holly’s phone was dead. Investigator Booth admitted during his trial testimony, “We made mistakes that I will take with me for the rest of my life.” 

			When agents from the Tennessee Bureau of Investigation first arrived at the Bobo home, they focused not outward—but inward. From the beginning, they viewed Clint Bobo with suspicion. They questioned why he hadn’t run after his sister immediately. Why hadn’t he called 911 right away? Why did he wait after hearing raised voices? Their skepticism hardened quickly. Some agents believed Clint was lying. Others suspected drugs played a role—that Holly’s abduction was connected to a deal gone wrong involving her brother. Rumors swirled that Clint was hiding something.

			He wasn’t. Clint cooperated fully with law enforcement and repeatedly told them everything he could remember. But for days, even as the window to find Holly narrowed, the TBI remained fixated on him. Dana Bobo eventually pulled aside one of the FBI agents and said what many in the family were thinking: “If you think we’re involved, then keep some agents here. But get the others the hell out there to find Holly.”

			The investigation eventually widened. Officers canvassed the area, questioning neighbors about anything unusual they may have seen or heard. One of those neighbors was John Babb, a retired rear admiral in the U.S. Public Health Service who owned 150 wooded acres bordering the Bobos’ land. He’d known the family for years—Holly often rode her horse on his trails, and Dana had done tree work for him.

			On the morning Holly disappeared, Babb and a friend were preparing to go fishing near a lake on his property. Around 7:30 a.m., Babb was standing at the levee when he heard a sound—something sharp and distressing, like cats fighting or a high-pitched screech. He looked toward Swan Johnson Road but saw nothing. Then he heard the roar of an engine.

			A white pickup truck flew past—faster than he’d ever seen a vehicle go on that gravel road, probably fifty or sixty miles per hour. It had an extended cab and was racing south, just beyond the edge of the Bobo property. He turned to his friend and said what they were both thinking: “That truck was flying.”

			It was another clue. But like so much in this case, it would take time—too much time—before anyone connected it to the men who’d taken Holly Bobo.

			The Search

			The months that followed Holly Bobo’s disappearance were a living hell for her family. Life as they knew it came to a halt. From sunrise to sunset, they joined neighbors, friends, and hundreds of volunteers in a desperate search—combing woods, scouring roadsides, checking abandoned buildings, sheds, barns, and lakes. Dana Bobo didn’t return to work for eight weeks. Every day, he searched.

			The family left no stone unturned. They looked through vacant and occupied homes, traveled miles beyond the location of Holly’s last cell phone ping, and followed any lead, no matter how remote. FBI agents were present in the early days but soon departed. The responsibility of fielding tips—some credible, many cruel—fell on the Bobos themselves.

			The family turned to the media for help. Karen gave out her personal cell phone number, pleading with the public for any information. While many responded with support, others exploited the tragedy for attention or money. Online, the cruelty was relentless. Some accused the Bobos of being negligent parents. Others claimed the kidnapping was a hoax. The most vicious attacks targeted Clint—calling him a coward, a drug addict, even a sexual deviant for not intervening the morning Holly was taken.

			Still, the family pressed on. They spoke to anyone who might offer insight: law enforcement, private investigators, psychics, and self-proclaimed mediums. Karen followed up on every call, no matter how implausible. Sightings came in from as far as California and New York. At night, she prayed and filled her journal with desperate pleas to God for Holly’s return.

			Clint withdrew. The guilt and shame, coupled with the relentless suspicion and internet harassment, took a heavy toll. Dana remained determined. He searched every day, trudging through rough terrain, clinging to hope that Holly was alive, being held somewhere, waiting for rescue. At night, he dreamed of her calling out for him. Law enforcement continued to investigate other leads, but many agents remained fixated on Clint. Some were convinced he was hiding something. They questioned why he hadn’t chased after Holly or called 911 sooner. 

			TBI agent Terry Britt, who was the lead investigator on the scene following the abduction, told me in the months before the trial, that Clint Bobo was the TBI’s main suspect for years and they were convinced he wasn’t telling them the truth. 

			“There was an agent that told him [Clint Bobo] during an interrogation, ‘Somebody right now is raping your sister because you’re sitting here lying to us. We are lucky he didn’t kill himself after everything that took place,’ Dicus said. ‘I think the Bobo family are the best people in the world.’”

			Dicus believed Clint was telling the truth after interviewing him. While other agents pushed to wiretap Clint’s phone, Dicus pursued a different suspect: Terry Britt, a known sex offender.

			Britt claimed he was shopping for a bathtub at the time of Holly’s disappearance and provided receipts to support his alibi. Dicus suspected the receipts were obtained by Britt’s wife to cover for him. He believed Britt had abducted Holly, sexually assaulted her, and likely killed her. 

			Despite pressure from him to focus on Clint, Dicus persisted in investigating Terry Britt. Karen Bobo told me that “Terry Dicus knew we were innocent. He thought it might be Terry Britt who took Holly, but I never felt like it was Terry Britt. I talked to Jan, Terry Britt’s wife—I don’t think it was him. Terry’s modus operandi didn’t fit with Holly. He always picked out people that he knew—girls that were prostitutes. Holly had never been anywhere he’d been.” 

			Agent Dicus, however, remained dogged in his attempt to find evidence against Britt. He obtained voice samples from Britt and asked Clint if he recognized the voice from that morning. Clint narrowed it down to two—one of them was Britt. The other belonged to a random felon. Dicus later showed Clint a photo lineup that included Britt. Again, Clint couldn’t make a definitive identification.

			Frustrated by the continued suspicion from the TBI, Karen and Dana sought legal advice. A friend referred them to Steve Farese Sr., a high-profile criminal defense attorney. Farese had recently gained national attention for successfully defending Mary Winkler, a preacher’s wife who shot her abusive husband. Now, he agreed to represent Clint and assist the family in dealing with the mounting pressure. Farese believed in Clint’s innocence, and he was alarmed by the toll repeated interrogations had taken on Clint’s mental health. To help clear his name, Clint agreed to take a polygraph, with Farese by his side. He passed. Still, investigators dismissed the results and demanded another test. Even after other suspects were arrested in connection with Holly’s disappearance, the rumors about Clint persisted. Online speculation was unrelenting. For Clint Bobo, the psychological damage was lasting—and profound.

			The Remains

			Three years after Holly Bobo vanished, her family finally got the confirmation they had both prayed for and dreaded. On September 7, 2014, two men searching for ginseng in the woods came across a bucket filled with human remains. The discovery was made not far from Holly’s home. Within twenty-four hours, authorities confirmed what many had feared: the remains were Holly’s. She had died from a single gunshot wound to the back of her head. The heartbreaking recovery of her remains brought no immediate clarity. Investigators still had no definitive answers about who had killed her—or why. With the case now formally a homicide, the Tennessee Bureau of Investigation revisited earlier suspects: Zach and Dylan Adams, brothers from nearby Holladay; their friend Shayne Austin; and Austin’s cousin, Jason Autry. The four men were known to be close—and known to law enforcement. All struggled with serious drug addiction. All had criminal records.

			Karen Bobo had urged police to question them in the days after Holly disappeared. She’d heard the names early on and flagged them for investigators. But at the time, the local sheriff dismissed the lead outright. He told her there was “no way” any of those men were involved.

			That changed after Dylan Adams, who was serving time for an unrelated crime, was interrogated about Holly’s disappearance. During that session, Dylan allegedly confessed to raping Holly and implicated Zach, Autry, and Austin in the kidnapping, rape, and murder. His statement led the TBI to obtain a search warrant for Zach Adams’s home. On March 5, 2014, Zach was indicted for aggravated kidnapping and felony first-degree murder. Jason Autry was indicted the following month, with both men later facing additional charges for rape. Dylan Adams, too, was charged.

			Shayne Austin initially cooperated. He agreed to a deal with prosecutors in exchange for information. But investigators later claimed he violated the agreement by refusing to tell the full truth. Before he could be arrested, Austin was found dead in Florida—an apparent suicide. Authorities concluded his death was a further indication of his involvement.

			All four men—Zach and Dylan Adams, Shayne Austin, and Jason Autry—lived near Holly’s home. The Adams brothers knew her. Austin had been seen in the area. Autry would later claim he didn’t even know who Holly Bobo was. But the case against them moved slowly. It wasn’t until September 2017—more than six years after Holly disappeared—that the first trial began.

			Dylan Adams, who had allegedly confessed on video, was portrayed by his attorney as mentally disabled and unable to fully comprehend the nature of his statements. The defense claimed he had been illegally detained and coerced, and that his limited intellectual ability made him especially vulnerable during interrogation. Zach Adams and Jason Autry, meanwhile, insisted on their innocence. That changed when prosecutors offered Autry a deal in exchange for his testimony. He agreed—and confessed. According to the defense, however, Autry’s statements were never turned over in discovery. Despite the implications of his own admitted involvement, Autry was granted immunity by the state for his cooperation. His testimony would become central to the prosecution’s case. What remained unclear was whether the confessions—one from a man with cognitive challenges, the other from a man who secured immunity—would hold up under scrutiny in court.

			

			
				
					1	“Holly Bobo Murder Trial Prosecution Opening Statements.” YouTube, Law&Crime Network, 11 Sept. 2017, www.youtube.com/watch?v=tVnbHMFjPSo&list=PLoW1SIeAWaWbNG-RXiqJeKy2ZWK_JTlb4&index=2.,

					2	“Holly Bobo Murder Trial Defense Opening Statements.” YouTube, Law&Crime Network, 11 Sept. 2017, https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=PMbL_6OBEgY&list=PLoW1SIeAWaWbNG-RXiqJeKy2ZWK_JTlb4&index=3. 

					3	“Timeline of Holly Bobo Case,” The Tennessean. September 9, 2014. 
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