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Joe wants to honor his mother and father, who raised him to do the right thing, no matter the cost. His dad passed before this work was completed. Without doubt, Joe is living the principles he learned from his father.

Gary dedicates this work to his wife and children. Without their love and support, this challenging journey would have been impossible.
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This book is brought to you by the whistleblower nonprofit Empower Oversight. All of the authors’ proceeds from this book will be paid to the nonprofit to support current and future whistleblowers in bringing their truth to light. A special expression of thanks is owed to the attorneys who guided and assisted Gary and Joe to come forward and to defend the exigencies of their duties and promises.

The statements and opinions expressed in this book are solely those of the authors, written in their personal capacities and outside the scope of their official duties. They do not represent the views, policies, or positions of the U.S. Department of the Treasury, the Internal Revenue Service, or any other agency of the federal government.











INTRODUCTION

WHO IS WHISTLEBLOWER X?… Who is Whistleblower X?… Who is—

No matter where I looked in the small conference room, I couldn’t help but notice the banner on the bottom of the television screen. The television was tuned to Fox News. Harris Faulkner, one of the network’s twelve o’clock anchors, had just announced to her viewers that they would soon learn the identity of the IRS employee who’d blown the whistle on the government’s various attempts to stonewall the investigation into Hunter Biden, the son of the president of the United States. I gripped the sweat-soaked copy of my testimony in my hands, running over the opening lines in my mind.

Today, I sit here before you not as a hero or a victim, but as a whistleblower compelled to disclose the truth.

Today, I sit here before you…

I turned back to the television. By now, the media had obtained a copy of the opening statement I was holding. They knew I was a gay man from Atlanta, Georgia. They knew I had a husband in Atlanta and a family back home in Ohio. They knew I came from a conservative background and that I was now a Democrat. But they wanted to know more. All around me, members of Congress and their staffers moved through the Rayburn House Building with folders and iPhones in their hands. For them, this was just another day. People like Jim Jordan, James Comer, and Jason Smith (all of whom I had met just a few minutes ago) were used to intense scrutiny from the press. They were used to having their faces photographed a hundred times in a span of ten seconds and having those pictures broadcast to people all over the world.

I wasn’t.

For the past thirteen years, I had been working as an investigator for the IRS. I specialized in healthcare fraud at first, tracking down people who fraudulently billed Medicaid and Medicare, often by running elaborate prescription drug diversion schemes or setting up shell clinics to siphon off taxpayer money. In 2018, I joined the International Tax and Financial Crimes Group out of the IRS’s Washington, D.C., field office. The group is considered the SEAL Team 6 of the Internal Revenue Service, investigating tax cheats from around the globe. Naturally, I had assumed that the Hunter Biden case would be a slam dunk for us. Over the course of his career, the president’s son had committed tax crimes that would have landed anyone else in prison a long time ago. He had concealed millions in income, failed to pay taxes for multiple years, deducted personal expenses like prostitutes and luxury hotel rooms as business write-offs, and used corporate entities to fund a lifestyle of addiction and excess—all while ignoring repeated warnings and opportunities to come into compliance.

But I was stonewalled at every turn. The Department of Justice, which was then under the command of President Joe Biden, clearly cared more about protecting the First Family than it did about seeking justice. Some of these agencies had become weaponized against enemies of the Biden administration, and career employees were so embedded that it was nearly impossible to get anything done. One of my only allies in seeking justice had been Gary Shapley, a supervisory special agent at the IRS who had a stellar resume, taking down criminals of all kinds. Over the course of the Hunter Biden investigation, we had been through enough highs and lows to last a lifetime.

The decision to blow the whistle on the federal government’s stonewalling was not one we arrived at lightly. But we believed it was what we had to do. We owed it to millions of taxpayers all over the country. On the way to the Capitol from my hotel that morning, I had cried on my scooter—one of those cries that comes at you every ten years or so, shaking your body and sending you into the kind of convulsions that you’d be embarrassed to have anyone witness. Gary, I knew, had suffered from depression as well as a result of what we were doing. In just a few minutes, we would testify before Congress. We’d be open to attacks from millions of people, all of whom would know our names and our employers.

There had been severe abuse already. The FBI had contacted us both about threats from people who’d managed to figure out our identities even before we decided to make them public. We’d prepared for what lay ahead, but there was only so much you could do. My attorney, for instance, had someone comb through all my social media accounts, looking for posts that could be used against me during the hearing. I was relieved to find out that they didn’t care very much about the “thirsty” Instagram posts that often showed me flexing in a Speedo on the beach. They were more concerned with posts about partisan politics, which were virtually nonexistent on my feed.

As mentioned, I was a Democrat at the time I came forward as a whistleblower. The fact that Hunter Biden’s father was also a Democrat did not bother me. The right thing to do was still the right thing to do. The political affiliation of the person (or people) who might be brought to justice didn’t matter to me or to Gary. We had simply followed the facts where they’d led. And, amazingly, that had led us here, to a conference room in the Rayburn Office Building, where we were about to be interrogated in front of the whole world.

At one o’clock, it was showtime. We walked into the hearing room as cameras flashed in our eyes. I tried not to squint. Amid the blinding bursts of light, I saw the people seated behind our table, mostly lawyers. I was grateful that they had come to show their support. But that morning, I was a little more concerned with the people who hadn’t shown up. My husband, for instance, had sent a supportive text that morning, but I could tell he was pulling away from me because of the path Gary and I had decided to take. The leadership of the IRS Criminal Investigation Division was also absent. When Gary and I took our seats at the table, facing a dais of members of Congress eager to ask hundreds of probing questions, we did it knowing that whatever happened next, it was on us.

Five hours later, after in-depth questions from more than forty committee members, it was over. Representative Marjorie Taylor Greene had made headlines by parading around pictures of Hunter Biden doing drugs naked, pointing to them as she spoke about the double standards of the Biden administration when it came to human trafficking. During one of the many bathroom breaks—my handsome and capable attorney, Dean Zerbe, has the bladder of a six-year-old—I opened my phone to find more than four hundred text messages from friends and acquaintances. Many of them were people I hadn’t heard from in years, decades even. My family, who’d been my biggest supporters through this whole ordeal, offered kind words. Even my brothers, who’d always made fun of how big my head was, told me my beard was looking good.

There were no camera flashes as I exited the room, and I looked down at my phone, hoping to see at least one message of support from someone in IRS leadership.

There was nothing.

To most people, such a momentous event would have felt like the end of something. But it wasn’t. For me and Gary, the testimony was only the beginning. The threats would increase. So would the strains on our personal lives. Before that hearing, we were able to walk into the halls of Congress past dozens of reporters without a care in the world. No one knew what I looked like. No one knew my name. After the hearing, we were the two guys who’d blown the whistle on the president of the United States. That made us some enemies, and some unlikely friends. And it shone a light on the story we’d been hoping to expose all along—one about the son of a powerful man who committed serious crimes, then leaned on the federal bureaucracy his father controlled to conceal evidence of those crimes and prevent any serious investigations into them. Luckily, it’s also a story of what can happen when people stand up against a vast government bureaucracy for what is right.

In the pages that follow, Gary and I will tell the story of the Hunter Biden investigation from the beginning. We’ll discuss the earliest attempts by the Biden administration to stop our work, and we’ll reveal many details that have been concealed prior to the publication of this book. In this story, we hope to make the case against the Biden family in plain English, walking readers through the exact details of the crimes and cover-up attempts. Although we will not shy away from writing about the severe personal consequences we suffered as a result of coming forward, we hope that our story will encourage potential whistleblowers to come forward in the future and do what they believe is right.

The fate of our nation may depend on it.

—Joe Ziegler, April 15, 2025
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