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UNITED STATES DEPARTMENT OF JUSTICE
EXECUTIVE OFFICE FOR IMMIGRATION REVIEW
IMMIGRATION COURT

DECLARATION OF MICHELLE QUINTAO FERREIRA LUNA
ALIEN NUMBER 226-096-303
IN SUPPORT OF APPLICATION FOR ASYLUM

I, Michelle Quintao Ferreira Luna, declare, and hereby inform that:

I.

2.

10.

I1.

12.

My name is Michelle Quintdo Ferreira Luna. I am 22 years old and was born on
March 31, 2003, in Vila Velha, in the State of Espirito Santo, Brazil.

When I was less than one year old, my family moved to the Serra area, in the State of
Espirito Santo, where I have spent virtually my entire life. I grew up in the city of
Ipatinga and lived in the Veneza neighborhood, a place that, although had quieter
parts for families like mine, is close to areas marked by criminal activity, such as the
Planalto neighborhood.

. 1 grew up in a simple but very close-knit family. I have always lived with my parents,

my brother, and my sister.

My childhood was peaceful and surrounded by care, Christian values, and a strong
family presence. I remember playing in the street with my cousins, the conversations
at home, and the feeling of protection I had when I was close to my family. I was a
calm, dreamy girl and very attached to the people I loved.

. I have always had a very strong bond with my maternal grandmother, Maria Quintao

Ferreira. There was a period when I slept at her house to help her, because she was
already around 70 years old, lived alone, and suffered from heart problems and
episodes of shortness of breath during the night.

I was afraid that something might happen while she was alone. At the time, I never
imagined that this love and care would be seen as a vulnerability and, later, would be
used as a tool to threaten me.

I was raised in a home with Christian values; my entire family is Evangelical, and 1
was raised in the church. As a child, I attended Assembleia de Deus often with my
family; later, I began attending the Igreja do Evangelho Quadrangular, mainly because
of the youth group. Both are Evangelical churches. I attended services on Thursdays
and Sundays.

Faith was not just a routine for me; it was part of my identity, my character, and the
way | saw the world.

I have always tried to live the right way. I never became involved with crime, and I
always stayed away from the wrong paths. I studied, helped my family, and dreamed
of having a good future.

I finished high school and achieved one of my biggest dreams: I entered college to
study Veterinary Medicine at Pitdgoras. To me, that represented independence,
building a future, and hope.

Although I lived relatively close to places known for violence, I was never part of that
criminal environment. My life was divided between home, church, and college. I had
a healthy routine and was surrounded by people who had known me since childhood.
In early 2023, when I was 19 years old, I met Pedro Henrique de Souza. He was the
cousin of a friend's boyfriend. We began dating around August 2023. He was my first
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relationship. I was inexperienced and did not know how to recognize signs of abuse,
because I had never experienced that kind of violence inside my home.

. At first, he seemed attentive, protective, and interested. Because it was my first

relationship, I did not understand what toxic and abusive behaviors were. Things that
I now understand as control, at the time I interpreted as care or "normal" jealousy.
From the beginning, the relationship became very intense and moved very quickly. I
became emotionally involved, and before I realized it, I was already trying to adapt to
what he wanted in order to avoid arguments.

As the weeks went by, his behavior changed. What had seemed like protectiveness
began to turn into surveillance; what seemed like affection became imposition. He
began to control my schedule, question my clothing, criticize my friendships, and
monitor me in the places [ went.

He began interfering directly with my freedom. He did not want me to go to the gym.
There were times when he went to the door and stood there with his arms crossed,
waiting for me. When 1 left, he would curse at me on the way to the car, saying that I
worked out to get the attention of other men.

I began to feel watched everywhere. Out of fear of retaliation, I started avoiding
places I used to go and lost habits that had once been normal for me.

I stopped going to the gym. And it was not just a change in routine. It felt as though I
was losing the right to make decisions about myself. I began to feel that my body was
no longer being respected as mine, and that my boundaries did not matter.

He also began interfering in my spiritual life. Church was my place of peace, but I
started missing services because he did not like me going. 1 was afraid of his
reactions. Little by little, I moved away from what strengthened me. I was no longer
who [ used to be.

The most painful control was over my college, which I had worked so hard to get into.
He began showing up at the entrance. There were situations in which he grabbed my
arm hard and pulled me, including in front of classmates. A friend, Yasmin, witnessed
him forcing me to get into the car.

I no longer talked with classmates after class; I would leave quickly, afraid he would
show up and cause a scene.

He would frequently insult and humiliate me, calling me degrading names such as
“whore” and “slut.” He used these slurs to make me feel ashamed, worthless, and
powerless, often directing them at me during arguments or whenever I tried to assert
myself.

The abuse was not only verbal. He yelled, pointed his finger in my face, pushed me,
and shook me. I lived in constant tension. I had the sense that it was only a matter of
time before things got worse.

He also began controlling my social media. He said I wanted to "show off" and get
attention. I stopped posting and later deactivated my Instagram. He wanted control of
my accounts and access to my information, including passwords. I felt myself
shrinking little by little, as if [ were disappearing in order to avoid his fury.

Starting in December 2023, the threats became more serious. Inside his car, after an
argument in which I mentioned ending the relationship, he said he knew where my
parents worked, where we lived, and where I studied. He threatened to do something
to me or my family without anyone finding out.

He repeated, coldly, that if he killed my parents or my grandmother, whom I was very
attached to, no one would be able to prove it was him. Those words stayed in my
mind as constant terror, because he spoke as if it would be easy and he would never
be held accountable.
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.I began having anxiety attacks. I lost my appetite, lost weight, and my grades
dropped. My mother realized something was wrong, but I denied it. I was afraid that if
I told her, he would carry out his threats.

I pulled away from friends, stopped going to church, and even avoided visiting my
grandmother, afraid he would follow her or use her to get to me. I felt like a prisoner
inside my own life.

There were times when he apologized and I believed him. It was my first relationship.
I thought love meant insisting, forgiving, trying to fix things. But his outbursts always
came back, even more intense.

There were also occasions when Pedro forced me to have sexual relations against my
will. Even though I clearly expressed that I did not want to and was not comfortable,
he insisted, pressured, and forced himself on me. I felt I had no choice, paralyzed by
fear of his reactions, and was unable to resist.

Today I understand that what Pedro did to me was rape. At the time, I could not
recognize the full gravity of what was happening the way I do now.

In February 2024, a friend told me that he was involved with the criminal
organization Primeiro Comando da Capital, the PCC. She begged me, desperately, not
to reveal the source of the information. That paralyzed me. At the same time, Pedro
said he had friendships with police officers, which increased my feeling of
powerlessness.

The Primeiro Comando da Capital, the PCC, is the largest criminal organization in
Brazil. The PCC is known for having members everywhere, for having people inside
the police and the government, and for using extreme violence to keep control and
punish anyone they see as disloyal. When I learned that Pedro was connected to this
organization, I was terrified, because I understood that the threats he had made were
not just the words of an angry ex-boyfriend. They were backed by a very dangerous
organization with the reach and resources to carry out what he said.

After discovering this, I found the courage to end the relationship by message. I did
not feel safe meeting him in person.

But he did not accept the breakup. He used his aftiliation with the gang to threaten me
and my family, saying that if he killed us, no one would ever find out.

After deciding to end the relationship, the harassment got worse. He circled my house,
showed up at my college, and tried to intimidate me. I changed my phone number,
reduced contact with people, and began depending on my parents to take me and pick
me up. I lived with the feeling that he could appear at any moment and anywhere. I no
longer felt safe anywhere.

In March 2024, when I began talking with Weverton, my current husband, the
situation got worse. From the beginning, we communicated mainly by messages, out
of fear of being seen in public by Pedro. Weverton had a business in the city, and there
were times when I hid there and helped in the kitchen.

Pedro found out and began circling the place, driving by or riding past on a
motorcycle, shouting threats at me and at Weverton. He wanted to make it clear that
he could reach us and that I would not have peace, even if I tried to move on with my
life.

May 29, 2024 is marked in my memory. I was arriving home when Pedro showed up
on a motorcycle. He grabbed my arm, showed a gun at his waist, and said that if I did
not stay with him, I would not be with anyone. He threatened to destroy my family.
My parents saw the scene.

In that moment, I understood that he could kill me for deciding to end the
relationship. He displayed the gun to intimidate me, dominate me, and make me
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believe he could do everything he said. It was terrifying to realize I was facing
someone armed, holding me, threatening me, and that [ had no way to defend myself.
After that, I went to the police station with my parents, seeking protection. Instead, we
were told by a police officer that it was better not to file the report in person, because
it was dangerous to "mess with that," since it involved the PCC. I felt the message
was clear: that I should stay quiet so the situation would not get worse. I left
frustrated, more afraid, and with the feeling that the faction's influence was so great
that even the State could not guarantee my protection.

However, I refused to accept the authorities' inaction. Together with my parents, we
decided to file the police report electronically. Despite having formally reported the
threats and violence, no action was taken by the authorities. There was no
investigation, no protective order, and no one contacted us to follow up on the case.
We understood that insisting on further protection through the Brazilian authorities
could provoke retaliation rather than safety.

I understood that insisting on seeking further protection through the Brazilian
authorities could provoke retaliation rather than provide safety. I was now also afraid
that Pedro would seek revenge for my having reported what he did to me.

My mother fell into deep despair. She began taking medication for anxiety. I carry the
pain of seeing my family suffer because of me, and the guilt of being dragged into a
situation I did not choose.

We hid for two days in a rural area, at my aunt’s property, located at Avenida Rio
Doce (Chécara Serenidade), in the city of Bom Jesus do Galho. My parents quickly
sold their car and motorcycle to raise money and make it possible for me to leave
Brazil. Weverton also obtained his share of the business from his partner. The decision
to go to the United States was made by me, with the support and encouragement of
my family, for survival.

With the resources we gathered, Weverton and I left Brazil on a journey of survival.
We departed from our city in Minas Gerais and traveled by bus to Sdao Paulo, from
where we flew out of the country. Our route included flights to Bogota (Colombia),
San José (Costa Rica), and El Salvador. From El Salvador, we continued overland to
Guatemala and then crossed Mexico. After an exhausting bus trip within Mexico, we
reached Cancun to take a flight to Tijuana.

The journey was extremely dangerous and terrifying. I knew that the PCC also
operates in the countries we passed through, which increased my fear of being found
even outside of Brazil.

These countries are marked by violence and corruption, with strong influence of
organized crime, including within the police and the judiciary. In addition, they are
very unsafe for women, and I would once again be left unprotected if I remained
there. I knew that I would continue to be a target in any of these countries and that
seeking protection there would be useless.

Once we arrived in the border region, we crossed on foot and presented ourselves to
U.S. immigration authorities. I remained detained for approximately one day while
our information and fingerprints were processed. After we were released, we flew
from San Diego to San Francisco, where we were finally received by family
members.

Little by little, my family began to understand the extent of the fear and the influence
Pedro claimed to have, including through connections and intimidation. They
understood that I would not be safe simply by changing neighborhoods or moving to
another state.

I came to the United States because I needed a place where I could finally breathe and
try to start over, far enough from the reach of Pedro and the PCC.
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Even after 1 left, police officers appeared at my parents' shop asking about me and
trying to find out where I was. Considering Pedro's threats and what he said about
having contacts within law enforcement, I believe these visits were connected to him.
This reinforced my conviction that I could be monitored through multiple means and
by multiple people. I knew that I was not safe anywhere in Brazil.

I left Brazil because changing neighborhoods or states was not enough. I feared that
he would find me and that the violence would turn against my family.

Even here, fear follows me. I am terrified of returning to Brazil and of him deciding to
"finish what he started." I fear for myself, for my parents, and for my husband.

What I went through took away my freedom, my peace, and part of my identity. I
lived isolated, humiliated, threatened, and in a constant state of alert.

Fear isolated me emotionally and took away my voice. I did not tell everything at the
time out of shame, fear of judgment, and above all, fear of retaliation. I kept a lot to
myself and lived a silent terror. I also carried guilt for distancing myself from my
grandmother, because I feared he would use that bond to hurt me.

I learned to obey out of fear, not by choice. I changed routes, canceled plans, avoided
places, and distanced myself from people to try to prevent something worse from
happening. I lived trying to reduce harm, as if my life were a minefield.

The harassment affected my education and my future. College was my dream, and
during that period it became a place of fear. I missed classes, my grades dropped, and
I saw myself losing opportunities because I was being controlled and intimidated.

The psychological impact of all of this remains. Even here, I suffer from constant
anxiety, insomnia, nightmares, difficulty concentrating, episodes of crying, intense
fear of going out alone, and a permanent state of hypervigilance. Small noises or the
presence of motorcycles cause me to panic. I mentally relive the situations of threat
and violence that I endured.

I have a real fear of returning because I do not believe Pedro accepted the breakup. I
believe Pedro views the end of our relationship as an act of defiance. Within the
culture of criminal organizations like the PCC, such perceived defiance is met with
violence intended to reassert control and send a message to others. Pedro's sense of
entitlement over me, combined with his connections to the PCC, makes the threat of
retaliation very real.

I understood that within the logic of criminal factions, violence can be used to "set an
example" and reaffirm control. This worsens the context of domestic violence,
because the abuser relies on collective fear, influence, and networks of intimidation. I
fear I would fall victim to this, especially because Pedro has already shown that he
has the means to fulfill his threats.

I also fear for my husband. I do not want him to pay with his life for being by my
side. Pedro has already shown hatred and control over my romantic life.

My family and I considered whether relocating to another state within Brazil would
provide safety. We concluded that it would not. The PCC operates across the entire
national territory of Brazil and is not limited to any single state or region. Pedro could
easily locate me through his network of associates and his contacts within law
enforcement. Changing neighborhoods or states would not eliminate the threat
because the PCC's reach extends throughout the country. Brazil's mechanisms of
protections have already proven inadequate in my case, as the police themselves
discouraged me from filing a report. For these reasons, internal relocation within
Brazil is not a viable or safe alternative.

My fear is not abstract. It is concrete, based on direct threats, harassment, physical
violence, and sexual violence. I fear for my life and for my family's safety.



65. Even in the midst of all this, I still have hope. I do not want to live forever in fear. |
want to rebuild my life, regain my freedom, and have a simple and dignified routine
without having to hide in order to exist.

66. For these reasons, I request the opportunity to remain in the United States to live
safely and rebuild my life with dignity and peace.

67. My fear is directly linked to the risk of persecution and retaliation by Pedro and by the
network of individuals connected to the Primeiro Comando da Capital. Pedro
subjected me to physical violence, sexual violence, psychological abuse, stalking, and
death threats. He displayed a firearm to intimidate me. He threatened to kill my
parents and my grandmother. He claimed to have connections with law enforcement
officers, and after my departure from Brazil, police officers appeared at my parents'
workplace asking about my whereabouts. The Brazilian state failed to protect me.
When I sought help, I was told it was too dangerous to pursue. I have no reason to
believe that any of these circumstances have changed.

68. I reaffirm that if I return to Brazil, I fear that Pedro will carry out the threats he made
against me, my husband, and my family. I fear being subjected again to physical and
sexual violence, stalking, threats and intimidation. I fear that Pedro, through his
connections to the PCC and to law enforcement, will locate me regardless of where 1
attempt to live within Brazil. I fear that my return would place not only my own life at
risk, but also the lives of my parents, my grandmother, and my husband. The violence
I endured, the threats I received, and the failure of Brazilian authorities to provide
protection leave me with the firm belief that returning to Brazil would mean returning
to danger from which there is no escape.

I reserve the right to supplement this declaration before my Individual Hearing or at the
hearing itself.

I declare, under penalty of perjury, that the foregoing is true and correct.

/Signature/

MICHELLE QUINTAO FERREIRA LUNA

DATE: 03/06/2026

I, André Penna Mello, telephone number 415 425-2508, mailing address P.O. Box 90487,
San Diego, CA 92169, certify that the professional translation of this document from
Portuguese to English has been performed by myself, a qualified translator fluent in both
languages, and that the following is an accurate and complete translation of the
document.

Date: March 06, 2026.




DEPARTAMENTO DE JUSTICA DOS ESTADOS UNIDOS
SECRETARIADO EXECUTIVO DE IMIGRACAO
CORTE DE IMIGRACAO

DECLARACAO DE MICHELLE QUINTAO FERREIRA LUNA
NUMERO DE ALIEN 226-096-303
EM APOIO A CANDIDATURA DE ASILO

Eu, Michelle Quintao Ferreira Luna, declaro, venho por meio desta, informar que:

10.

11.

Meu nome ¢ Michelle Quintdao Ferreira Luna. Tenho 22 anos e nasci em 31 de margo
de 2003, em Vila Velha, no Estado do Espirito Santo.

Quando eu tinha menos de um ano de idade, minha familia se mudou para a regiao da
Serra, no estado do Espirito Santo, onde passei praticamente toda a minha vida. Cresci
na cidade de Ipatinga e vivi no bairro Veneza, um lugar que, embora tenha areas mais
tranquilas para familias como a minha, fica proximo de regides marcadas por
atividade criminosa, como o bairro Planalto.

Cresci em uma familia simples, mas muito unida. Sempre morei com meus pais, meu
irmdo e minha irma.

Minha infancia foi tranquila e cercada de cuidado, valores cristdos e presenga familiar.
Lembro das brincadeiras na rua com meus primos, das conversas em casa ¢ da
sensacdo de prote¢do que eu sentia quando estava perto da minha familia. Eu era uma
menina calma, sonhadora e muito ligada as pessoas que amava.

Sempre tive uma ligacdo muito forte com a minha avd materna, Maria Quintdo
Ferreira. Houve um periodo em que eu dormia na casa dela para ajuda-la, porque ela
jé tinha cerca de 70 anos, morava sozinha e sofria com problemas cardiacos e crises
de falta de ar durante a noite.

Eu tinha medo de que algo acontecesse enquanto ela estivesse sozinha. Na época, eu
ndo imaginava que esse amor e esse cuidado seriam vistos como uma vulnerabilidade
¢, mais tarde, seriam usados como instrumento de ameaca contra mim.

Fui criada em um lar com valores cristdos; minha familia inteira ¢ evangélica, e eu fui
criada dentro da igreja. Quando crianga, eu frequentava muito a Assembleia de Deus
com a minha familia; depois passei a participar da Igreja do Evangelho Quadrangular,
principalmente por causa do grupo de jovens. Ambas sdo igrejas evangélicas. Eu ia
aos cultos as quintas-feiras e aos domingos.

A f¢é ndo era apenas uma rotina: era parte da minha identidade, do meu carater ¢ da
forma como eu enxergava o mundo.

Eu sempre procurei viver corretamente. Nunca me envolvi com crime e sempre me
mantive afastada de caminhos errados. Eu estudava, ajudava minha familia e sonhava
em ter um bom futuro.

Conclui o ensino médio e realizei um dos meus maiores sonhos: ingressei na

faculdade de Medicina Veterinaria, na Pitdgoras. Para mim, aquilo representava
independéncia, construgdo e esperanca.
Embora eu morasse relativamente perto de locais conhecidos pela violéncia, eu nunca
fiz parte desse ambiente de criminalidade. Minha vida se dividia entre casa, igreja e
faculdade. Eu tinha uma rotina saudavel e era cercada de pessoas que me conheciam
desde crianga.



12.

13.

14.

15.

16.

17.

18.

19.

20.

21.

22.

23.

24.

25.

No inicio de 2023, quando eu tinha 19 anos, conheci Pedro Henrique de Souza. Ele
era primo do namorado de uma amiga. Comegcamos a namorar por volta de agosto de
2023. Foi o meu primeiro relacionamento. Eu era inexperiente e ndo sabia reconhecer
sinais de abuso, porque nunca tinha vivido esse tipo de violéncia dentro da minha
casa.

No inicio, ele parecia atencioso, protetor e interessado. Por ser meu primeiro namoro,
eu nao tinha nog¢ao do que eram comportamentos toxicos e abusivos. Coisas que hoje
eu entendo como controle, na época eu interpretei como cuidado ou ciume "normal".
Desde o comego, o relacionamento foi se tornando muito intenso ¢ acelerado. Eu me
envolvi emocionalmente e, quando percebi, eu ja estava tentando me adaptar ao que
ele queria para evitar brigas.

Com o passar das semanas, o comportamento dele mudou. O que antes parecia zelo
comegou a se transformar em vigilancia; o que parecia carinho virou imposic¢ao. Ele
comecou a controlar meus hordrios, questionar minhas roupas, criticar minhas
amizades ¢ me monitorar nos lugares que eu frequentava.

Ele passou a interferir diretamente na minha liberdade. Ele ndo queria que eu fosse a
academia. Houve vezes em que ele foi até a porta e ficou ali, de bragos cruzados, me
esperando. Eu saia e ele me xingava no caminho até o carro, dizendo que eu treinava
para chamar atengao de outros homens.

Eu comecei a me sentir vigiada em todos os lugares. Por medo de retaliagdo, eu passei
a evitar lugares que cu costumava frequentar e perdi habitos que antes eram normais
para mim.

Eu parei de ir a academia. E ndo foi apenas uma mudanga de rotina. Foi como se eu
estivesse perdendo o direito de decidir sobre mim mesma. Eu comecei a sentir que o
meu corpo ja ndo era respeitado e que meus limites ndo importavam.

Ele também passou a interferir na minha vida espiritual. A igreja era o meu lugar de
paz, mas eu comecei a faltar aos cultos porque ele ndo gostava. Eu tinha medo das
reagdes dele. Aos poucos, eu fui me afastando daquilo que me fortalecia. Eu estava
deixando de ser quem eu era.

O controle mais doloroso foi sobre a minha faculdade, que eu tanto me esforcei para
conseguir. Ele passou a aparecer na porta da institui¢do. Houve situagdes em que ele
me segurou pelo braco com forca e me puxou, inclusive na frente de colegas.Uma
amiga, Yasmin, presenciou ele me for¢ando a entrar no carro.

Eu j4 ndo conversava com colegas apos a aula; eu ia embora rapidamente, com medo
de que ele surgisse e criasse uma cena.

Ele frequentemente me insultava e me humilhava, chamando-me de nomes
degradantes como “puta” e “vagabunda”. Ele usava esses insultos para me fazer sentir
envergonhada, sem valor e impotente, muitas vezes direcionando essas ofensas contra
mim durante discussdes ou sempre que eu tentava me impor.

As agressdes nao eram so verbais. Ele gritava, apontava o dedo no meu rosto, me
empurrava, me sacudia. Eu vivia em tensdo constante. A violéncia ndo precisava
chegar a um soco para eu sentir que eu estava em perigo. Eu tinha a sensa¢do de que
era apenas questao de tempo para tudo piorar.

Ele também passou a controlar minhas redes sociais. Ele dizia que eu queria "me
exibir", que eu queria chamar atencdo. Eu parei de postar, e depois desativei meu
Instagram. Ele queria ter controle sobre minhas contas e acesso as minhas
informagdes, incluindo senhas. Eu me sentia diminuindo aos poucos, como se eu
estivesse desaparecendo para evitar a flria dele.

A partir de dezembro de 2023, as ameagas se tornaram mais graves. Dentro do carro
dele, depois de uma discussdo em que eu mencionei terminar, ele disse que sabia onde
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meus pais trabalhavam, onde mordvamos e onde eu estudava. Ele ameacou fazer algo
comigo ou com minha familia sem que ninguém descobrisse.

Ele repetia, com frieza, que se matasse meus pais ou a minha avd, a quem eu era
muito apegada, ninguém poderia provar que teria sido ele. Essas palavras ficaram na
minha cabe¢ca como um terror constante, porque ele falava como se aquilo fosse
simples e impune.

Eu comecei a ter crises de ansiedade. Perdi o apetite, emagreci, minhas notas cairam.
Minha mae percebeu que algo estava errado, mas eu negava. Eu tinha medo de que, se
eu contasse, ele cumprisse as ameagas.

Eu me afastei de amigas, parei de ir a igreja e evitei até visitar minha avo, por medo
de que ele a seguisse ou a usasse para me atingir. Eu me sentia prisioneira dentro da
minha propria vida.

Houve momentos em que ele pediu desculpas e eu acreditei. Era meu primeiro
relacionamento. Eu achava que amor era insistir, perdoar, tentar consertar. Mas as
explosdes dele voltavam, sempre mais intensas.

Houve também ocasides em que Pedro me forcou a ter relagdes sexuais contra a
minha vontade. Mesmo quando eu expressava claramente que ndo queria e que nao
estava confortdvel, ele insistia, me pressionava e me forcava. Eu me sentia sem
escolha, paralisada pelo medo das reacdes dele, e ndo conseguia resistir.

Hoje eu entendo que o que Pedro fez comigo foi estupro. Na época, eu ndo consegui
reconhecer a gravidade total do que estava acontecendo como reconhego agora.

Em fevereiro de 2024, uma amiga me contou que cle tinha envolvimento com a
organizacdo criminosa Primeiro Comando da Capital, o PCC. Ela pediu,
desesperadamente, que eu nao revelasse a fonte da informagdo. Aquilo me paralisou.
Ao mesmo tempo, Pedro dizia que tinha amizades com policiais, o que aumentava
minha sensac¢do de impoténcia.

O Primeiro Comando da Capital, o PCC, ¢ a maior organizacio criminosa do Brasil.
O PCC ¢ conhecido por ter muitos membros em todo lugar, por ter pessoas infiltradas
na policia e no governo, e por usar violéncia extrema para manter o controle e punir
qualquer pessoa que considere desleal. Quando eu soube que Pedro estava ligado a
essa organiza¢do, fiquei apavorada, porque eu entendi que as ameagas que ele fazia
ndo eram s6 palavras de um ex-namorado com raiva. Elas tinham o respaldo de uma
organiza¢do muito perigosa, com alcance e recursos para cumprir o que ele dizia.
Depois de descobrir isso, eu tomei coragem e terminei por mensagem. Eu ndo me
sentia segura para encontra-lo pessoalmente.

Mas ele nao aceitou o término. Ele usou a filiagdo dele com a facgdo para ameagar a
mim e a minha familia, dizendo que se nos matasse, ninguém iria descobrir.

Depois de decidir terminar a relacdo, a perseguigdo piorou. Ele rondava a minha casa,
aparecia na faculdade e tentava me intimidar. Eu troquei de numero, reduzi contatos e
passei a depender dos meus pais para me levar e buscar. Eu vivia com a sensagao de
que ele podia aparecer a qualquer momento ¢ em qualquer lugar. Eu ja ndo me sentia
segura em lugar nenhum.

Em marg¢o de 2024, quando comecei a conversar com Weverton, meu atual marido, a
situagdo se agravou. Desde o inicio, ndés nos comunicavamos principalmente por
mensagens, por medo de sermos vistos em publico por Pedro. Weverton tinha um
negdcio na cidade, e houve momentos em que eu me escondi 14 e o ajudava na
cozinha.

Pedro descobriu isso e passou a circular o local, dirigindo ou passando de moto,
gritando ameagas para mim e para Weverton. Ele queria deixar claro que podia nos
alcangar e que eu nao teria paz nem seguindo em frente com a minha vida.
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. O dia 29 de maio de 2024 ficou marcado na minha memoria. Eu chegava em casa
quando Pedro surgiu de moto. Ele segurou meu brago, mostrou uma arma na cintura e
disse que, se eu ndo ficasse com ele, eu ndo ficaria com mais ninguém. Ameagou
destruir minha familia. Meus pais viram a cena.

Naquele momento, eu entendi que ele poderia me matar por decidir terminar o
relacionamento. Ele exibiu a arma como forma de me intimidar, me dominar e me
fazer acreditar que ele poderia cumprir tudo o que dizia. Para mim, foi aterrorizante
perceber que eu estava diante de alguém armado, que me segurava € me ameagava, ¢
que eu ndo tinha como me defender.

Depois disso, eu fui a delegacia acompanhada pelos meus pais, buscando protecao.
Em vez disso, n6s ouvimos de um policial que era melhor ndo registrar a ocorréncia
presencialmente, porque era perigoso "mexer com isso", ja que envolvia o PCC. Eu
senti que a mensagem era clara: que eu deveria me calar para nao piorar a situagao.
Eu sai dali frustrada, com mais medo, e com a sensagdo de que a influéncia da fac¢ao
era tdo grande que nem o Estado me garantiria protegao.

Mas eu ndo aceitei a omissdo das autoridades. Juntos, eu e meus pais decidimos
registrar o boletim de ocorréncia por meio eletronico. Apesar de termos formalizado a
dentncia, nenhuma providéncia foi tomada pelas autoridades. Nao houve
investigagdo, ndo houve medida protetiva e ninguém nos procurou para dar
seguimento ao caso.

Eu entendi que insistir em buscar protecdo adicional através das autoridades
brasileiras poderia provocar retaliacdo em vez de seguranga. E agora tinha medo que
Pedro se vingasse por ter denunciado o que ele fez comigo.

Minha mae entrou em profundo desespero. Ela comecou a usar medicacdo para
ansiedade. Eu carrego a dor de ver minha familia sofrer por minha causa, e a culpa de
ter sido arrastada para uma situagdo que eu nao escolhi.

Noés nos escondemos por dois dias na zona rural, na propriedade de uma tia, no
endereco Avenida Rio Doce (Chacara Serenidade), na cidade de Bom Jesus do Galho.
Meus pais venderam o carro e a moto rapidamente para juntar dinheiro e viabilizar a
minha saida do Brasil. Weverton também obteve a sua parte do negocio com o sécio.
A decisdo de ir para os Estados Unidos foi tomada por mim, com o apoio e o
incentivo da minha familia, por sobrevivéncia.

Com os recursos reunidos, eu e Weverton deixamos o Brasil em uma jornada de
sobrevivéncia. Saimos de nossa cidade em Minas Gerais ¢ fomos de onibus até Sdo
Paulo, de onde partimos de avido para o exterior. Nossa rota incluiu voos para Bogota
(Colombia), San José (Costa Rica) e El Salvador. De El Salvador, seguimos por terra
at¢ a Guatemala e, posteriormente, atravessamos o México. Apds uma exaustiva
viagem de Onibus em territorio mexicano, chegamos a Cancun para conseguir um voo
até Tijuana.

A viagem foi extremamente perigosa e aterrorizante. Eu sabia que o PCC também
opera nos paises por onde passamos, o que aumentava meu medo de ser localizada
mesmo fora do Brasil.

Esse paises sd@o marcados por violéncia e corrup¢do, com forte atuacdo do crime
organizado inclusive dentro da policia e do judicidrio. Além disso, sdo paises muito
inseguros para mulheres, e me veria mais uma vez desprotegida se permanecesse ali.
Eu sabia que continuaria sendo um alvo em qualquer um desses paises e que pedir
prote¢do neles seria inutil.

Ao alcancarmos a regido de fronteira, atravessamos a pé€ e nos apresentamos as
autoridades migratorias. Permaneci detida por aproximadamente um dia para o
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processamento de nossos dados e digitais. Apds sermos liberados, voamos de San
Diego até Sao Francisco, onde fomos finalmente recepcionados por familiares.

Aos poucos, minha familia foi compreendendo a dimensdo do medo e da influéncia
que Pedro dizia ter, inclusive por conexdes e intimidagdo. Eles entenderam que eu nao
estaria segura apenas mudando de bairro ou de estado.

Vim para os Estados Unidos porque eu precisava de um lugar onde eu pudesse,
finalmente, respirar e tentar recomecar, longe o suficiente do alcance de Pedro e do
PCC.

Mesmo apds a minha saida, policiais apareceram na oficina dos meus pais
perguntando por mim e querendo saber onde eu estava. Considerando as ameacas de
Pedro e o que ele dizia sobre ter contatos com policiais, eu acredito que essas visitas
estavam conectadas a ele. Isso reforcou minha conviccdo de que eu poderia ser
monitorada por varios meios € por varias pessoas. Eu sabia que ndo estava segura em
lugar nenhum no Brasil.

Eu sai do Brasil porque mudar de bairro ou de estado nao bastava. Eu temia que ele
me encontrasse € que a violéncia se voltasse contra a minha familia.

Mesmo aqui, 0 medo me acompanha. Tenho pavor de retornar ao Brasil e que ele
decida "terminar o que comegou." Eu temo por mim, por meus pais € por meu marido.
O que eu vivi me tirou a liberdade, a paz e parte da minha identidade. Eu vivi isolada,
humilhada, ameacada e em estado constante de alerta.

O medo me isolou emocionalmente ¢ me tirou a voz. Eu ndo contei tudo na época por
vergonha, medo de julgamento e, principalmente, medo de retaliagdo. Eu guardava
muito para mim e vivia um terror silencioso. Eu também carreguei culpa por me
afastar da minha avo, porque eu temia que ele usasse esse vinculo para me atingir.

Eu aprendi a obedecer por medo, ndo por escolha. Eu mudava rotas, cancelava
compromissos, evitava lugares e me afastava de pessoas para tentar impedir que algo
pior acontecesse. Eu vivia tentando reduzir danos, como se a minha vida fosse um
campo minado.

A perseguigdo afetou meu estudo e meu futuro. A faculdade era meu sonho e, durante
aquele periodo, ela virou um lugar de medo. Eu faltava, minhas notas cairam, e eu me
vi perdendo oportunidades porque eu estava sendo controlada e intimidada.

O impacto psicologico disso tudo permanece. Mesmo aqui, eu sofro com ansiedade
constante, insOnia, pesadelos, dificuldade de concentragao, crises de choro, medo
intenso de sair sozinha e um estado permanente de hipervigilancia. Pequenos barulhos
ou a presenga de motos me causam panico. Eu revivo mentalmente as situagdes de
ameaca e violéncia que sofri.

Eu tenho medo real de retorno porque eu ndo acredito que Pedro tenha aceitado o
término. Eu acredito que Pedro vé o fim do nosso relacionamento como um ato de
desafio. Dentro da cultura de organizagdes criminosas como o PCC, esse tipo de
desafio ¢ respondido com violéncia destinada a reassumir o controle e enviar uma
mensagem a outros. O sentimento de posse de Pedro sobre mim, combinado com suas
conexdes com o PCC, torna a ameaca de retaliagdo muito real.

Eu entendi que, dentro da légica de facgdes criminosas, a violéncia pode ser usada
para dar "exemplo" e reafirmar controle. Isso piora o contexto de violéncia doméstica,
porque o agressor se apoia em medo coletivo, influéncia e redes de intimidacdao. Eu
temo que eu poderia ser vitima disso, especialmente porque Pedro ja demonstrou que
tem os meios para cumprir suas ameagas.

Eu também temo pelo meu marido. Eu ndo quero que ele pague com a vida por estar
ao meu lado. Pedro ja demonstrou d6dio e controle sobre a minha vida afetiva.
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Eu e minha familia consideramos que mudar para outro estado dentro do Brasil seria
suficiente para garantir minha seguranca. Concluimos que nao. O PCC opera em todo
o territdrio nacional brasileiro e ndo esta limitado a nenhuma regido especifica. Pedro
poderia facilmente me localizar através de sua rede de associados e de seus contatos
dentro das forgas policiais. Mudar de bairro ou de estado ndo eliminaria a ameaga,
porque o alcance do PCC se estende por todo o pais. Os mecanismos de prote¢ao no
Brasil ja se mostraram inadequados no meu caso, pois a propria policia me
desencorajou de registrar uma denuncia. Por essas razdes, a realocacdo interna dentro
do Brasil ndo ¢ uma alternativa viavel e segura.

Meu medo ndo ¢é abstrato. Ele ¢ concreto, fundamentado em ameacas diretas,
perseguicdo, violéncia fisica e violéncia sexual. Eu temo pela minha vida e pela
seguranca da minha familia.

Mesmo em meio a tudo isso, eu ainda tenho esperanga. Eu ndo quero viver para
sempre com medo. Eu quero reconstruir minha vida, recuperar minha liberdade e ter
uma rotina simples e digna, sem precisar me esconder para existir.

Por isso, peco a oportunidade de permanecer nos Estados Unidos para viver em
seguranga e reconstruir minha vida com dignidade e paz.

Meu medo esta diretamente ligado ao risco de perseguicdo e retaliagdo por Pedro e
pela rede de individuos conectados ao Primeiro Comando da Capital. Pedro me
submeteu a violéncia fisica, violéncia sexual, abuso psicolégico, perseguicdo e
ameacas de morte. Ele exibiu uma arma de fogo para me intimidar. Ele ameacou
matar meus pais ¢ minha avd. Ele alegava ter conexdes com policiais, ¢ apds minha
saida do Brasil, policiais apareceram no local de trabalho dos meus pais perguntando
pelo meu paradeiro. O Estado brasileiro falhou em me proteger: quando busquei
ajuda, fui orientada de que era perigoso demais prosseguir. Nao tenho razdes para
acreditar que qualquer dessas circunstancias tenha mudado.

Eu reafirmo que, se eu retornar ao Brasil, temo que Pedro cumpra as ameagas que fez
contra mim, meu marido e minha familia. Temo ser novamente submetida a violéncia
fisica e sexual, perseguicdo, ameagas ¢ intimidagdo. Temo que Pedro, através de suas
conexdes com o PCC e com as forgas policiais, me localize independentemente de
onde eu tente viver dentro do Brasil. Temo que meu retorno coloque em risco nado
apenas a minha vida, mas também a vida dos meus pais, da minha avé ¢ do meu
marido. A violéncia que sofri, as ameacas que recebi e a falha das autoridades
brasileiras em me oferecer protegdo me levam a firme convic¢do de que retornar ao
Brasil significaria retornar a um perigo do qual ndo ha como escapar.

Eu reservo o direito de complementar essa declaragao antes de minha Audiéncia Individual
ou na propria audiéncia.

Eu declaro, sob pena de perjurio, que o acima ¢ verdadeiro.
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ELLE QUINTAO FERREIRA LUNA.

Data: 06/03/2026
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