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A Few Words About the Book and Its Author

You are now holding one of the most magical books in the entire world.

This book will introduce you to the art of always keeping your inner Muse alive.

It will tell you how to act — and how you must act.

It will reveal what helps a woman move forward through her entire life, to feel happiness, fullness, and awareness, to multiply her wealth and value — while others cannot even begin.

Indeed, what gives one woman strength and energy, while leaving another stuck in inertia?

Why are some women able to see opportunity in a pile of problems and break through to the life they dreamed of — no matter how harshly fate strikes them — while others make desperate attempts, fail endlessly, and never arrive anywhere?

The great mystery of the woman-Muse dates back to the times of ancient Hellas — to the immortal beauty of art and its eternal inspirers: women.

Mythology speaks of the Nine Muses — goddesses who patronize different realms of art. These mythical beings are still called by a single word that defines their essence — “Inspiration.”

This book allows you to analyze the methods used by other women who hold the key to their own power — and to craft your own formula for achieving harmony and success.

A formula that could become a model and an example for women all over the world.

This book reveals the secret of success and offers a clear plan of action.

Finally, it shows the one and only unfailing path to overcoming every obstacle, reaching every goal, and discovering success that feels almost cinematic — as if it flows to you from the eternal river of time.

This book will shake you with the energy of transformation; and after some time, you will understand why confident women attract enormous wealth and become truly happy — because you will become one of them.

The author of this book was born in 1975, in one of the countries of Central Asia — Uzbekistan.

Throughout her life, she achieved a great deal:

– after finishing school, she failed to enter university on her first attempt, but entered medical college instead;

– she spent 12 years working in the maternity care system — in the delivery ward;

– she became a coordinator and trainer for the Safe Motherhood Project;

– she later coordinated and trained for the Breastfeeding Project;

– Tashkent Pediatric Medical Institute;

– Master’s degree through the European project TEMPUS-TACIS;

– Postgraduate studies;

– Certified trainer for the Evidence-Based Medicine Project;

– Certified trainer for Human Development;

– Extensive experience in the pharmaceutical business — working in every possible position, from entry level to top management;

– Founder of the brokerage company Muza Brokers Group;

– Founder and Director of the Medical Gastro Service clinic;

– Founder and Director of the Center for Plastic and ENT Surgery;

– Founder of the private kindergarten Sunshine Preschool;

– Member of the Legislative Chamber of Uzbekistan;

– Platinum member of the International Business Community;

– Investor in a trading group;

– Board Member of a construction company in the UAE;

– Founder of a real estate agency;

– Founder of a charitable foundation.

– Founder of her own luxury perfume line;

– Founder of her own jewelry line;

– Founder of a Fashion House;

– Founder of a modeling agency;

– Author of the book “The Art of Being a Muse.”

Fifty years after her birth, she published her first book — a reflection of her personal philosophy of success. Over the years, while gathering life experience, she had to earn her living in countless ways, yet she always preserved her true calling — to remain a Woman Muse.
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In every chapter of my book, I talk about how to become more successful while preserving the Muse within you, about making money — about the very secret that helped me gain wealth while remaining feminine, sensual, and attractive despite age.

I first discovered this secret in my youth, through the books of Efremov, and I began to wonder: Would I have enough wisdom to grasp the true meaning of what I had read and heard?

From that moment on, I asked myself — am I ready to dedicate thirty years or more to prepare myself for the mission of spreading the formula of success around the world — for those who, without it, might remain failures for life?

I decided that I was ready — and I kept my word.

The magical formula of success was born from the idea of arming women who don’t have the time for long and meticulous research into how success is achieved — and how to remain feminine without turning into a masculine caricature.

I believe this science must be introduced into all schools and colleges, and that with its proper teaching in the education system, revolutionary changes will occur, cutting the learning time by at least half.

The secret of success has been tested by practice. You will learn the astonishing story of one fragile Woman who walked an enormous path. Through this example, you will see that the formula of success works for anyone willing to understand it. The practical application of all these skills by me led to incredible luck and fortune.

This fact — and it is well known to everyone who knew me — makes me a perfect example for you, dear reader, provided that you know what you truly want.

The mystery is revealed to women who use it for their own benefit — exactly as I intended. For some, applying these skills will bring wealth. For others, it will help arrange their personal lives.

The secret I speak of is mentioned in this book more than a hundred times. It has no specific name — that was never my goal. The obvious does not affect us — we need mystery. Because by catching even the edge of it, we get the chance to show our insight, our uniqueness, and our unrepeatable nature.
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LIFE’S JOURNEY
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I was 15 years old when I first started working. I was still in school back then, and during the school year we had UPK (Training and Production Complex) — an organization that provided high school students with basic professional training.

Two fields were offered: textiles and medicine. In my first year, I chose textiles, and in the second year — medicine.

My earnings came from the fact that I took home baby undershirts and diapers for newborns — hemming the edges on a sewing machine. And I got paid for it.

In the second year, I got a job as a nurse’s assistant in the Toxicology Department of City Hospital №1.

It was an invaluable school of life; there I learned the true value of life. Among other things, I saw how many young women were brought in after failed suicide attempts (from Latin sui caedere — “to kill oneself”) — a deliberate ending of one’s own life, usually by their own hand.

From childhood I was told over and over again that I had to be a “good girl.” I believed the adults and tried to be obedient.

Traditions, conventions, advice from elders...

We are taught to live the way women lived a thousand years ago.

Unbelievable, but true. The classic scenario.

And on the other side — the antipodes: so-called “liberation” — emancipation, “women’s liberalization — feminism” (I never liked those words).

What do you see? Harsh, disillusioned women, bitter towards men, heavily burdened by complexes.

Isn’t that a distortion? A reckless bargain for some naïve “democracy.”

We “hit the jackpot”!

We plow like horses — working alongside men, doing all the housework, raising children, tolerating their cheating, and reading magazine articles about “how to save your relationship forever.”

Doesn’t sound much like the dream of freedom and independence, does it?

But here’s the interesting part — there’s nothing new to invent.

At the two poles — “the housewife” and “the women’s rights activist,” who do you think stands right in the middle?

Of course — the Queen Muse.

She walks along the meridian, never leaning toward extremes.

She is a Woman-enigma.

People assume she can also love, feel pity, that she too sometimes cries, walks around the house disheveled, or meets up with friends.

But no one ever catches her in such moments.

It feels unnatural — and sparks even more curiosity, in both men and women.

The unknown always attracts.

Throughout the long history of humankind, no name has ever been invented for the Woman who brings bliss.

Bliss — to look at her, to touch, to love, to live, to take pleasure in admiring, and finally — to learn from her.

From the chromatoscope of moods and roles, scraps are torn out: femme fatale, vamp, shrew, mistress, homewrecker, socialite, predator, conwoman, beast.

And when they can’t describe her clearly — “bitch.”

Lately, that word has stopped being an insult.

If someone calls you a bitch, it means you outdid someone in something. Congratulations!

But my task is different — to present and hand over to your sensitive, fragile, feminine hands — a guidebook, a true arsenal.
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STRENGTH, WILL, AND FAITH

Through a long journey from a little girl, a schoolgirl, a nurse’s aide (junior medical staff), a student, a wife, a daughter-in-law (in what was then an overly religious mahalla and a traditional Muslim family), a mother of two wonderful children (a daughter and a son), and a three-time grandmother — I have made it to this very day, through the thorns to the stars.

It was this path that pushed me to write this book.

To say it was easy would be saying nothing at all.

So many tears, worries, guilt, dissatisfaction, disappointments, betrayals, infidelities, court hearings, slander, judgment, the victim mentality, stolen businesses, insults, humiliation, disrespect, abuse, manipulation, misunderstandings, betrayals of my own principles, moral compromises, tactlessness, rudeness, disorientation, helplessness, exhaustion, fatigue, apathy, competition — there was room for all of it.

And how else could it be, how could one go without all of this?

If I hadn’t personally lived through all of it, hadn’t felt all of these emotions on my own skin, I could hardly have written this book.

I write now — and every word cuts into my heart like a sharp steel knife. With every line I write, I relive each situation all over again. To feel those same feelings again, those same emotions — it’s equal to Courage. Of course, now they are much duller — time heals, although really time doesn’t heal, time simply changes how we see things.

How many times I died, how many times I was reborn, how many times I broke, how many times I rebuilt myself, how many times I fell, how many times I rose — and all this fell to the share of one fragile, but strong and brave woman.

Do you think I always wanted to be strong and brave?

No. I always wanted to be fragile, to be weak...

But every woman has her own destiny.

Sometimes circumstances dictate their own rules, and you are forced to put on a knight’s armor — to be a lynx, to be a queen — but a queen in armor.

I remember, as a young girl, I always said I would get married and never work a day in my life. Probably because I always saw my parents working non-stop. Well, basically, everyone worked, the entire Soviet Union was like that.

But as they say: “We plan, and God decides.”

As I already said, I went through a long, and at times very difficult road to get here. Everything depends on how we interpret our life’s path.

In my case, I believe I am living a bright, intense, sometimes unusual, extraordinary, magnificent, breathtaking life.

Although — I have died at least four times:

The first time I nearly died because of my curiosity (I was still a child then) — an enormous electric cable that ran over my grandmother’s house nearly killed me. I was always told: “Never touch the cable!”

But curiosity won over logic.

What logic can there be at age six or seven?

I climbed onto the roof, saw a bird sitting on that cable — and nothing happened to the bird. The warnings that were repeated to me every time I climbed that roof didn’t match what I was seeing.

Let me explain — our childhood was very different: we climbed trees and roofs, played endless games, melted tin and resin, collected stamps, labels, Coca-Cola caps, wrapped gum resin (the sticky sap from fruit trees) on sticks, jumped rubber bands — oh God, what didn’t we do?

I think in today’s world we live with phones and social networks more than with anyone or anything else.

Back to the cable and the bird — I wanted to feel like that bird and prove all my grandmother’s and grandfather’s fears wrong.

I tried to grab the cable, but since I was small and couldn’t quite reach, I didn’t manage to hold on.

But the sheer power of that electric current threw me from one roof onto another, instantly killing any thought of trying again.

I remember crashing down, my grandmother screaming in terror, asking, “What happened?”

But at that moment, I wasn’t afraid of dying.

My only fear was that my grandmother would find out what had really happened.

I gathered all my strength, shouted from the roof that I was okay and that I had just slipped.

They told me to come down immediately.

You can’t imagine how badly I was shaking when I was climbing down the ladder.

My legs trembled from the shock — but it wasn’t fear of death.

I would learn that fear later.

The second time I felt the fear of death was when a knife was pressed to my throat and someone whispered for me to stay silent or I’d be killed.

I was 23–24 then, married, with a child.

Just imagine how much strength and courage it took to throw that thug several meters away from me and call for help.

Only later did I realize how close I had come to being stabbed.

I don’t want to describe the whole situation now — I’ll just say this: it was a pathetic attempt at intimidation that ended in failure.

The third time, the Creator once again protected my life.

This time I got into a car accident — not my fault.

I was driving, my baby was in the back seat, he was a year and a half at the time, and I was 26.

The car spun and crashed into a tram stop (yes, we still had trams back then).

From the impact, my son was thrown out of the car onto the opposite lane, and I hit my head on the windshield.

Thank Allah, we survived. It’s been 25 years since that day.

I suffered a spinal injury and stopped walking for a time.

But with time, I recovered.

Still, the fear, the tears, the thought that I might never walk again...

The fourth time I died was when I was in a situation where I consciously didn’t want to live.

I just wanted to die.

I didn’t want to go on.

Situations where people deliberately stuck sticks in my wheels for their own interests.

Where simply because I was a Woman, someone wanted to sit on me, devour me — and my refusal to accept that bruised their entire male ego.

And you involuntarily witness just how “honorable” human nature really is.

But again, the Creator is merciful.

What I just described were only four situations of my possible physical death.

Each time I survived.

I am alive, here and now.

And I haven’t even described a single situation where I died morally — and there were plenty of those.

⸻

My life in my husband’s family was its own chapter.

It was difficult...

At that time I studied, became a mother, worked, then studied again and worked at the same time.

I studied at the institute, worked in the Maternity Center, was a daughter-in-law, and a mother of two.

The traditional values and culture of an Uzbek family were tightly woven into my life, and I tried to meet them.

I ended up in this family because of love.

The most beautiful feeling in the world.

I loved my husband.

I am grateful to him for my wonderful children.

In my husband’s family there were two daughters-in-law with European education, so my mother-in-law considered us “too Russian” and not fitting into the
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