I had just completed the crossword (struggled with 11a) when the phone rang.
It was the Mother Superior (Sister Neecross) calling from the local Retreat run by theVirgin Sisters of the Order of St. Raphael, wondering if I could do a house call to give some advice on the small flock of foundling unicorns that had recently been abandoned on their doorstep. 
As well as making small batches of a most excellent wine at their small-holding, they were interested in perhaps breeding them to establish a dairy to produce some unicorn cheese that they could sell locally along with their wine.
With morning consultations finished, I set off to the Retreat and was greeted by Sister Neecross who led me into the small but comfortable reading room where the Virgin Sisters had assembled, religious texts and other assorted classic works of fiction neatly stacked on the side tables, their rapturous attention on one of the small unicorns they had taken a shine to, and had named Horny for obvious reasons.
The Sisters were quite anxious to learn about unicorns so I consulted my volume of Anatomy, Husbandry and Reproduction in the Common Unicorn (2nd Ed. 1902) by Drs. Flatus and Matus
and gave a short lecture on the variable gender of unicorns and how it could be influenced by whomever was holding the unicorn at the time. As this was an Order of Virgin Sisters, I suggested that they might wait until Bishop Gettamongem next visited for his short "Sabbatical" and he could hold one of the unicorns to change it's gender to male so that mating could proceed and the female unicorns could then produce offspring and hence the much needed milk for cheese making.
I gave Horny a most thorough examination including palpating and auscultating and declared it sound of wind and limb.
The Virgin Sisters were well pleased with the advice and upon enquiring about diet, I advised them that herbage was suitable (with the occasional table scraps) but they should avoid feeding hot, spicy crisps.
The occasional glass of their wine was fine as it may help to settle their existential angst should it occur.
In all, it was an excellent day and I am sure the Virgin Sisters came away armed with a sound knowledge of all things of a unicorn nature.

My only problem may come tonight when Mrs S will ask me (as she is wont to do) how I spent my day.
I am not sure how she will react when I tell her that:

I had spent most of my day feeling Horny at the site of the Virgin Sisters

